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“ T draw, and am not ‘draW' said Mr. Posch, with significant, though courteous sententiousne^. 

X Brother Jonathan cast his eyes, gleaming with appreciation and an imminent joke, around the Sages snuggery. 

« Wsl, Siree,” said he, winkishly. “I don’t know about « drawn,’ hut I ’ll be hanged if yon are not comfortably 

‘ quartered.’ ” . , . 3 x- i 

Toby, who was enacting the part of canine Ganymede, for the occasion, yapped suggestively. , • „ „ 

“ I guess the genim loci inspired me that time, Toby,” said Jonathan, accepting, and appropmtely applying, a 
tumbler of (sophisticated) hot water. « But won't you come. Mister Punch ? ” he continued, entreatingly ; won t you really, 

now, old hoss?” , , „ « -a.! • t 

“Too old a ‘boss’ to be ‘trotted out,’ friend Jonathan,’ returned the Sage, with a genial wink. _ 

“Why, everybody, who is anybody, stumps the States, now,” pursued Mr. Punch s visitor, persuasively. 

“Zero multiplied by a million is— zero,” remarked Mr. Punch, oracularly. _ 

“ The bearings of that observation lie in its application, I oppose,” said the Amencan, after a pause and some digital 
manipulation. “ I confess I can’t quite * cipher it up ’ myself. 

“How many Wildes make a — ^precedent?” queried his host, plea^tly. j -d Wb 1 ” 

“ Oh ! pass OscAE, and-and Jumbo,” said Jonathan, showing his teeth. “ Preposterously puffed Pachyderms, both ! 
“BabnVs Big Show is not confined to the Pachgdermata, I presume, said Mr. Punch, suggestive^. 

“ But I 'm not touting for the Big Showman, you know,” responded J onathan. Pyramids and six-f(»t pos eri No ... 

I -m on mv own hook. I am. I invite you as the great xlntJ-Humbug. Law and Literature. Beauty and Beauty s mping 
Parasite, Grotesque Art and Lucid Culture, all have had their turn. We ^e a Big Country. Sir and 
’em all. If vour M sdeinA Tussaud could get her whole collection animated, a la Pygmaiioh s statue, and just se 

poring or pSing, or lolling or lecturing, we should rayther relish it We can’t have ^ 

Atlantic and Niagar! Falls, upL New York City and ligneous Nutoegs, 

Outlook ! COLEBIDGE Wasn’t half bad, and Ibving is more than half good. But we yearn for you. Sir . 

** Very Datural and proper,** said Mr, PtufCH*. 

Am«! -Sarx’ V to™ _tod . perf«t g-ta, .f ».nd' «.»g« 

you lately. But the Star of Stars is not a Wardering Star. 

•Tw “to « d.gl«Ba» , « i. •. «ig«, good of ,«« ,0 110. ». b. 

jou here* I suppose I am at liberty to—— 
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“ Libbaty’s a kind o’ thing That don’t agree with — interviewers” inteijeoted his host, pleasantly. “ My good friend 
Lowell — Ms health ! — will pardon the adaptation, I ’m sure.” 

But,” continued the pertinacious Yankee, ** if you travelled with me, you could have your own special ‘ Inter- 
viewer* and Opinion Collector. Vox stellaruM — the Voice of the^S^ars,* as Old Moore hath it -can now be transmitted 
to the Public through the * Star’s ’ private phonograph, as it were. And just fancy what a dazzling sensation you would 
be I Norman Locktee’s wonderful sunrises wouldn’t be in it with your auroral avatar ! ” 

** Y’ou will not get that particular ‘ rise ’ out of responded Mr. Punch, with decision. “There *s a flavour of 
Babnum about the whole business uncongenial to the soul of Punch.” 

“Himself the gr^at original Showman!” subjoined Brother Jonathan, slily. 

And, therefore, not requiring to be * run ’ by any other ' Boss,* ” added Mr. Punch, quietly. “ Toby, another 
tumbler ! ’* 

Sounds as if he were in the acrobatic line.” — (Toby gave a sly pug-chuckle all to himself.) — “Would he come? ” 
inquired the American, gazing admiringly upon the Dog of Dogs. 

“Toby,” said Mb. Punch, as Cosmopolitan as his Master, and as indisposed to be exploite. Toby loves your 
country, as I do. Witty Lowell, and delightful Abbey, and beautiful Mary Anderson share Mr. Punch’s warmest 
rfgards with classic Arnold, and honeyed CoLERroaE, and weird Irving-, and witching Ellen Terry. But I cannot follow 
them to the platform or the Stage.” 

“ I guess, Siree, you ’re just tarnation particular, the platform has already had a pretty fair show. It has been 
brushed by the wing of Pegasus. It has been graced by the sock of Melpomene and the buskin of Thalta. Even the 
wig of The^hs has disported thereon, I co?!'Clude that in time it will have trotted out all the Graces, and most of the 
Muses, with a gocd square contingent from the Olympian Upper Circles. But the baton and bells of the modern Momus 
are, it appears, to be 

“ Conspicuous by their absence. Precisely so,” completed Mr. Punch, politely. 

“ Wal,” said the American, rising reluctantly, “ what must be, must be. But our people will be disappointed, you 
bet. You ’ll send ’em your love, and — well, no — not a lock of your hair, I suppose,” added Jonathan, airily. 

“ I will do Bfcore, Sir,” said the affible Sage, beaming efiulgentlj upon his wistful guest. “ I will send them my best 
representative, my sf^it’s quintessence, my voice of voices, my alter ego. Take it ! it will brighten your voyage home ! It 
will not disappoint you as the Atlantic did Oscar I You will find it pleasanter than pop-corns, and more exhilarating than 
Hop Bitters. It is more portable ^,than Jumbo, and brighter than a Fashionable Beauty. It will give you more sound 
judgments than Coleridge, andr^mole sweetness and light than the Gospel according to Matthew Arnold. It will make your 
peace with the insatiable ‘ Piatjfbrm,* and save you from the Interviewing Erinntes. Finally, it will bless you and all men, 
without Bamumi&ing them. Take it, and be happy 1 1 ” 

And Mr. Punch presented to the delighted American his 
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ALL AT SEA; 

OE, THE' PILOT, TEGE PEEK, AHD THE PEEDICAMEOT! 

{A Story dedicated, without their per7nmio7i, to the Lords of the 
Admiralty,) 

Hee Majesty’s steam-slnp Joyful was gaily careering before the 
winH off the coast of Ireland, in a cbo|)ping sea. 

** Ir I can but escape tbe-Sow and Piggies,” mnnnnred the Admi- 
ralty-elected Pilot, all may yet be well. The dreaded rocks in 
question sbonld be here— that is, if I understand tbe chart rightly.” 

And the mariner anxiously regarded the horizon, and ga^e a new 
order to the eager crew. 

** I must speak with you at onc^” cried a person who had ascended 
from below. ** You must-4mmediately hug the shore.” 

Hug the shore I ” echoed the Pilot (who was somewhat inexperi- 
enced), doubtfully. ‘‘ Why ahould I hug the shore ? ” ^ ^ 

Because it is his Lordship’s wish,” continued his yisitor. “ You 
imderstand— his Lordship’s wish, conyeyed to. you by his Lordship’s 
Hairdresser.” 

The Pilot bowed respectEuSy, and nervously gave fresh orders to 
the crew. Still the smp rocked to and frOj and was anything but 
steady. The Hairdresser had retired, hut bis place had been taken 
by a second official. 

My fellow, why you not do what Milord he yant?” asked the 
new-comer, sternly. ** Milord he say you not hug the shore 
enough,” 

*‘What have you to do with it?” asked the Pilot, angrily, 
“ Who are you ? ” 

Who am I ? Mdfoil "H6w it please me t Who am I ? Why, 
of Milord his PVench Uook 1 ” ^ ' 

On hearing this, the respectful mariner dropped upon his knees, 
and gave fresh orders to the crew, which were obeyed with alacrity, 

Bnt soon the place of the “ eordo7i hleu ” was taken by another of 
his IxKrdship’s household. In turns- the Yalet. the Coachman, ^e 
Xibrariah, the" Chaplain^ the Travelling Tailor, the Consulting 
Dentist, and the Cigarette-Maker put in an appearance to make the 
same request — “ His Lordship was most anxious to get nearer to the 
shore, and trusted that the Pilot would he able to oblige him,” 
Accordingly, again and a^in the Joyful changed, her course, and 
. turned her hows towards c&y land, 

„‘*^Sir, vou are tilfiing with us ! ” at length said a young man of 
^mmandiog. anuearance who had taken the place of the others. 


“ But I say, Yes, yes. You have not hugged the shore nearly 
enough.” 

‘‘With the Sow and Piggies before us, it would be unwise to go 
nearer-Ythere might he danger,” and the Pilot wrong his hands in 
despair. 

‘^If you didn’t there would be danger of his Lordship being 

and the young man of commanding appearance whi^ered the rest. 

“ Anything rather than that I ” shrieked the Pilot, hende himself 
with respectful horror. “ Ease her I Stopper ! Tam her astam, and 
port your helm I ” 

These orders were promptly obeyed, and five minutes later "there 
was a crash, and the Joyful lay wrecked upon some jagged rocks, 
dinging to a masthead appeared the Pilot talking to a Peer of the 
Bealm. 

“ Oh, my Lord ; this is too much I I am not worthy of such an 
honour I ” and the Pilot actually blushed with pleasure. 

“ Pardon me'; you are worthy of the honour,’’ replied the Peer of 
the Beahn, firmly ; and he shook hands for the second time with his 
untitled companion. “ 1 repeat, I am personally obliged’ to you.” 

“ Ko, no — my Lord, my Lord, how can I thank you? ” 

“ I require no thanks ; on the contrary, you have deserved my 
respect-nay, gratitude — yes, gratitude,” and the eyes of the noble 
filled with tears. Mastering Ms emotion, he continued, “ Yes ; the 
gratitude of the whole world is most jusHy your due ; for, had you 
not lost your ship by hugging the shore, the Earl of Hacknev Dowe s 
might have been— sea-sick ! ” 


A BLOW FOB THE BLOWHOLES. 

The Rahway Yentilaxoks.— B efore the Select Committee, Mr. 
Spin2?idge examined : Is a pi^tical chemist, and a Shareholder of a 
Railway Company; also a frequenter of the Thames Embankment. 
In relation to that magnificent Terrace, (sonsiders the Yentilators 
vast improvements. Thinks them both nseful and mmamental at the 
same time. Ornamental not only in an arcMteetural sense, ^but also 
by reason of the products of combustion of coke and coal, which issue 
from them in steam and smoke, and in so doing so gra^jefullj' curl, 
as the poet sings. Useful, too. In vktue of those same inpedients — 
the disinfecting gases and vapours they exhale, which include^ 
of earhonic acm as well as carbonic oxide, and sulphurous acid, am 
sulphurett^ hydrogen. BeKcfves ^at their exhalations likewise 
contain a very consideraHe proportwm- of ozone*, an aSriform sub- 


.ouu: 


Iship m stul suffeimg inconve- 
m Mb Private Secrefey , and I 

his hands bfiatoe Ms tear-be^ 


to'the odedf^ows effluvia ^ the Yentaktors el ih| 

Thames a re^iklees eateany.' 'Is afeeustonied 

Ms chorea to that space for ehangeol ah*.*. - * , - ' ^""1 
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SIC VOS NON VOBIS DRAMATISATIS, WRITERS! 

Wife of his JBosom (ju^ home from the P/«a/). **And then that X)J.bltn& 
WaI.TEE LiSSON, LOOKINO LIKE A GREEK GOH, DREW HIS StILETTO, AND HELI- 
TEEED, OH ! sues AN EXQUISITE SOLILOQUY OYER HER TOilB— ALL IN BLANK 

Terse - like heavenly Music on the Organ 1 ” 

Me, ** Why, he ’s got a Toice like a Eaven, and can no more deliver 
Blank Terse than he can fly.” 

Ske^ **Ah, well— it was very beautiful, all the same— all about 
Lgye and Death, you know ! ’* 

Me, “Who wrote the Piece, thenT’ 

JShe, ‘*Who wrote the Pieces Oh - er- well— his Name’s sure to be 
; OK THE Bill somew-here— at least I suppose it is i 


LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTEEL. 

A ErVEBSIDE LUNCKEOi^'. 

Our Crew it is stalwart, our Crew it is smart, 

But needeth refreshment at noon ; 

Let ’s land at tlie lawn of the cheery “ WHte Hart,” 
]^ow gay with the glamour of June ! 

Por here can we lunch, to the music of trees — 

In sight of the swift river running — 

Off outs of cold beef and a prime Cheddar cheese. 

And a tankard of bitter at Sonning ! 

The garden is lovely, the host is polite, 

His rose-trees are ruddy with bloom. 

The snowy-clad table with tabards hedight. 

And pleasant that quaint little room ; 

So sit down at once, at your inn take your ease — 

Ho man of our Crew will be shunning' — 

A cut of cold beef and a prime Cheddar cheese, 

And a tankard of hitter at Sonning ! 

We ’ve had a long pull, and our hunger is keen, i 
We Ve all a superb appetite ! 

The lettuce is crisp, and the cresses are green, 

The ale it is beady and bright ; 

Hew potatoes galore, and delicious green peas— 

The Skipper avers they are “ stunning — 

With cuts of cold beef and a prime Cheddar cheese, 
Amd a tankard of hitter at Sonning ! 

The windows are open, the lime-scented breeze 
Comes mixed with the perfume of hay ; 

We list to the weir and the humming of bees 
As we sit and we smoke in the bay ! 

Then here ’s to our host, ever anxious to please. 

And here ’s to his brewers so cunning ! 

The cuts of cold beef and the prime Cheddar cheese, 
And the tankards of hitter at Sonning ! 


Benjaivein Thompson, potted meat manufacturer, was, 
on Tuesday last week, sent to jirison for two months, for 
prepanng to use horse-flesh m the composition of his 
potted meats. Benjamin’s mess this I Serve him right. 
The case ought to have been heard before the Lord Mare. 

CRicKETiNa Q^uestion sent up to Counsel. — ^What 
is the difference between a Westminster Senior briefly 
bowling a maiden over, and a Temple Junior being bowled 
over by a maiden brief ? 

“ Commons Preservation Society.” — ^Hames will now 
be talcen of Members wishing to join the “ Lords’ Pre- 
servation Society.” Mr. Chamberlain will, of course, 
be at the head of the list. 


THE REAL ^^BIEKBECK” INSTITUTION. 

This should be the title of the Fisheries Exhibition at South 
Ej^asdttgtcm, where Messrs. Birkbeck have done so much for the 
grortf good. Wh^ our young man had flnished compiling his 
O&hial Guide^ we went to see the show, and have no hesitation in 
reeommending it to everybody as the place par excellence where to 
a Hapjy Day. 

Oa enteriBg, you will see something “ lent by the Princess of 
Wales ”y-we foarget exactly what it is, but it is very kind of Her 
Eoyal ffighnessy and we hope it will he returned all safe and sound— 
C . safe and sound,*' like a cod in a refrigerator] ~ and that the children 
j will not have missed it very much. 

I The pietui^ are, of course, rather piscatorial, hut they are to the 


ing m the wat^rooi and ou-skin- 
i me skull in JSamlet^ ** smells so I 
it conjured up reminiscences of a 


i ^reeiiitent and call faintly for an Amencan drink. Then, 

5 dightly the better for a glass of anti-Lawson 

i a cigamfte, with a Sir-Henry-Thompson holder 

; OTOsateC abeiit vhw we make a great <xry* hut there ’s 

I , ^ jSoc&rdtnral (jardens, 

I wlidtt'Sise Goardi^ Band was playing, and the people^the 


real people— thoroughly enjoying themselves. They applauded discri- 
minatingly, and encored heartily. There were our Country Cousins 
and our Bisters and onr Aunts, all looking hot and happy in the Sun, or 
cool and comfortable under the shade of the wide-spreading trees. 

Here the old glories of the Polytechnic are revived, and there is a 
real Old Diver going down in at least four feet of water. I fancy 
he is stooping to hide himself, and then standing up erect to appear 
as if he were coming up again, with a great deal of trouble, from the 
vasty deep. The effect is good, and s^ety is an object. So^ is the 
Diver an extraordinary object. But we love himj and next time we 
can get near him we will be Polytechnic hoys again, and chuck him 
a copper. An immense crowd was gathered round the basin where 
the Diver was washing, — we mean bathing, — and the junior portion 
evinced a strong tendency to throw him buns, under the impression 
that he was either a seal or a hear. Ah ! the Children’s Education 
is sadly neglected now that there is no longer a Polytechnic ! 

The diving operations were most interesting as long: as an official 
in charge of the man in the iron mask— we mean steel hehnet— was 
tying him up as i£ he were a Davenport brother, hut the excitement 
cooled down when the enterprising operator h^ disappeared from 
view, and his helmet had ceased to afford a clear mark for the sur- 
reptitious nut. There was a sort of half -expressed hope that the 
Diver might not come up again, which gave a languid interest to 
w^t would have been otherwise a very duU fl.ve minutes while the 
Diver was under water, The Ba^d sw loungOi bowev&Tf are, 
and will be, ihe great attraction. , ' 

Now, why on earth eannot these Gardens be conthitied just as th^;. 
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WHAT THE STATUE WILL COME TO, IF LEFT WHERE IT IS MUCH LONGER. 

{A Wo>T7i%ng froTTi the Gho^ of ih^ old Leicester Sgy/zre StoMeeS) 


axe, open to the Public for One Shil ling from as early as po^ible 
midnight ? Bands playing turn and turn about ; electnc^y ugnt^ : 
no fireworks, except on a rare fete day perhaps, and with the kmu 
permission of Cromwell l^ad and South Kensmgton ^neraliy, but 
luncheons, teas, dinners, and suppers at all prices, and at all nour^ 
Then, if it rains, in they could all go under cover, and the Con^rt 
could be continued inside the buildia& with smokmg ^d coffee 
among the plants and Conservatories, xhis is what j^ndon w^ts, 
ftnd this place could be made a Summer and Winter Garden imtead 
of its bemg given np to “ bnilding purposes, and the me smothered 
out of it by mountains of bricks and morter. , . , « t 
T he Bxrkbikjks have done a good deal here for 
have much to be thankful. STow let them get H.R.H.^tyead the 


in the Musical College interest, with several refreshment Bars rest) ; 
that is, for th<^ who can afford a Shilling in any one of five days 
out of the six, to go in and spend a happy day and evenmg too. 
Then on Sundays let it he oi)ened free, a Doon to all who cannc^ get 


Hooray for ^e Birkheck Institution ! 

I AM quite amazed, my dear,” said Mrs. Eamsbotbak, the other 
dav, “at the number of Peers who are hung at the Academy this 
vear : my Hiece tells me there are pictures there by Yisoount Coi*, 


VO. ui*e grandest ana most enjoyable of ^ the projected open 
^)aeies for the people (“ Open Spaces,” your Royal Highness ; more 


the uroje< 
lyalSSghm 


less; more 


lyfiTvAnTR Patti has determined to retire when she is forty. 
I avoid this, she is always going to be piano. 
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THE ROYAL WESTMINSTER ACADEMY. 

ColUcti&n of Parliainenfctry PoTtraits^ dom hy ** Tho Other PellowsP The S^eoJring lAJcenesses ryeodcfor ih&rMeVoes dndfor the Artiete*) 



Sir \r. Uarcourt, iy Sii- K. Cross. Sir £. Cross, bv Sir V. Harcourt. 


J. CJiamberlain, by J. Lo\vtlier. 


J. Lowtber, by J. Cbamberlain. 



Tbe Speaker, by The Serjeant-at- - 
Minself. Anns, by hhnself. 


of Commons^ Mond^ Nighty June 25 * — ^Asked EajSTdolpb: 
it true he was going to Giastein in first week in August* Ad- 
mtted ^uracy of report. « Why Gastein, and why first week in 
August 


W, E. Eorster, by C. S. Pameh. C. S. PameU, by W. E. Porster. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 

XXTaACT^l)’ PEOJC; ■ ,* 

THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 


J. 0. KcCoau, by JF, J*. 0’ Killy, by 

J.J. O’Killy. . J. C.McCoan. 


anything about it.” ^ 

^Saidl <^rta^y would not. Pledge given with more confidence 
raoeld^t know anythW. Hadn^t the slightest idea what he 
at. But grinned and lo<^ed kno^ng. 

Y^^ continued hue unsuspecting Lor dshi p thoughtfully 

“ You’ve hf it, Mid I’m o&y airSd that 
J^®e<^Mi 5 £e that_^pemof Ausisitaiid Emperor of Gee- 
^ ■"’efefc of August they -wfll put 

wo and ®ae together wi^ natural result of raSing three of it. 

masts T^n my joining the conference this year, 
sees important of it. ^ You are old, Father Wn- 
y gnuger anpeasor cnei ‘ aud ti» future, is to the yutmg. 

aadTre’n make all Europ^at 
^ cautious, Tobt. Youmay trust me. Cwre no 

Seoretaiy, and 
^ taW.plaie. or 


Wf^r jJ ^ mueu uuuupxea oi laTie on nome 

But have not for- 

gotten Uiem, Mean to travel mcogmto. There would be awM 


rimpus in Russia and trouble in France if they knew what was in 
the wind, ETot quite sure how Portugal woiild take it. So, for 
goodness sake, don’t yon mention it.” 

Said I wouldn’t, and I won’t. 

Still on Co^pt Practices. Fatal subject to starts Every Member 
ruU or special information on the case, one would suppose Petes 
mdany Imowledge of corrupt practices. In fact, he emphatically 
aepiecated anv, but told the Committee a good deal about the epi- 
demic of butchers’ carta that broke out during contested Election at 
Warrington, and had much to do with result. Every Member has bis 
pers^al experiences, relates them at length, and Clause stands aside. 

^ Expenences accumulate, and the Bill’s delayed,” - as Souccutoe- 

wENEi^says.- 

jBusino^s aone, — Passed CJlause Five Corrupt Practices Bill. 
Ywe^ayir^Lord REDESDiXE sometimes accused of coercing House 
Lord BExcoiir^piEm one day sa3dng to me, 
iCnDEsnAiE is the only mau I fear. Would any day rather drive a 
pig to market, or ride the length of the Row on an obstreperous 
donkey, than have dealings with bun.” i 

Steathedeef - tells , me (and Cajipbell confirms statement) that 
has been offered more appbintments in foreign parts^than 
mj Peer of his age, 

en^eated him to go arid' govern Ihdia^ Earl Geak- 

yECiE has induced GI*X^si02i^ to offer hiTn Canada: whilst there 
isnt to Ambassadorship, with the exception of Paris, not been ! 

pressed upon hnn from tune to time.” 
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“ Xo,” says Ms.Lordsliip, shortly. ‘‘ If I Y'ereto leave, the House 
of Lords would go to pieces in a Session,” 

So stops in town, turns up with painful regularity every afternoon, 
takes Chair in Committee, sits on 'W'oolsack in absence of Losn 
Cha^cellob, and snaps round wherever he be. 

“ Xo school lives in such terror of Head-Master as House of Lords 
does of Earl Redesdaxe,” says the Earl of WEarrss, who is new to 
the place. ‘ ‘ Even Bobby Lowe is quelled, and daren’t open his lips.” 

To-night Lord Eedesdaxe in new mood. Generally when he has 
proposition to make, claps it down on Table, growls out “There!” 
and regards with awful visage the trembling circle of noble Lords. 
To-ni^t, having Resolution with respect to alteration of Standing 


“ It is true Motion stands in my name, and in ordinary^ way you 
would agree to it without wasting time in t^. But to-night speak 
out freely. Give me jour independent opinion on the question.’^ 

Lords couldn’t believe this at fet. Thought it was a trap, and 
that anyone who spoke would he instantly fallen upon with ruler. 
Lord Hottghtos?’ ventured a few remarks, but was so agitated as to 
be quite inaudible. As he was not eaten up, Lord Aycelaxi) moved 
bis Amendment, “and,” as Lord Dyzstbaveit observed, “like Tom 
Mooee’s Freedom, ‘ still he lives.’ ” When LoBP CHAS'CEiiOB, keeping 
well out of arm’s length of Chairman of Committees, ventured, with 
bis eye on the ruler, to differ frq% the Resolution, and nothing 
happened, noble Lords heg^ to see* it, and Lord Caievs, who had, of 
course, supported the Motion, began to tremble. Lord Redesbale, 
though he had suhnitted the Motion^ did not tcarit it carried, ^^en, 
by cautions feeling out on* part of Lobb Chae^celloe, tMs was 
established, it became plain sailmg. Everybody (including the 
Government, who had supported it in the oiher House) went against 
Motion, which was negatived without Division. 

“ A fine set of boys,” said Rebesbale, ^ he returned the ruler to 
his trouser-pocket. But they want managing—thejwant managing.” 

Business done. — House; of Commons stiR daBying-with-Cormpt 
Practices Bill, - - 

Wednesday. — Lot of Members went off down the river to the Tower 
to see the improvements. Pleasant journey. First Commissioner 
came out handsome with tea and shrimps served by marge of river. 

“ As near as we can get to Marge-gate, you know,” he srid, plea- 
santly, as he helped himself to another slice of bread-and-butter. 

Seems a pleasant interlude iu the week, but Mr. Hic]be very 
gloomy on tne subject. Says there more in it than meets the eye. 
Always feel inclihed to call bim “ Hicxs Pa^” since that name 
tamed up in the East. He would look well in a fez. In fact he ’d 
look well in anything, A trifle annoyed just now ; perhaps Hicks- 

^^It the tbin end of the wedge, my dear Toby,” he said. “ It ’s 
beginning ah ovo. Once let it become a matter of custom that Mem- 
bers sba B get into steamer at river steps, and be carried down to the 
Tower, and difficulties removed from £h.e path of imperious m i ni ster 
like Giabstojte. ^me time critical Biff on. Perhaps for abolition 
of Bishops. Second Reading fixed for a Thursday., to We toe^ay 
afternoon First Commissioner comes smiling round, inviting Members 
of Opposition to take trip down the river, see the Tower, and acypt 
some light refretiiments. They unsuspectingly accept ; when 
Hiursday comes, and Division Bell rings, Opposition absent. I 
he wrong, or I may not : but when I take tea and shrimps it shan t 
be in company with Glabsto2?e and his myrmidons.” 

Mr. Waeton* stopped behind with Mr. Hicks, and as soon as 
steamer out of sight counted out House. 

Thursday.—"^ a little dull,” Ra^olph said, as we stood 

below bar in House of Lords,, listening to toke^ MAjMEOEorG^ 
moving rejection of Deceased Wife’s Sister Bill. “W.H.Sdoth would 
have done it better ; Ceo^ couldn’t have done it worse ; Stae^ would 

T A +rv txr>io+. -nniTis T With him I 



wi*ong place, drags riw a titrwu atit in head and Moulders, and tim 
Lords laugh iustead of cheer.’^ . ^ , mi. -u 

Raitboiph: -very wrath. " Expect the Duke will have a bad 

quarter-of-an-hour when he across him. 

Debate not relieved from dulness even by Duke cff AEGY^i'p'no 


by xincanonical cries of Divide I ” ,Lobb CsAiJOELLom his voice 
streaming with tears, renews protestations against the Bill. 


Whisper gone rotmdthatrthey^have soifirLord' Daxhousi^ liedlom 
to helieye Oppositionyielded. Kept quiet on going into Co^ttee ; 
aco^ted eompromfre ih tommittee ; -made no fight on report stage ; 


let it be understood that Dirision on Third Reading was merely 
formal protest. Friends of Bill, luRed into false security, did not 
turn up as they bad done at Second Reading. Duke of CosryAUGHT 
gave dmner-party ; perhaps Peers went to his house instead of to their 
own. Consequence is Bill thrown out by Majority of Five. 



A Match at Lords. *• Out ! — Third Ball 1 ” 


“Think we’ve done a prettv good day’s work,” says Bishop of 
Lincolx to Ms Right Reverend brother ofJExeter. 

“ Yes ; hut not for ourselves, I fancy,” says Dr. Temple, who has 
not lost aR Ms clear-sightedness since he became a Bishop. 

Busmess done in Cojn7nons . — ^Yotes in Army and Yavy Estimates. 

Friday . — Commons stiU harping on Corrupt Practices BiR, Get 
along at the rate of two lines of BiR a day. At tMs rate,, and in 
absence of unforeseen accident, hope to get finished ^ middle of 
November. At evening sitting, Bajelcoyet brought in BiR to make 
new Sootch Minister. 3 . 

“ It is not,” he said, with wave of. .right hand, “ a grandiose 
measure.” 

House" tittered. Truthful James audibly wMspered : “ No ; but 
what a Granioso Gld Man ! ” 


HOLIDAY HAUNTS. 

By Jingle Junior on the Jaunt.. 

HENLEY EEGATTA . 

Axx rightr-here we are— quite the waterman— joRy 7 ’yoTmg---*'wMte 
flannels — straw hat — canvas shoes — umbrdia — m ac ki o ti ish — ^proTme 
against a rainy day I Finest reach for rowing m England— wst 
regatta in the Eastern Hemisphere — ^finest pio-mc in me* world I 
Goigeous barges — ^palatial hous^oats — superb steam-launches— -sMfe 


mon crammeairom ceuar w garret — w w w 

comfortable trees all hooked a fortnight in advance — ^weR-airea 
meadows at a premium I Lion Gardens crainmed wi^ g^Y toilf ttes 
Grand Stand Eke a fiower-Show — ^band inspiriting' — Church-beRs di^ 
traeting— sober grey old bridge crammed with carries— towing^ath 
blocked up with spectators — ^meadows aRve with pic-mc parties I Flags 

n. y^<rrAV>'rmT1-t Ar.a__Trk11 Ct f* Cl Tl — T» 1 CTCTfirfl — — COTII 11101*3 — f OrtUnO— 


ners i jsrLLuamj iivenea ux ruwxug vsxtiuo — w. — , -yeliow greon 
-purple— black— wMte^aR jumbled uptogetber— rainbow gone Md 


— ^mvitation xo sixxeen luncneons — accept em axx — gv w * ...***«. 

myself at luncheon where I ’ve not been a^ed— good planj^thew in 
reserve I Wet or fine— rain or sMne— must be at Henley I If nne, 
row about aR day— pretty giris— bright dresses— gay srashades. H 
wet, drop in at hospitable houseboat just for a caR-delightiul 
damsels — ^mackintoshes — ^umbrellas ! Houseboat like Ark— m 
couples — Joan of Ark in comer with Darby — Who is she f — 
Don’t No-ah— pun efEect of cup. Luncheons going on au day— 
enps various continuaRy cfrculatmg— fine view— lots oi ton 
deBghtfol very! People roaring— rowists howling . along bai^— 
lot of young men with red oars in boat over-exerting tneniselves 
—lot more m boat with blue oars, also over-exertmg themselves— 
bravo I— pick her up 1— let her have it!— well puRed-^verybody 
gone raving mad I Bang ! young men leave off over-exerting 
seiyes— somebody says somebody has won sometMng.^ have 

been a race about something— why can’t they row quietiy r me 

claret-cup, please— Why do they vrant to interrupt our luncheon r— 
Eh? 

Stanbjng Gommittee on Law to he re-named the Standing-StiR 
Committee. “ 

Peers of the House of Commons.— T he Counts Out, 
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MISTRESS AND PUPIL. 

Mrs. Ponsoniy'de famkyns. “And how about youe Di!niEE.I*AETY, Lady Midas { "Who’s coming !” 

lady Midas. .“"Wbld, it’s Shall, but pbecious Sblsot, I can tell you. The Mabquis and Mahchiokess of Chepe, 
Visconirr and Viscoxtntess SilteriaAcke the Hon. Oleo and Lady Margarine Delardb, Sir Fctllman and Lady Carr, and 
THE Cholmondeley-Mainwarino-Carshaltons.** 

Mrs, K de T. “My dear Lady Midas, you don’t mean to say you ’ve asked all these Fine People to meet nobody but 
XACM OfSBR 1 Why, they ’ll be bored to death, and never rORGI\CE YOU ! It 's not as if you “^re already oath of tmkm- 
SELVES, you know I YOH MUST WIRE TO GRIGSBY AT ONCE TO COME AND DiNB AND BRING HIS BaNJO, AND I *LL GET YOU KeLLIE 

Micklemash and her Husband from the Jollity, She ’s not acting now.” 

Lcsdy M, “But, my dear, she’s not Respectable, I’m told I” 

Mrs, R de T, “ Ko, but she 's Amusing, and that ’s xrsRTTHim ! And look here, I ’ll throw over the Botherby Joneses, 

AND CfOMB MrsSXjr!** 


ATHWART THE COURSE. 

SmaU Boy hqtdtur — 

Old 0 * iho wm f OIl, yes, I liie the notion, 

What am ihere for out to Hook the course, 

And raise the doose and all of a commotion ? 

Lor^ Ideas you, you may shout tiE you are hoarse, 
You wim^t scare me, my fine aquatic ouffers. 

/ V fy * I here and here I ’ll stay ; 

J ’1^ not be dnven hy you noisy duffers, 

Out of the way I 

Out of the way, indeed I Wh(m way, I wonder ? 

Like the whole river to yourselves, m doubt I 
Been med to have the lot of us knock under, 

And 4ear the course like steam when mu are out, 
Walkeri <M eoekalorums I Hot my fashion, 

Oan^t cut w down, you know iimt wouldn’t pay, 
Bowhsth ^ good 01 howling in a passion. 

Out of the way I 

My tympanum’s not tender I assure you, 

Arm mat Oie hardest words wiB break my bones, 
And fta tn pleading, yah 1 I can’t endure you, 

And so m ’s xm use tiyinff supplant tones. 


All very well for you to mock my sculling, 

Laugh at my tub and make a butt of me ; 

My present purpose is to your pulling. 

And when you’re out of it— why we shall see. 

I ’ll foul a heat whene’er the Blues will let me, 

Don’t care a pin for charges of foul play ; 

And anyhow you ’ll find it hard to get me 
Out of the way I 

PARLIAMMTARY POSERS. 

Suppose I stand a contested election for M.P., and bet any number 
of my constituents' five pounds to one farthing that my opponent, will 
be returned. Suppose he isn’t and I am, and then I honoimably pay 
them all. Will that be a case of Bribery or Corrupt Practice ? 

Suppo^ my Committee is composed of Ladie^that aU my agents 
also are of tne^ gentler sex, employed imder a Woman in Moon. 

.CJniri'rv/\oa +a +'La a1 aa+aho^ ■wri'rroo ATyTyT. 


your 


and 

(ten! 


I your stroke and feather, 
wayl 


also to bribe their husbands ? K not, then hew it be possible 
for women to bribe women— for non-dectors to bribe non-electors ? 

In order to secure absolute purity of election, will it not, therefore, 
be necessary to supplement the Corrupt Practices Bill by the ccm- 
oession of Female Suffrage ? 

Motto for the Bar Committee.—** Mostly Stuff I ” 


ATHWART THE COURSE. 

E-XD-LPH Cn-aicn-LL [pm aggravating Boy). “IK THE WAY AGAIN! ^QOBAY 1 
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Oil ! witMn that car- 1 
bunded skin, what a con- j 
fusion of confusions sits' 
b 


Vanish, vile sorceress, 
into space ! 


They did want him, 
greatly I 


Black falsehood has in-i , mmnportant, mn- 
effaeeablr soUed Ler not®S nKS 

i taken of him while he lived. 






f/A 




-Ah 




A strange, bold girl, half By Heaven, you are a 
c^uette, naif romp ; de- greater blockhead than I 
sirous of attracting atten- thought you ! 
tion by the freedom of her 
manners and^ loudness of 
her conversation- 


More of a bully than a 


j The society of hal±-a- 
The ugliest tmd most dozea clwras to play at 

^ PleTs^, 

metwitn. Akiosxo himself 

were to awake from the 


August 21. 


August 28, 








■•JM 


---m 






, T -TV . 1 Tou’veiust one of those She seemed to -make the 

A hideous mountebank. The most tonhlescnne But you alTOys 'were a that liauor. always atmosphere about- her- cold 

owing ^6- daily-- bread -of land -abuangest --giri on --» ■- ‘•'fool I hies to. by her very looks. ^ : 

daily hypocrisy to an adroit .my beat. ' ’ . • - . 

juggling with words. ^ ■ - . ~ ' 

J^EST'time the ParHamentaryswurd you wield, ^ the “'^afe-cressandPlowerHirls^Misacm, 

. »Twere wen, H for your pocketjou would eatery * have T 5 em preceded b^^a^nMul meat-tea, rd^Am^.evid^^^ 

Tour .Bni,8hould corns le^MilymAefieldr- - • zestby lOO-B-omenafe^iett^;^? 

■ Yotir blowhole prove a little Y^iti-later i' . . • _ Chbistt. the'.Ctmvrarted tostrel, > ■ Dte o* 

: : : , • ftifoneliketoW^. GoUee ! I ’m deie, 

HoEWUHSliJmpsrs recent oontaaued winy the “ ■ 

S6«^'«rtpeifffs to have ^toimenoed to' jfW ^ Conusd for &e Dynaamter who -wanted to blow up We4-< 

alresmy Ml to overnowing. ' * — ^ 
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TAPPIXG THE WIRES. 

Telegram {Thursday last} from 
Rrince of Wales to 
Duke of Connaught 
Connaught, come and vote for 
B. W. S.*s Bill, 

From Duke of Con- 

naught to M.R.H, Frince of 
Wales. 

Got jolly dinner-party. Tote 
for D. W. S.’s Bill next year. 
Connanglitcomenoyr, ^Scusejoke. 

Zeo XIIL to the President of 
the French Republic, IFree 
Translation,'] 

If yoa don’t take care, in at- 
tempting to dish the Chtirch 
you ’ll find you have only suc- 
ceeded in spilling the Grett. 
Take our paternal advice, or there 
will he [using English pronun- 
ciation] a grace incommoaum. 


RROH THE myiNG BIETHDAT- 
BOOE. 

Henry Irving to Lord Coleridge. 

It doth appear you are a worthy 
Judge, 

You know the law, your expo- 
sition 

Hath been most sound : I charge 
you by the law 

Whereof you are a well-deserving 
pillar, 

Proceed to dinner, 

{Lord Coleridge takes the Chair. 


Opk^xion Maxih,— ‘ Tfliei 
you *ve no case, abuse Chamber 
UJN,” 

Kot Vert Cheerful. ■— Th 
lively Court-martial I 



ELECTOBAL PKOGEESSIOT. 

The Corrupt Practices Bill, as 
voted by the House of Commons, 
altogether forbids treating, and 
totally prohibits the payment of 
expenses for the conveyance of 
voters. As long as the former of 
the two interdicted practices was 
lawful, the latter was in a great 
measure necessary to give it 
eSect, The majority of the Elec- 
tors who had been treated to their 
hearts’ content, were* in such a 
condition that it would have been 
impossible for them to record 
their votes at the poUing-plaee^ if 
they could not have been carried 
thither from the public-house. 
They vdll in future be subject to 
no induence calculated to oblige 
them to ride in order to poll, or 
to occasion them to vote, or to walk 
either, otherwise than straight. 
Toast— in toast-and- water there- 
fore ; — Here ’s to Temperance and 
Purity of Election ! 


If Mr. Irving Bishop accepts 
Mr. Labouchere’s polite intima- 
tion as to how to proceed in an 
action for libel, and sends to 
Messrs. Lewis anb Let^tes, he 
may probably find it a rather 
Lewis-iug game. If we read his 
thoughts rightly, he isn’t thinking 
of attempting it. 


Mrs. Kamsboxham says she’s 
going to see a game of Koley- 
T^ley on ponies at Hurlingham. 
Her Nephew told her she ought 
to call this “ real jam.” 

A Very Narrow Majority.— 
The Majority of five in the House , 
of Lords against the Deceased 
Wife’s Sister BiH. No majority 
could he narrower. 


THE IsnEXT LOED MAYOE INTEEYIEWED. 

In eonseqtuenoe of the intense excitement caused in Civic circles by 
the repoits of the interviewing of the next Lord May^ Mr, Punch 
has tSegraphed to the reporter of the New^ York Merald, and is 
now en^l^ to puhli^ the following additional interesting par- 
ticulars 

Mr, Alderman Hadley is a gentleman of oommauding presence 
but affable demeanour, and remmded us mucbly of the late General 
Jacmjk. He is about fifty years of a^, and unmarried. We 
report this last interesting fact for the benefit of the unmarried 
of the Fifth Avenue, The next Lady Mayoress of the City 


It app^rs, then, that the ordinary drink of an Alderman is ’47 
Port, which costs about a guinea a bottle. In former times the usual 
quantity was two bottles a man, but in these degenerate days it has 
declined to one. Any Butler or Waiter shaking a bottle of this 
costly fiuid is at once dismissed without a character. No cork is ever 
allowed to be drawn from a bottle of ’47 Port, but each Member of 
: the Court of Aldermen wears on his forefinger a splendid diamond 
ring, with which he cuts off the neck of the bottle, so that not one 
drop of the precious contents should be spoilt. 

He expres^d great disappointment at our dinners. “ Dinner,” 
said he, “being the important event of the day, must never, under 
any^ circumstances, be hurried. Two hours is the least amount 
of time that should be dedicated to this matter, A long experience 
has enabled us to decide with certainty the wines proper to each 


by the wealthy and generous Corporation Hie handsome allowance of 
£10,000, or 50, W dollars, a ye^ for pin-money, and, in case of a 


cl imisarmg and I availed myself of it to the fullest creation, in the axtiole of Aldecmau he wins in a canter, and 
*exfiessl,bo&diemx&&Iiyai^ both hands down. 


iiessert, wiu enaoie any man to mi any station to whioh he may be 
called, with grace, wisdom, and understanding. To prove the truth of 
, my assertion,” continued the gallant Alderman, * ‘ if proof be wanting, 

cmdmm, listen to this remarkable fact. Kings die, Princes die, Presidents die, 

Perhapp the greatest compliment ever paid to the Ladies of the ay, even Aldermen die, but a Lord Mayor never dies. Despite his 
United Btsatea— the mc^t lovely and accomplished of the whole hard work, de^ite the fearful responsibility that weighs upon him, 
cMised world, as we all know— is the fact that the next Lord his regular living of five courses at dinner, each with fis appropriate 
Mayor of Loudcm has b^ requested by Her Majesty’s €bvemment to wine, keeps him with a healthy mind in a healthy body, and he 
a month or two among us, in hopes that somfithing of an inter- retires at the end of his brilliant year in as splendid conStion as a 
iharaetm: might occur that would tend to relieve the somewhat favourite on the eve of the Derby.” 
atEamed relations between the two countries at the present moment. I listened with becoming reverence to these words of wisdom, and 

Upon suggesting this to the asJdant Aldennan as a probable solu- inwardly resolved, shoidd the opportunity ever occur, to follow most 
turn d the reason of his visit jiis manly brow was suffused with a implicitly the directions so kindly given. 

modest bliudh, bpt he at onoc chansed the subject by asking what I I then left the gallant Alderman and expectant Lord Mayor, with 

wcdM drink. This afforded me the opportunity I had long wanted the sad conviction impressed upon my patriotic soul that, alnn ‘ ‘ 


I then left the gallant Alderman and expectant Lord Mayor, with 
the sad conviction impressed upon my patnotic soul that, altnowh in 
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a day’s dsMng or a few hours’ boating on the beautiful 
waters of the Upper Thames without much danger of 
being either upset, or swamped, or grinned at, or discom- 
forted by the loungers on board their hissing, smoking, 
steaming, whistling, shrieking Launches. 

Carefully steered Launches can be, if their owners or 
hirers like, of great service to the small craft in towing, 
for example ; and their advantages to those -who wish to 
make the most of the little leisure at their disposal are 
ob\nous. To well-managed Launches there can be no 
more objection than to dear old JIaria Wood in all her 
past glory. 


SOJfGS OF THE STEEETS, 

A BALLADE OF B0h"D STEEET. 

The Season is now at its height, 

And crowded each street and each square ; 
At nightly receptions we fight, 

And pant for a place on the stair ! 

If you’re getting as cross as a bear, 

If life you consider a bore, 

If not quite the man that you were — 

Oh, toddle down Bond Street at Four ! 

The scene is bewitching and bright, 

The street is beyond all compare ; 

The shops are all richly bedight, 

The jewellers* windows are rare. 

If money you’ve plenty to spare. 

And want to buy presents galore, 

Or wish to burke trouble and care— 

Oh, toddle down Bond Street at Four I 

In Art if you take a delight, 

Of pictures you ’ll find plenty there ; 

And stalls you may take for to-night, 

Or visit your arfist in hair. 

If dulness you hope to forswear, 

And wish to meet fnends by the score, 

Or revel in sunshine and air — 

Oh, toddle down Bond Street at Four I 


DENTAL. 

Village Veter aii {to BemwUM Redar). “Only got One left, Sie, and ain’t 
GOT ENOUGH FOR He TO DEW, SiR I *' 


THE THAMES NUISANCE. 


L’Entoi. 

If driven by duns to despair, 

If snubbed by the girl you adore ; 

If feeling quite out of repair — 

Oh, toddle down Bond Street at Four ! 


Let every patient angler who loves to spend a few hours on the beautiful ! 
waters of the Up^r Thames, finding the delicious ripple of its gliding water so 
calming and coofing to Ms weary brain — ^iet every boating-man who glories m 
one of the most fascinating and invigorating and healthy of exercises — ^let every 
lover of the beautiful river-scenery that those waters offer to Ms view, and 
every Artist who glories in transferring them to Ms canvas, give three hearty 
good cheers for the Thames Conservancy Board, and one cheer more for their 
hard-wortog Deputy Chairman, Admiral Sir Frederick Nicholson 1 

Every fisherman on the Thames, and every boating man, and every boating 
woman, knows what the one nuisance is that interferes so terribly with their 
peaceful enjoyment, and, if asked to name it, they would shout with oue accord, 
“Steam Launches, badly managed!” And it is for more power to regulate 
these headlong, tearing, noisy, and dangerous nuisances that the Thames Con- 
serv^oy Board are applying to Parliament. The evidence tendered to the 
Parliamentary Committ^ was so overwhelming that they declared themselves 
satisfied before it was half heard. It included that of Fishermeu, Artists, M.P.’s, 
Literajy Men, Members of Bowing dubs, Etou Masters, &c., &c. The Fishermeu 
complained of the destruction of the ova and small fry, the Artists hoped their 
brother Artist in Ms evidence “ would give it ’em hot.” The Boating-men spoke 
of the nuisance and danger of the great swells caused by these great snobs ; the 
Eton Master, of the contemptuous insolence with which the grinning idiots 
treated aU attempts at remonstrance. 

Of course, the Launches had their defenders. There were but two, however, 
out of the 240 lauudi-owners, but they made up iu quality for what they lacked 
in number. 

Sir Gilbert East, Chairman of the Steam-Launch Association, of course 
considered everything perfectly satisfactoty. “ He had once spent a whole day 
in a punt, and every Launch that passed Mm ‘ eased.’ ” No doubt they did, and 
probab^ saluted their President. 

^ Sk Thoihas Nelson, Vice-Chairman, agreed with Sir Gilbert, of course he 
did. He riiould consider the painting of a number on Ms beautiful mahogany 
Launch, wMbh was Ms hobby, an indigiuty. Was a Kuight to be treated like 
a mere Cabby, or a driver .of an omnibos r The thought was too painM to be 
djw^yt upon. 

Jeag djsousilon, the important clauses were mostly agreed to, and the 
Hm passed tbxdugh Committee \ ^so we may reasonably hope to be able to have 


THE LOBDS AND THE (OLD) LADIES. 

For a time the obstructive “ Old Ladies ” of the Upper 
House and elsewhere have their way. They have post- 
poned yet a little longer the coming of what they deem 
the “evil day” when one more artificial and arbitrary 
restriction r^n personal liberty shall be removed. The 
evil day ! To the Old Ladies of Mstory, the future has 
ever appeared as a long perspective of evil days. And 
if they had been successful in postponing indefinitely the 
dreaded advent of those “ evil days,” how many good 
days would Mstory have shown ? But they never 
successful, for very long — ^these fiuttermg, wc^invoking 
Old Ladies, or progress would be au im]^ssibility, and 
the stream of Mstory turned into a ditch or a duek-]^nd. 
This “evil day,” like so many others, will come, and 
soon. It will be found— like so many others, again— to 
be a good d^. 

The Old Ladies themselves will admit it, aU in due 
time. They will then have to cs^t about for some other 
case in wMch irrational restriction does cruel wrong to 
natural instincts and righteous needs. They will denounce 
the removal of that restriction also with equal fervour, 
and, in the long run, with equal fruitlessness. For the 
instincts of Old Ladies do not change ; they learn nothing, 
and forget everyMng. They must have something to 
oppose. An “ evil day ” is an essential of their moral 
perspective, and when they have perforce to drop one, 
they take up another. They will shortly have to drop 
the “ Deceased Wife’s Sister ” Bogey. In the meanwhile, 
they have the satisfaction—^ strange one— of prolong^g 
for yet a little time the impodtlm of arbitral prohibi- 
tion, the existmiee of absurd prejudice^ and the inflidaiai 
of needless paim 

Of Course !— The very place for a fowl— Henley ! 
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AFTER IT IS OPEN, 

iBeing it. UUU further importarii emdeneCj as given, in future, before the 
** Channel Turnip Clemng Cbmmitfee,^') 

The Duhe of JSythe and Westmhanger’^s Opinion, 

‘This und distinguished soldier was yesterday examined at 
considerable length before the Joint Committee of both Houses, now 
sitting on this subject, and as Ms eyidence, as will be seen below, is 
22 L distinct contradiction to that tendered by him some few years since, 
when called noon, as Lord "Wolselet, to express Ms views as to the 
desirability of constructing the Tunnel at au, it can scarcely fail to 
be read with considerable interest by all those who have Mtherto re- 
garded the military verdict as unfavourable to tMs now almost 
popular, if hot easy method of avoiding the occasional discomforts of 
^e C3haunel passage. 

He said, that he had now, after a varied, and, he might almost add, 
a “ lively ’ experience of the working of the submarine communica- 
tion at present connecting tMs country with the Continent, to admit 
that the judgment he passed upon the scheme in its infancy, appeared 
to him not only hasty, but quite unsound. He opposed the construc- 
tion originally as a soldier, because taHng a soldierjs too rough and 
ready review of the situation, he thought that an invasion or two 
might follow^ and probably do the country a considerable amount of 
senons damage. And he was right thus* far ; several invasions had 
occurred. But where, he asked, was the harm that had come of 
them? 

After the Bank of England had been five times emptied by an in- 
vading host, it is true, there -was a good deal of annoyance felt in 
commercial circles ; but, in Ms opinion, commercial men did not form 
the tme staple of the eo^try. When he was a comparative youngster 


the smallest Continental power. The military man of those days 
was, he granted, an insigniScant factor in the national existence. 
But look at tMngs now. Thanks to the Tunnel that had made involun- 
tary service compulsory on every male adult between the ages of 
fifteen and five-and-sixty> never met a man out of uniform. The 
taxpayer might, perhaps, mid the expense a little heavy, still he had 
something better than a toy to show for Ms money. Every man was 
in fact a wellTdrilled, well-equipped, hard-worked soldier ; and what 
with onr three penfiknent second-class garrisons of 80,000 men at 
Bwer, C^terbur|-, and fegw^ that we w^ 

the spirit, and proha^^ thalTtteStlOTSS^ that Wehaimef 

with on the last sixteen occasions on wMch invading armies had 
managed to force their way through it ? As for hims^ he had no 
reason to Vdsh that exciting risk averted. Did he not owe the very 
title, of wMch he was so justly proud, to the memorable action in 
wMch, under cover of the Lord Warden Hotel, he withdrew the 300 
men who were protecting the coast from Westgate to Bognor, and 
managed to get them in tune to Hythe to entoh the last train to town, 
and so bring the news that in the course of eighteen months roused 
the whole country north of the Tweed to pass a resolution to the 
effect >&at it was desirable to drive out the invader? He would 
therefore be extremely sonr to see the Tunnel closed. Though now 
a veteKQi. he still enjoyed the prospect of a goed bmtii with the 
eaemy.^ He would be unworthy of Ms profession if he did not feel 
seething of-^is sort. His oumion was, therefore, that to block up 


comparative milib^ insignificaiioe it too long was contented to 
occupy ha times* At the conclusion of the noble and gallant 
Ikike% evitaacOt that produced some sen4dtion, there was a slight 
atonpt at fhec^ng made by a body of Army Contractors in the 
Jobhy^; but WPs ^jeedily suppressed.. The next witness called 
was Baron Joajf T.C. Subjoined is the illustrions hero's 



expectant Continent, But what, he asked, had been the upshot of 
his dream ? 

He had seen, on the contrary, to Ms intense astonishment, a flood 
of better, cheaper, and more useful articles whelm in from the other 
side upon the defenceless markets of tMs country ; and the Tunnel 
that he, in Ms wild fienzy of progress had fancied would simply 
serve to fill the pockets of a few, had merely helped to diminish 
the price of the necessaries of life for the benefit of the community 
at large. TMs was the cMef curse tins vile engineering m9nstrosity 
had entailed on the long-suffering people of the realm. Still, it had 
involved another, and one ^ scarcely less terrible, in its results. 
Milli ons of armed men had, in spite of the dictates of common sense, 
the eternal principles of Tree Trade, and the benefit of Manchester, 
rushed through that nefarious subway to slaughter and enslave by 
thousands.— he cbdLd hardly speak o± it with patience,— the meek 
consumer; And the marauders had not stopped short even here. 
They had even sacked his own premises, and carried off Ms own 
goods wholesale, without demanding the fiction of an invoice ! TMs 
had forced him into the very van of resistance. It was to the ter- 
rible and bloody contests in wMch tMs attack upon what he might 
term “ Ms commercial honour,’’ had hurried him, that he owed the 
valour that had won him the msignia that now adorned Ms breast, 
and the Continental distinction that even Ms enemies, no less asto- 
nished than he was himself at Ms prowess, had attached to Ms name. 
A great philosopher had sai^ jN'ot till you pick a man’s pocket will 
you discover Ms principle. T^oever said that, was a wise man. He 
and those who thought with him had had their pockets picked. And 
what was the result ? He appealed to that Committee to say if the 
mili tary organisation of the countiy could boast at that moment a 
tougher or gamer set of dare-devil fighting cocks than the “ l^o- 
Quarter-Peace-at-any-Price Manchester Eencibles ” ? (Applause.) 
Of those ** Pencibles’’ he was proud to be the Colonel ; and imtil he 
got the good glorious old prices of former days back again, he would 
never lay down Ms sword — ^no, nor sell Ms flag I (Renewed applause.) 
He thanked the assemblage for that manifestation. It wouTa encou- 
rage Mm to persevere without ceasing until the Tunnel was either 
battered in, blocked up, or blown to pieces, and the unpatriotic and 
dastardly Shareholders relegated, if need be, to the gallows. He had 
but ona word more to say. Whoever urged that the Tunnel and its 
momoters shoold not be thus summarily disposed of, was fit otily for 
bedlam I 

Upon the conclusion of the illustrious Baron’s testimony, there was 
a scene of considerable excitement, during wMoh he was carried on 
the shoulders of a few Manchester friends in triumph to the Horse 
Haards._.The pirQOfiedingsjwexe .then further adioiuiied.until dogday,. . 


‘‘EXITS AXD EXTBAXCES.” 

The model theatre of the future will be built like a pigeon-tr^, 
with.sides that lift up and let down at the whim and fancy of 1ne 
audience.” Chapels and^ churches will have to copy tins model, and 
so win concert and music-halls. The schoolrooms oi the country and 
the temples of the London School Board will all be re-constmoied — 
of course at the cost of the ratepayers ; and taverns and eating- 
houses mE have to conform to the new building regulations. 

Xearly all the London theaties now have their outer doors so hung 
that they open outwards. TMs is done on the authority of the Board 
of Works, and in defiance of the Common Law and several Acts of 
Parliament. It is a pleasant thing for the few thousands of people 
who visit theatres, but not so plea'sant for the few millions who walk 
about the streets. At any moment an nnsuspecting passenger may 
be swept off the public footway. This, it appears, is not enough for 
an excited British Legislature. A Bui was nearly passed through 
the House of Commons wMch would have extended tMs stieet-door- 
out-and-out-legislation to nearly every mansion in London. Such a 
proceeding was perfectly logical. -but likely to have been very 
troublesome. Many “ at homes ” are far more dangerous, in case 
of panic, than public performances, hut what will those landlords 
and tenants say to tMs who hold that “ Every Englishman’s house is 
Ms castle’’? 

The excited British Legislature is not excited enough to do one 

Xt e\t. 0_ n. V* 1 


who caos^euousiy of Ms suxtout a 

pe£l&Bt el orders, on ta&tghis: ]^aoe at tire table amidst; 

hu^ wMeS was aulfce ramarkabK said— 

of tiie Tunnel would he’ brief, and builaiags licensed as public-houses. Perhaps the Legislature of 1872 
fibat he ha^d-onoe puhlioly thought thaf theatres would corrupt taverns, .pr 'taweme theatres, 

those ^at .i»niiBe^ inteiests forgetting that “theatres can and do tink in^any quantity 
had been forced demand^ brf'^tiie puhEc. It . savours somewhat of hypocrisy to 
yga ho had no control, he yet make a fuM about an outer door opening outwards or inwards, while 

fne fairest: jer^ls in that Crown tiiat aptly symbolised' solid internal brick walls are built by Act of Parliament to prevent 
.1 • He was not ashamed of tMs the panio-stribken pubHo escaping tiirough an, adjoming-pot-house% 

'Haonecihoughttha^asetm . o . 

IMss.' RAMfeBOTHAirTias not "quite m^tde u] 

Xhmj^b^Beadh^^hutr she^ « mblined tor t tjwfffe 
eztramrdinflry ef^ts inary be due; tb'unoonfjfe^ 

k. MS, Prmtk'jiatto, or Wiiys. be returned, wife* 

^ a stamped and Ihreoted Envelope or Cower. Copies of EES. shbiild be kept by tlib fiCndVrs, 
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LAYS OF A LAZY :^rTXSTREL. 

HATTDIE. 

BmCtHT is the sunshine, the breeze is quiescent— 
Leaves whisper low in the Tpper Tliames reaches 
Blue is the sky^ and the shade micrhty pleasant, 
Under the beeches : 

IMidsummcr night is, they say, made for dreaming ; 

Better by far are the \isions of daytime — 

Pink and white frocks in the meadow are jrleaming- 
Helping in Hajlinie ! 
Sunshine, I ’m told, is productive of freckles — 
Sweet are the zephyrs, hay-scented and soothiul- 
"Work is, of all things, so says 3fr, Eccks^ 

Grood for the youthful ! 

Here let me lounge, ’neath the beeches umbrageous 
Here let me smoke, let me slumber, or slay time, 
Gazing with pleasure on toilers courageous — 

Pr orldng in Haytime I 
Fair little in prettT'pink dresses, 

Merry young maidens in saucy sun-bonhets, * 
Dainty young damsels with hay in their tresses— 
Worthy of sonnets ! 
Lazy'the cattle are, red are the rowers, 

Making a toil of the sweet summer playtime ; 

Hot are the hay-makers, weary the towers, 

Thirsty in Haytime I 
Under the beach, round a fiower-deeked table, 
Pouring the cream out and erushiag the berrr, 
Hina and^FLOSENCE and Mabt and Mabel 

Gladly make merry ! 

Laughing young labourers, doubtless judicious, 
Come for reward when they fancy it ’s paytime ; 
Splendid the cake is, the tea is delicious— 

Grateful in Haytime ! 


Going to^^xhe Dogs. — Erinee jRegenU the best mastiff 
of the year, was exhibited at the Eennel Club Dog Show 
^ at the Crystal Palace last week. It is to be hoped that 

NEm. CON-” this worthy winner of the Champion Prize enjoyed him- 

First Britislict% at Boulogne (sliady-looUng endenihj resident— to Casual Sydenham. It wiU he remmbered 

Acquaintance), *‘Oh, I don’t care to go dack to uy Hati'vt: Cox3TRT. They Begent we had in England was a 

ALL SEEMED TO BE AGAINST ME.” 

Second Britisher {respectahk — Tourist), “Goo’ GRACTors ! What, the whole 
Twelve of ’em ? t ” Wor a Ft aka avis at Henley.— A Water-foul. 


OPEEATIC XOTE. 


The greatest treat of this Operatic Season was the appearance of 
Madame Adeuna Patti and Madame Scalchi as FTijietta and Pippo | 
in La Garza Ladra, What a charming Opera I and how perfect 
were. both of these Artistes. An equal triumph. The Chorus, how- 
ever, was on one occasion as flat as a pancake. The Stage Manage- 
men at Covent Garden, from what we have seen of it this season, seems 
to have brought ineffective arrangement to an Art. The Trial Scene 
was an example in point. Such a tableau in any serious Drama, and 
on any ordinary stage, would have been laughed out of Court. But 
a cultivated audience, because they stai cliug to the illusion that the 
Italian Opera is got up and performed entirely by “poor ignorant 
furriners who don’t know no better ” and who are merely singers 
without any brains — each a kind of Singer Machine will tolerate 
at the Italian Opera what they would not stand at the Lyceum, 
the Haymarket, or, in fact, at any West-End Thealre. 

The one mechanical effect of the Magpie upon which the latter part 
of the plot of the piece— the climax, indeed— turns, was a ludicrous 
failure, such as might have occurred on the first night of a Panto- 
mime, when there are so many heavy mechanical effects to be 


laughter, was most reprehensible. The Magpie, work^ by a verv 
apparent wire, ^ should have flown up to the belfiry, where immediately 
afterwards Pipjgo finds the spwn. The poor dummy made a flutter- 
ing start, was jerked up against a tree in the centre, tried back, 
swted again with a pluck and determination worthy of a better 
mechanism, and coming once more blindly up gainst the tree, fell 
heavily on the stage, never to rise again, and Pippo and the Magis- 
'ta?ale^s Clerk had to ^ up to the belfry and “ pretend very much,” 


Poit! 
Pleasure I 

Eoof 

Azure! 

Streaml 
Rippling ! 

Dream I 
Tippling ! 

Bright 
Channels ! 

White 
Flannels ! 

Blue 
Serges ! 

Crew 

Urges 

Skiff 

Along! 

WMffI 

Strong 


En'F:E RUHES. 

Waft 
Roses ! 
Draught ! 

Dozes ! 

Joke 
Bandv ! 
Smoker 
“ Shandy^’ ! 
Lunch ! 

Salad! 

Munch! 

BaHadl 
Long 
Breather ! 
Strong ! 

Together ! 
Miles 
Twenty ! 
Smiles 
Plenty ! 


Girls I 
Chaffing! 
Pearls ! 

Laughing ! 
Doff 
Caps ! 

Off! 

Traps 

Out! 

Up! 

Shout ! 

Sup! 

Hight 
O’er us ! 
Light! 

Chorus! 

Hip! 

Creep ! 
Strip! 


What is the KesA Art-icle? 

We are told that never was Art so patronised in England as it is 


heD^'dhe next perfomanee anoAer be giveiy and if it be, we 
recommend everyone to see Pact: and#5ALCSHl m £& Gasm JMm. 


T O ARTISTS.— A City Firm has an export order for %(M Oil Paint- 
ings, ffom 3a to £2. Artists wantmgBmplojmwt can addre^ 

Here is a brilliant opening for merry oid.Aoademidaas, festive 
flagstone ‘‘screevers,” and “distinguishea amatears^’^ 

A Geneeal Booth’’ on the 4t© of the late Gredah Theatib ' 
sounds like a tent on debatable ground between Chu3?oh and Stage. : 
It was the latter: it isn’t the former. - ’ 
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A SENSITIVE PLANT. 

back in Town already, Old Chappie?’* 

‘^Yes, Old Chappie. Couldn’t stand the Countht any longer. Cuckoo 

GAVE HE THE HeADACHE J 


BEFORE THE FOURTEENTH. 

{Fancies among the Flags,) 

They push them up with shoulders broad, 
And hardened hands, the classic blouses ; 

They push them up, and louts applaud, 

And loafers the trite task amuses. 

There ’Polyte perched on cross-bars shouts 
A higher bar to Gugusse lower ; 

And Peudhohhe, gaping at them, pouts 
Because the work is getting slower. 

But keener eyes than Prudhohme’s, though 
The dust of time their glass besmirches, 

See May-poles into gibbets grow, 

And lind the flagstaffs sting like birches. 

The scaffolds make one think of spars 
Strewn by the winds of war pervading ; 

And those same recreative bars 
Suggest to some some barricading. 

Those self-same poles the Eagle bore, 

Than which poor Poll is now supremer ; 

Our lycee tunics once we wore 
Beneath that feebly-coloured streamer. 

They flung unto the summer breeze 
Crowneo. iN'.’s despite the scarlet scowler ; 

Those N.’s are now nonentities, 

And we are men— a fate that ’s fouUer. 

And we are men, and tired beneath 
The paltry poles, the tawdry towers, 

We see a handcuff in the wreath, 

And immortelles seem all the flowers. 

The banners wave like whips ; some souls 
Think E. F. silly as the Ely ; 

And sailmg life’s sea ’neath bare poles, 

Some find these July breezes cmlly. 

For we took Bastilles then at heart, 

Quixotes whose castles filled three Castilles 

And now we know no human art 
Can batter down the basest Bastilles ; 

Those Bastilles of the mind that hold 
Eebellion’s recollections wizened. 

And white, like Linguet, old and cold, 

And d perjpetuite imprisoned. 

It ’s only waiting swords, we know, 

These Grallic hands consent to twine a 

G-arland of olives ; they ’ve a crow 
In peace-hymns — crow of Cochin-China. 

And oonnets-rouges as coiffures go, 

Less chic than shako and than casgue are ; 

And when they shout that war ’s a woe, 

An echo answers, “ Madagascar ! ” 


A LOOK INTO LDIBO. 

neighbourhood,” said I, “seems like one huge unwaHed 
lunatio a^ium.” 

Hy guide smiled significantly, and pressed his finger to his invo- 
luntaniy curving Hps. 

“ Do not put it in that way, please,” said he, softly. “ It may 
give needkss offence. I^ese poor people not so long since ruled 
It is their pleasing dmusion that they do so still. Pray do 
not disturb them in mat soothing belief.” 

an odd a^^rtment of head-gears I never saw as among these 
Some wore huge Moh-caps many sizes too large for them, 
so that they ^med like sons of LiHiput masquerading as Brobding- 
nagian grandmothers. The^ assumed airs of the most autocratic 



juiu. ttuvitutumsea mosi; luoicrousiy; some, posing in pos- 
tures of statuesque calm, coldly contemplated vacuity ; some striking 
attitMes of Ajax-^e energy, desperately defied the invisible. Yel 
a third class, and these the most numerous, sported Fools’ caps oi 
evOT ooi^ivable TOiiety. Iheir wild, bewildering differences of port 
b^nng defi^ clasmfication. In one thing only were the crowds 
^*^^J®jP”bearers alike : they all looked fatuously seli-complaeent. 

. , And you my these singul a r creatures once ruled Society ?” 
said L ineredulously. * 

T» ** 5®FRed my interlocutor, “ until the time of the * Great 
iievoltj and of their common banishment hither.” 

I solicited furth^ ehlightenmeat. 

“ Those persc^ said my informant, “were once 

known as bbsndmotherly Their ears, which, did theii 


caps permit, you would perceive to he inordinately long, were ever 
open to the urgings of fanatics, the pleas of prigs, the plaints of 
Puntos. Th^ were the hope of the ignoble army of Faddists and 
Crotcheteers, or all whose fancy inclined to folly, and whose temper 
tended to tyranny. Perched in high places, they, like a Dionysms* 
ear, listened to the multitudinous whims of fools, and, like the 
hands of a Briareus, carried out the imperious behests of fanatics.” 

And people put up with them ? ” said I. 

For some tune,” replied my informant. “The Faddists were 
many, and even more noisy than numerous. ^^Vhen it comes to 
voting, six who shout do more than sixty who sit silent. Hence it 
was that their great hocus-pocus device of Local Option met with 
such huge success — until it was understood.” 

“ What zoas Local Option ? ” I asked, curiously. 

“A scheme for giving the six who love shouting, supreme 
control over the hberty of the shsitiT' or six hundred who dislike noise, 
and so hold their tongues until, in self-defence, they are compelled 
to use them.” 

<< personages in Phrygian and Fools’ caps P ” I pursued. . 

had various names,” replied my guide, “Teetotallers, 
r^'^Jacoinationists, Free-Contagionists, Sabbatarians, Marriage- 
i^stnctionists, and a hundred others. But they were all alike, in 
ann and temper. Their yearning was in most instances to narrow 
^he scope of m^yidual liberl^, and extend that of restriction, pro- 
mDition, compulsion. In all, it was to make their own preferences 
the role for the rest of Society. Those Gentlemen in the PhrygiaE 
^ps claimed, mdeed, to he the only consistent friends of freedom. 
But whether they wished to impose the yoke of the majority on the 
minority, or of the minority on the majority, it teas the yoke they 
yearned for ;mwer to apply, and the c<mception of a rational liberty 
was entirdy beyond their grasp.” 
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taste, and that iatru>ioii on that sphere i> 
tyranny, whether the intnzder be an indi- 
vidual, or a majority of * all the world to 
one.’ ” 

“ Stranpre that people should ever have 
thought othertsise said I. 

My interlocutor smiled—a slow wise smile 
of subtle significance. “People,” said he, i 
“do not think untii they are obliged to. 
Hence the temporary sway of stupidity in 
its active form of fanatic!^ and faddiness, i 
over stupidity in its passive form of blind ! 
acquiescence. At last, however, the com- I 
plication of discomfort and disaster pro- 
duced^ by the rule of ‘ King Crotchet ’ and 
his triumphant myrmidons compelled suf- 
fering Society to think.” 

“And the result?” 

“ The * Great Revolt’— so it is known in 
BGistory— of Common Sense a^int Crotchet- 
dom, and the banishment of the Crotcheteers, 
en masse^ hither. Here they are happy in 
an imaginary reductio ad ahsttrdum of their 
several theories, without practical injury 
to anyone.” 

“tike harmless patients in a spacious 
lunatic asylum ? ” said 1. 

“ Perhaps,” returned my guide, smiling 
ambiguously. “ But we call it * Xoddy-Cap 
Country, or the Limbo of Fads.’ ” 


AFTER THE COBDEN CLUB DISCOURSE. 

{Adapted from “ Aprls 2e Sermon/*) 


* And how came they congregated here ? ” 

‘ Society revolted. It began to find itself eobwebbed round with restrictions, and nullified 

i-? — MM AM. Mm M mm M.M TvA ^ T ^ 


innocent — ^thin^, he must travel into ten different counties. In Surrey, he could smoke, but 
not drink ; in fiurham he could drink, but not smoke.^ In Yorkshire he could do neither, but 
he might take snuff, which was strictly prohibited in Westmoreland. Nay, in Little Ped- 
lington coffee was banned, in the adjoining Hookem Snivey buttered toast was anathema, 
whilst in the adjacent Cum- Comer bacon was as strictly under interdict as at Bs^dad. 
He Ikeref ore had to like a round of a dozen miles in order to get his breakfast. Tl^ was 
soon found a bore, and people began carefully to consider the real nature and claims of 
Mjooal Option*’ Of course it was nien all up with the Faddists, since it was seen that for six 

1 - JL. 1 A Y* a-* 1 


It was oiseovered that, in a large proportion ot his actaoim, the inoiviauai may lairiy ana 
malnjuxioasly be ruled, 7 wt by flie majority, or the minority, but by his own judlhi^^it or 


MY COUNTRY COUSIN. 

With fair complexion, watehet eyes, 

With lips as red as any rose, 

With such an air of frank surprise, 

And Titnntson’s “ tip-tilted” nose ; 

With hird-like music in each tone, 

And hair a most bewitching brown, 

In short, with charms she boasts alone, 

My Country Cousin comes to Town. 

She likes the Season, she declares, 

As I once liked it long ago. 

Though she encounters endless stares 
From languid loungers in the Row. 

She’s always fresh for ball or rout. 

Though maiden Aunts severely trown ; 

I trow it ’s but to gad about — 

My Country Cousin comes to Town. 

She cries “ Academy,” ’tis mine 
The task to take her ; quite a brute 

She thinks me, if I draw the line 
At visiting the Institute 

And Grosvenor on the self-same day ; 

And so I win the martyr’s crown ; 

’Tis just to go on in that way, 

My Country Cousin comes to Town. 

She loves the ancient London sights, 

The Tower, Tussahd’s, and Monday 
“Pops,” 

The theatres fill up her nights. 

The mornings she will spend in shops, i 

We go to Greenwich where we dine, 

Or I to Richmond drive her down : 

For such enjoyments I opine, 

My Country Cousin comes to Town. 

I wait upon her night and mom. 

Like some poor “ Bobby ” on his heat ; : 

I earn alternate praise and scorn, 

I carry parcels in the street. 

I know of all the ilL-used men, 

That I’m Why, what a charming 

gown! 

I ’m not so very wretched when 
My Country Cousin comes to Town. 


SUGOESnOH FOE k NeW EXHIBITION.— 
Get up “An Exhibition of Temper.” Make 
it IMtemational. Who ’R get the first prize ? 
If the evidence in a recent case may be taken 
as ground to go upon, there’s a certain— orun- 
certain— ^AEA. S. who might stand a chance 
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THE ROYAL WESTMINSTER ACADEMY. 

{SpUndiclCoUec:ioiiofParliaMeniaj'yPo,iraUs,Mosaijdonehj“ThcOthci’Fenom.'’ The Spea/ang Likenesses qmkforihemselm ami foy the Artists.) 












U Sclbome, 


b 



X \ y, ' 





Pari Derb} 

, by Lord Carnarvon. 





Lord CarnaiTon, by Earl Derby. Earl Spencer, by Duke of Abercom. Duke of Abercorn, by Earl Spencer. 




Lord Skirbrooke, by Lord Cranbrook. Lord Cranbrook, by Lord Sherbrook*. Duke of Argyll, by himself. 


Bishop of Peterborough, by some one’s 
Deceased Wife’s Sister. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM 


THE BIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Houu of Cofnmonsj Monday July 2. — Sorry we didn’t get 

the Cnmiaal Code Bill through Grand Committee,” says Attoenby- 
Geotblal, ‘‘If it had gone on, meant to introduce Amendment, 
taking wwen on deposition signed hy two of his colleague^ to seize the 
Grand Old Man when he is coming down to House after dinner, carry 
him o|E home, and put him to hea. Beckon such power judiciously 
m^, would aaorim Session by from fortnight to three weeks, and 
lengttet Ms IHe hy ten years*” 

G, 0. M. certain^ r^ponsihle for a pretty pickle to-night. Going 
on sw inmiiBg ly wSh Cferrnpt Praetices Bill. Clause after ‘Clause 


add^. Been rSne days gett^ sevett Clauses through. At to-night’s 
sittinggoteightt^useau ffinisfeerialists looking pleased. Attoenet- 
Gsuceeal hc^^nmng to think he doesn’t manage so badly, after all j 
BiJsnoLPH sitta^ moodd y p ulling his moustech% incliaed to be a 
Ittle short-temper^ with w oot, as if it was his mult that business 
i was getting on* Ho one to wra^le with. Nothing to he done hut 
; go home, and let ’em go ahead sinc^ they were in the humour. 

Just about to leave wh®a G* 0. M. appeared. Eatoolph put 
down his hat, b^g^ Wolff’s pardon for bemg snaOpidi., and pre- 
paredK^^ larks. Found <mporfimity forthwith* Eeierrea to mth- 
mwal of Geeen-Peice nom Eadnor in order ‘h) make room for 
HijmKOTOw thrown out in Lancashire. Five yearn later, Gkeeft- 
Jteoniffiada a Baronet. That’s a few years ago, but no matter, 
^mn there was Habcoubt Johbstok retired from Scarborough. 
Ihgsoy goes in f<»r Commons, and H. J, goes up to the Lords, 

and Doimioh' both present during this recital, EAet- 
'mmm looks lazily tmdar rim of his hat at SjJirDOiPH:. "Wonders 
how he can fa^' hnos^ so with thermometer at SO* in the shade ! 


Dodsoit studiously puts on appearance trifle more like wooden figure- 
head than usual. But G. 0, m. in uncontrollable fury, Banlolph 
watches Mul skilfully rubbing places that seem sore. Joseph Gillis 
chimes m, Wabtoh laughs, Bandolph sits down, and Grand Old Man 
bounds to table like a mad bull. Hour and a half spent iu rowing, 
after wMch too late for business, and progress reported. 

“Hot at all,” said Baitdolph, when they complimented him on 
the skill with which he Peemlee to iuterrupt business. ‘ ‘ Easiest 
thing in the world. Waetoh can do it. Joseph Gilus rarely 
known to fail.” 

Business do?^a.— Eight Clauses of Corrupt Practices Bill passed, 

Mr. Wabtoh had happy thought to-day. Has had 
them lately at rate of one a week. Last week varied monotony 
of counting-out by getting House dismissed before five on Wednesday, 
To-day, *^gone one step further,” as Sir Waxteb Babtteiot says. 
House met for morning sitting. At ten minutes to seven progress 
reported on understanding that House would meet again at nine, and 
go on with Corrupt Practices Bill. If, between ten minutes to seven 
and seven, House could be counted, Evening Bitting impossible, 
Government arrangements upset, and everybody inconvenienced. 


from Joseph Giliis. Would doubtless have confided it to him, hut 
coolness wMch arose the other day through Joey B. counting him out, 
not yet overcome. But Joseph would near of it in good time, ana 
Ms generous appreciation of a master-mind probably bring h j m to 
apologise. W'ABTOH, his heart warmed by triumph, would forgive, 
and a friendsMp, sweet as that of Jonathan and Dated, he 
resumed, 

♦Progress reported twelve minutes to seven. Members, beHev^ busi- 
ness to be over, rush out to make the most of dinner-hour. W AUT oisr 
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back of neck of Mr, Montague Scott, wbo sits below, Montague doesn't notice 
accident. Probably will by-and-by. Members filed out. Speaker runnini^ 
through Orders, In five minutes it will be too late. Four minutes is risky. In 
three aU may be over. VT arton can stand it no longer, Jumpmff up, trembling 
excit^ent, 

Lord Eandolph Charges the Khedive.** won’t hear of 

it. Sure to jeer at 

? Pt’Otider than ever of me down at Bridpori. Eather think I have reached 


Must be proud of me.” 

Business do7ie . — Passed two Clauses of Oorruxjt Practices BOl. 

Thursday . — ‘‘ Toujours perdrix was had about dinner-time,” Solicitor- 
General observesj “but toujours Corrupt Praetiees Bill before dinner, at 
dinner, and after dinner, and ditto day after day, is a little worse.” 

“Beminds me,” says Mr. Puleston, “of my late friend, Artekts Ward’s 
e™nenees in personal confinement. ‘The jale,’ he writes, ‘was an ornery 
edifiss, but the table was libmlly surplied with balan and eabbige. This was a 
good variety, for when I didn^t hanker after the hakin I could help myself to 
the cahbige.’ Debates here liberally supplied with Callan and Charles tEWis. 
wj^n you don’t hanker after Celables Lewis, yon can help yourself to Callan,” 

This not the whole of the truth. There is also Joseph Ghlis, who adds 
variety to any feast Joseph with his thumbs in the armhole of Ms waistcoat, 
spectacles on the end of his nose, his head on one side, and Ms impressive “ It 
seems to me ” is worth a journey to behold. Efect on Members generally is that 


to me ” reverberating through the House. Scored great point to-n^ht. Objec- 
tion taken to one Amendment that it was not neeessa^, affeeti^ only the 
scum of the population, and therefore not requiring special legislation. 

“Yes, Sir Arthur Otway,” says Joseph, in his oratorial attitude, “hut I 
know Cavan very well, and it seems to me that, at a general election, the scum 
of the population always comes to the front.” 

Committee cried, “Hear, hear ! ” and roared with laughter, wMch Joseph 
modestly appropriated as appreciation of Ms humour. 

Late at mght Treasury Bench threatened with thunderstroke. Mr. Stanhope 
on legs discussing Amendment, Grandiose Old 
Man seated amid few Ministers present. Hav- 
V.. 3,t question time a little fling at a 

vicar, and having since dined, was in good 
humour ; made few jokes for Sir C. Dilke and 
Attorney-General, and cheerful conversation 
goes forward. Mr. Stanhope stops with air of 
surprise. Canit he possible that anyone would 
f r/Sfe > talk whilst he was addressing the House ? WiR 

heHeve it for some minutes. Presently 
©Yidence of senses grows too strong. Stops and 
bends darkening brow upon Treasury Bench. 
Eemarkable effect. Grandiose Old Man sud- 




^ 2-^ denly stopping, looks indignantL^at Dnra, as 

5?=: — if it were The who had sinned. Dilke tries to 

' A -n TT ^ beMnd G. 0. M. Attorney-General 

, A Peerless Peer of the House of and Solicitob-General become suddenly im- 
Mr.Wartonas The mersed in consideration of Amendments, and 
Count Out. sHenoe falls on Committee. HotMg effect, 


turougn Diancnea lips to nis ieamea colleague. We must oe earenu." 

Business done.'— Seven Clauses added to Corrupt Practices BilL 

Bhday.— More Corrupt Practices in the morning, and at Bvening Sittiag 
proposal to extend full enjoyment thereof to Women. Mr. Mason mildly 
supports proposal; Mr. 57ewdegate solemnly opposes^ if. Beeeseorb Hope 
draws pleasing picture of Act in full working. Lfidies in Parliament : Lady for 
Prime Minister, marries Leader of the Opposition, and forms Coalition Govem- 
■metit. . Attorney-General and Courtney wrangle from GKreasury l^neh. 
ReshMen rejected by 13D votes against 114. Great outburst of eaekliug in 
Lairns’ Gallery.. 

^ -Eight more Ckusea of Oormi^ PraoHe^ Bill passed. 



Mrs. Eahsbothak does not care much about the 
French Capital at the present day. What she really 
enjoy©! was Paris under the Second Umpire. 
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A NEW TASTE IN MEN AND WOMEN. 

iShe . “What a tike-loohikg Mak Mb. O’Beien is I ” 

Me, “ H*i£— HAH*-*BAraEE BOTTGH-HEWK, I THINK. Oan’T SAY I ADMIRE THAT LODD-LAUGHING, STRONG- VOICED, ROBUST KIND OF 

Man. Koir that 's a fine-looking Woman he 's talking to I *’ 

$h€, “Well— ER— SOMEWHAT XFFSmiTATXt YOU KNOW. CONFESS I DON’T ADMIRE SFFSMTNATS WOMEN !” 


THE GOOD LITTLE PIG GONE WRONG, 

A Monaghan Morality. 

There were three little Pigs, three Hihemiaa Pigs, 
Who oame from one litter or brood ; 

Two wm im to all maimer of misohievoxis rigs, 

Bht ike third little piggy was good. 

He was dean in Ms habits, and md in Ms mien; 

And Ms tail had so natty a carl, 

!Oiat of aU the yoong piggies oold Ireland had. seen, 
little Ulster was reckoned the pearl. 

He was made quite a pet, and they tied np Ms tail 
With a smart orange-oolonred silk how ; 

And he stack to Ms i^e, and Ms trough, and his pail. 

He ramMe and root? Oh dear no I 
Tl«» 3 e two <^iier Pigs broke their hounds every day, 
Aad fcaraged and rummaged all round ; 

But Ms good Ettle P% was contented to stay 
In Ms own little stye safe and sound* 


Then a black-a-vized bystander, watching Mm, said, 

“ Go it,;Pmgy 1 Come, don’t he a fool I 
For a great deal too long by the nose you ’ve been led, 
And succumbed to tyrannical rule. 

That rich field would he yours, if we all had our’ rights]; 


In a nrighhounng field^ that was gras^ and higy 
He beheld Ms two nexghhoims one day. 

They were routing and grubbing with v^emait snouts, 
imd tening up aJl sorts of food ; 

Aid that good liwe Pig he experienced doubts 
As to v^ther he wasn’t ioo good. 

Ckange ribbon was all very well in its way, 

So was honest a^e-keeping repute ; 

But then bow delightful to ramMe and stray ! 

AM was not a ffliout jwcMfo to root ? 

Mere wash got monotonous after a while : 

What tlt^ta tho^ fellows did find ! 


Like those fellows there, take my advice, 

Go in for free forage and all its delights, 

You will find it xmcommonly nice.” 

Alas and alas for that good little Pig ! 

His proprietor’s pet and Ms pride ; 

For Ms pink little snout, Ms ircadian rig, 

And Ms tail sweetly curled on one side, 

When next that Proprietor looked at the stye, 

Bad example had proved aU too strong ; 

There were three naughty Pigs on the rummage— why ? \ 

The good little Pig had gone wrong ! 


THE 0YER«EATING AND ^AERT MATCH; 

OB, WHAT IT IS COMESTG TO. 

The Seem represents the interior of a well-^hnown fashionaUe resort 
during the progress of a popular annual fete* Carriages fuU of 
Imdly and orer^dressed people* opening hampers, clattering hnvoes 
and forks, munching cold chickens and salad, and drinking 
champagne-cup, are dhcovered jarntned pgether fifteen deep, and 
surrounded hy a seething crowd, rendering locomotion impossible 
in erery direction. In the centre, somewhere out of s^ht a few 
schoolboys, unnoticed by the general throng, who are indulging in 
gossip, scandal, JUrting, small talk, shouting, plate handing, 
amidst peak of laughter, are doing their best to sustain the interest 
of a good ola-fcwhioned^ English game^ supported by occasional 
cheers from their more immediate partisans and sympathisers* 
Enter an Old Etonian, accompanied by an TInsopMsticated Friend. 

Old Etonian {picMng his way through the gate, enthusiastically). 
You ’IL see now n it isn’t one of the frewiest, healthiest, and prettiest 
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sights you’ve ever set eyes upon. And so manly, too, I can tell 
you, to watch the boys play out a hue innings pluchily I It ’s eight- 
and-tweniy years since I saw the last match here, and I remember 

we had only one more wicket to go down when {Slips over a 

sandwich-paper, and falls heavilvT) Confound it! what’s that ? 

\JEndeavours to assist hhnseif on to his kgs hy clutching at apik 
of dirty plates. They fall tcith a crash. 

Military-looking Youth {with cruel collar, standing on step of a 
drag, gooa-temperedly). How ’s that, Sir ? {Alluding to the nwnher 
of broken plates, in same pkasant vein.) Tnree to sup, eh ? 

[He passes a jug of claret-cup to another miliiary-Jookmg youth, 
also with a cruel collar, and laughs long and loud. 

Old ^Etonian {recovering hmiself, hut knocking his head against an 


Unsophisticated Friend, A sort of Town Derby, ain’t it ? 

[There is some applause in the distance. On hearing this, the 
croivd, who are inspecting the hind-wheels of carriages, try to 
struggle through some oftth>e shafts. They are swept up 
against an open harouehe. 

T • ./ A n j* t 


graceful. Where are the Police ? Why, the last time I was here, in ’54, 
one could watch the whole thing as comfortably as {There is ano- 
ther hurst of distant applause that again suddenly excites the crotcd, 
who are still impeding the hind-wheels of carriages, to push, hustle, 
and climh frantically on to something. He is driven imth a jerk on 
to the steps of the harouehe, and his hat falls into the middle of an ^ 
fresco lunch. About to me a big D, hut noticing that the luncheon is 
being devoured hy Ladies.) Oh, thank you, I am sure, very much. 
{Eeceives hat.) I beg your pardon; hut I really couldn’t help it ! {Ob- 
serving that the fair occupants, who smile, are quite gay^ with blue 
saUn.) Ah ! perhaps you could teH me. Who are at the wicket now ? 

Observant Young Lady who knows Everybody {not heeding Mm, 
and continuing her conversatiori}. Yes; and there are the Beothertok 
BmcHS ; and that funny old creature in that Harrow carriage, the 
on th# left— is Lady PoppjamM. And, yes^there are the 
and HmiUE and Topsy Cnom What hats!— do 


look at them ; and over there, just by the GEiMLEy’s drag, do you 
see him, there ’s Major Foothaj?, ah, he sees us. i^Eows knowingly to 
someone in a white hat and a gardenia on a carriage-wheel two hu7i- 
dred yards off). Dear me, what a lot of people there are one knows 
here to-day. I think it ’s better than it was last year. 

[Goes on with her lobster-cutlet. 
Fashionable Mamma who knows Everything {continuing another 
conversation in undertone to tremendously wel -dressed Friend who 
is deeply interested). Well, after that, my dear, there was a terrible 
scene,— as you can imagine! {TfUiispers.) Y^— she’s at Paris 
now, and serve him right. Then, of course, you ’ve heard all about 
that dreadful affair at Wimbome ! Everybody knew how it would i 
end. { Whispers again) Oh, but she did ! But people never believe 
anything till it ’s too late. And they ’ ve had to put down the carriage 

and everything. In fact, Entre nono, they do say 

[Whispers again, and coiitinues to recount a hng and sUrrmg 
series of social horrors carefully gleaned, hut 7iot selected, for 
a quarter of an hour. 

Old Etonian {hearing another distant shout, and unable to restrain 
himself any longer). Might I ask you to be so good as to tell me who 
are at the wickets ? v ^rr n I 

Fashionable Mamma who kmws Everything {graciously). Well, 

I really don’t know, but we can soon find out. Who is it, CissEz ? 
Where are the wickets, dear ? Can you see ? 

[Looks vaguely towards the entrance. 
Observant Young Lady whoknotes Ever^dy {glancing brighUy 
over a sea of carriage-boxes). Oh, I think it must be Harrow ! Ho, 
it ’s us, I think ! {After deliberation). Ho, it’s Harrow — ^at least, I 
i think so. {Laughs pkasantlu.) But, to tell the truth, I really am 
not quite sure wnicn it is. Ah ! there ’s some one out I 
I \Loud shouting to cehhratethe conclusioft of the match. After a 
desperate struggle for life, during which he is jammed against 
a wall, tripped up, deafened, and dusted, the Old Etonian, 
i hopelessly smaratedfrom his HnsophMcated Frien(L finally 

; finds himse^, exhausted and with hk hat crushed, swmt 

I forward among a chaos of cabs io a secure snot outside Lordf s. 

Old Etonian {saved at last). Well, if they call that beastly pionie 
! Ckicket— I ’ll be— — ^ /. /m •% >ni . 

( [ Uses ajvnal Mg E. And there is every excuse for Old Etonian* 
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Lms Wife {indisrumi. She had Jud let him. in, 12-30 Midnight). “I cant undekstanb 
WHY YOU OATl KB THE SLIP TO-DAY, YOU UNMANLY WbETOH 1 ” 

ak “Sura A PLACE THAT Pish’eiesh-Exsh’bish’l, my deae! Shimply couldl’t pind 
^ SHINA— NOT there,— SHPAIN— NOT THERE J LiPB-BOASH— ’PRESH- 
terns la rermnd Mm)— “ Pish-Diller ter' sheap— but makesh t ulcom'ly 

THE WARDROBE OE THE KHEDIVE. . 

{A% AddUionea Chapter to ‘'(he Importari BeoeUdims,") 

® had managed to enter tke bedroom of the 

^ aooompamed by a poor Pellah, -s^o trembled in eyery limb. 
adA of TOUT Master, and haye obtained all I want,” 

smttTO MW I to examine the contents of this cupboard.” 

^ protested that were he to open it, his life would 

theiglisUanoyeroame 

tremblinglr answered the Northern African, 

> ao-was, lephedOiftFellah, fegmsed as a Pamellite. It was his object to obstruct the 


Britisli Government Yon remember that 
the head of his house (the Padishah) is of 
Hibernian extraction ? 

“ So I have been told,’^ returned the En- 
glishman. ‘‘ And what is this costume ? ” 
Those feathers adorned my master when 
he was in Zululand.^^ 

“Zululand! What was he doing there?’* 

“Woe is me!” cried the unfortunate 
Fellah. “ I have betrayed my master 1 I 
thought that Lord Randolph Chuhchxll 
had discovered the presence of His Highness 
in South Africa. It.is well known in Egypt 
that the Khedive wa*s the right hand man of 
Cbtewayo I ** 

“Indeed,” murmured the Englishman. 
“And what is the meaning of these blue 
spectacles, and suit of quaker-cut clothes ?” 

“Oh! those,** replied the FeUah, with .a 
quaint smile, “ are only worn by my master 
when he is stealing books from the principal 
European libraries.** 

“And does he descend to such paltry 
piKering ? *’ 

“ Only in hours of relaxation,** answered 
the Egyptian, quickly. “As a rule. His 
Highness prefers large things to small. Y ou 
will see sju1:orial reminders of Ms career in 
the shapes of the umbrella he carries inva- 
riably to Capel Court when he goes there 
to rig the market, and the wMte waistcoat 
he wears when he takes the chair at a meet- 
ing of a Bubble Company. * 

And what are these uniforms ? ** further 
inauired the Eng'lishman. 

“ He wore tMs in Afghanistan when he 
was lighting the British and their carefully- 
chosen Emir. TMs when serving in the army 
of the Boers. He was merely a boy when 
he opposed you in Abyssinia, and only as- 
sisted the Ashantees with arms and money.** 

“ Dear me ! He seems to have been very 
treacherous ! ** 

“ Seems ! Why, had I time I could prove 
to you that he has been at the bottom of 
every intrigue directed against the main- 
tenance of British prosperity. His last 
effort to destroy you was to take shares in 
the Channel Tunnel Company, and secretly 
agitate in favour of the Air-holes of the 
Underground Railway ! ** 

“ The villain ! ** murmured the English- 
man between his clenched teeth. “And 
now I vdR ask but one more question. 
Although Ms name is Tewfik, I see that 
everything is marked with a large B. How 
is tMs?** 

The Fellah refused to answer. He declared 
that the risk of revealing the secret was 
t<w great. At length, however, by promising 
Mm the written protection of Mr. Wilpbid 

3 Jl i-iT y y n 


carried his point. 


snJUL apprehensive Fellah, looking round to 
see that they were not overheard. “ I will 
tell you. Because Ms name is not Tewmk ! 
He calls himself Tewpik ; and when away 
in Ms native country, leaves a deputy to 
play his part. But I repeat, Ms name is 
not Tewtiz ! ** 

“ Hot Tewfik ! Then what is Ms name ? ** 

The Fellah looked round once more appre- 
hensively, and then replied in a voice tremu- 
lous with terror — 

“ The real name of the Khedive of Egypt 
IS Bismaeck ! ** 

Five minutes later a telegram was des- 
patched from Cairo to London. It was 
addressed, “Lord Randolfh CBCUEOHiia:..** 

Why ought my eldest^ brother to be a 
Clergyman? — ^Because he *s our Pa*s son. 
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A BALLAD OF BATHING. 

“The TraiTersal esperience of 
our race has rfiown tue value of 
sea-bathing in both preventive 
and curative medicine .” — British 
Medical Journal, 

Wken 'we eo to the Sea, shall 
•R-e bathe ?■— that must be 
For all men a practical ques- 
tion ; 

For enjoying your dips in the 
sight of the ships 
Is sure to promote good 
digestion. 

J5’ow the sound British Medi- 
cal Jouryial has said 
From bathing you’ll get 
satisfaction ; 

But don’t bathe if you ’re old 
or it makes you feel cold, 
And brings on no proper 
reaction. 

For a child under two no sea- 
bathing will do, 

It ’s too great a shock to the 
system; 

But nard-workers, they say, 
should take baths every 
day, 

And won’t feel quite right 
when they ’ve missed ’em. 
So go down to the shore when 
your labours are o’er, 
Plunge into the waves in 
<K)mniotion, 

For far better than pills, as a 
care for your iHs, 

Are the numberless smiles 
of the Ocean. 


Agitation among Bar- 
risters. Election of ‘‘Provi- 
sional Bar Committee ” Clearly, 
all the Spikes and Pond’s girls 
will be eligible. 


The Qtjeen distributed the 
Bed Crosses to the Kurses last 
Friday. The “Bed Cross 
Il^urse” doesn’t sound like a 
very gentle attendant in a 
sick-room. Bather Betsy Prig- 
gish, eh, Mrs, Gamp f 



STABTLING SUBMISE. 

In the Upper House of Con- 
vocation of Canterbury, only 
a few days since — 

“ The Archbishop expressed his 
fear that the ‘VTelah-spealdii^ po- 
pulation in English towns shpped 
through the fingers of the Clergy, 
and endeavours should be made 
to prevent that.” 

This very grave account of 
the '^^elsh-speaking popula- 
tion in En^sh towns can 
hardly fail to remind the 
reader of a rather peculiar 

E assage relative to the Welsh 
inguage in one of Shae- 
SPEAEE^s plays, the First Part 
of Benry the Fourth^ W'heretn, 
Act III., Scene 1— 

“ Glenboweb. speaks some "^elsh 
tcords and then the Music plays. 

Botspur. Now I perceive the 
devil understands T^^elsh.” 

If such is the ease, there 
may indeed seem to he special 
reason for the Archbishop of 
CANTEEBrET’s apprehension 
that the Welsh-speaking po- 
pulation referred to “ slipped 
through the fingers of the 
Clergy.” Certainly, endea- 
vours' should be made to pre- 
vent that ; but that, primps, 
may be nothing more Readied 
than their slipping into the 
hands of the Dissenters. 


Food fob the Mind. — ^A 
Scotch friend has suggested 
that Mr. Ieving should adopt, 
as his motto when away from 
England in America, the 
words, “ Dinna forget ! ” But 
the eminent tragedian says he 
can never cease to remem- 
ber “ The Banquet of the 
Fourth.” 

Saying of old Welhfs 
adapted by the Khedive — “ 0 
Sahi, Sahi, why were there an 
Aeabi I ” 


IRYINGITES AT ST. JAMESES HALL. 

The Irving Banquet at St. James’s Hall was a remarkable sight. 
As a demonstration of Mendship, esteem, and respect for Mr. Ieving, 
it was an unqualified success ; hut, as a real dinner, and not a Stage 
Banquet of ^‘properties,” it was about as unsatisfactory as such 
monster feeds generally are. 

On entering, we meet everybody whom we have been meeting every 
day during the Season. Everybody is delighted to see everybody else. 
Yet, somehow in every recognition there is an element of suppressed 
si^rise — a sort of raising the eyebrows, and a mute inquiry of, 
“ HaUo, old chap ! what you here ? ” which, as the admission is two 
Ipineas, does not seem a very fiattering comment upon the state of 
finances generally. 

Where was our “Bobeet”? The undisciplined waiters had a 
rough time of it. At first, the guests being hungry and thirsty, 
are irritable, and nothing can be obtained fast enough. Then the 
next phase of conduct, on the part of the guests towards the 
waiters, is a sort of cringiag servility. Finding that angry vio- 
lence has no effect beyond searing iTWay the ministering angel, 
and so losing the small chance that previously existed of getting 


iavisn promises of fees, to be paid after the banquet is over, ii tne 
waiter will only fetch him something, no matter what. ’!l^e knowing 
hand goes so far as to give the waiter a trifle in advant^, 
as earnest of what is to come (but which doesn’t), if he will 
only see that the supply is ^ual to the demand throughout the 
oYeniiffi. Then follows the third phase when the guest, so to speak, 
dzpanos, aiBi, heooming good-humoured and joBy,, ou^ a Menfily 


joke with the waiter, and beginning to take a more roseate view of 
everything,' nods and takes wine with friends at a distance, and 
addresses the waiter genially as “My good fellow,” or ‘‘ Just ask 
that gentleman, there’s a good fellow I” or “Get me a little more 
so-and-so, there ’s a good fellow I ” which state of amiability, 
when the speeches have commenced, is succeeded by a sudden 
hurst of strong adjurations to the unfortunate waiter to “ Stand out 
of the way there ! ” — “ Get out ! ” — “ Don’t block the passage ! ” — 
“ Lie down ! ‘ ‘ Go away ! ” — ‘ ‘ Don’t make that noise ! ” and so forth, 
until the perspiring attendants efface themselves against the walls, 
and refuse to come out at anyone’s bidding, until the most interesting 
speech is well on in its career, when tney have their revenge by 
letting off soda-water bottles in various parts of the HaB. 

Tliere is a “ Table of Honour ” on a lofty da'is ; here sits the Guest 
of the evening on the right of the Lord Chief Justice who looks 
every inch a Golerid^, and not altogether unlike a polite versdqn of 
the Ancient Mariner in evening-dress. When the Aaoient Mariner, 
later on, holds the five hundred guests with his glittering eye, 
and evinces a marked tendency to be prolix, the resemblance 
becomes stronger than ever. BehSid the Chairman (the representative 
of the Ancient Mariner aforesaid), rising like a Cleopatrajs needle from 
among the banked-np flowers, is a column of ice, which, from our 
point of view, seems to threaten Loi^ Coi^eeidge’s head, either with 
a violent cold for the next mommg, or with toppling over, crashing 
down like an iceberg, and smashing him. This causes me for ^me 
time a considerable amount of anxiety ; but. fln^g tbat nothing 
happens, and that I am losing my dinner by keeping my eye on the 
Mety of the Lord Chief, I come to the conclusion that the 
is os^ imaginary, a-ud tnat the ioe-hlock has been placed b eh i nd the 
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glittering eye of the Ancient Mari^ar in the Chair. And so the^cigar- 
case disappears till happier times* The Ancient is still speaking. He 
gives ns the usual tvraddle about “purifying and exalting the Dra- 
matic Art,” and the audience is becoming restless under the inflic- 
tion, when the Chairman commences a sentence with “ "When I was 
a young man,”— which rouses everybody. 'We all anticipate a 
good story, or perhaps a song, telling us “ How I became a Lord 
Chief Justice,” But the Ancient Mariner loses Ms opportimity. The 
anecdote was evidently on the very tip of the Chairmans tongue, 
and Lord Haudwickh was leaning 
back in Ms chaii*, smiling on the 

audience with a sort of “ Icnow- ’ / gi 
what ’s-coming — you ’U-like-it ” ex- ^ # 

pression, when tlie Chairman seemed 

to catch somebody’s eye, whether Sh 

Jaates Hanxen’s, of the Divorce / rMfe 

Court, who doesn’t like the sort of 
thing, or Sir Joseph Chitty, who 

had heard it before and didn’t care * 

about it, it was impossible at our 

distance from Ms table to decide ; i 

but, be that as it may, the momen- 

tary light faded fi’om the Chairman’s 

ere, and ghing up the idea of telling © 

that racy story, and subsiding once < 1 W ' 

more into the Ancient Mariner, he 

button-holed the five hundred and </ri^ ^ 

fifty guests with a firmer grip than “The Bay of Biscay” and “The ! 

ever. By the time he has arrived^ at Vicar of Bray.” 

the finish, w’e are imder the impression 

that he had alluded to Mmself as a mere amateur (whereat there was 
some applause), that Sophocles had something to do with America, 

I and that at some time or other, not mentioned in history, Ciceho' had 
been the prwrietor of the Lyceum Theatre. 

Then Mr. liviNG makes a modest and sensible speech, _ notew^orthy for 
being untheatrical, and for its taking the honour paid to Mmself as ; 
a tribute to the entire profession of wMch he says he is proud to be j 




“The Bay of Biscay ” and “ The 
Vicar of Bray.” 


guests at the Table of Honour to cool their enthusiasm. The dinner 
ended, a flourish of trumpets proclaims silence for the Chair, or rather 
for the Ancient Mariner in it. The Toastmaster’s voice^ is aiidiblc, 
but, speaking for some of us at our table, it is not always intelligible. 
He waves a apparently under the harmless delusion that lie is 

directing something or otheV, probably the cheering, but no one 

pays the slightest] attention to 
Ms movements, except when he 
becomes very demonstrative, 
when the Guest of the Evening 
and the Ancient Mariner keep 
their heads well out of the 
V reach of the foiinidable 

\ Ma ^ ak \ m lSl Coleridge proposes 

W^MKkiiML “The Queen I” whereupon a 

^ m comic band in the Upper Gal- 

! 9 nHHf lery,— ledbyareallyniunoroiis 

I Y*, WEB " Conductor, "who has hitherto 

! '^tWBE shown a strong tendency to 

' ■' ■jw balustrade at all 

i"'. , risks and join in the festivities 

■ } * » B * below,— jplays a comic version 

‘ ' m*m ^National Anthem with 

‘ I ^ B B L wmT a hurlesfj ue part for the fife or 
f‘ B flute, such asthe fife-boy used to 

B Bi ^ the Army of JBombasfes 

^ B Fio'ioso. Though this perform- 

4"" gives uMversal satisfac- 

-sfe' tion, it is not repeated. Then, 

as an appropriate musical fllus- 
The Iiring— Bank tration to the toast of “ The 

Prince of VTales,” Miss Antoi- 
nette Sterltxg sings something about “ Here ’s to the soldier that 

bled ” but upon whom the soldier, who it may he presumed was a 

properly diploma’d Army-Surgeon, performed this operation, I am 
unable "to ascertain. 

Then the Ancient Mariner, being once more started, proposes the 
health of the American President ; whereupon Mr. Charles Sant- 
LEY, unable to restrain Ms feelmgs, springs on to the platform, and, 
after an enthusiastic reception, sings “ 0 Huddier than me Cherry — 
whether out of compliment to the American Minister (he was standing 
with Ms back to Mr. Lowell all the time) or as a graceful allusion to 
the dessert, was not stated. 

Once more the Ancient Mariner rises to give us the toast of the 
evening,— wMch toast in the Mariner’s hands is^ rather a dry one. 
The Ancient One does not appear to be well up in Ms subject, and the 
subject (perhaps tMs is owing to the Coleridge manner) seems to be 
less and less congenial to Mm as he goes on. He tells us in effect that 
a living Actor is better than a dead Dramatist ; and alludes occasionally 
' to someone of ‘ ‘ the name of Sophocles.” He is by turns flattering and 
apologetic. He flnishes Ms line of illustrious Actors at Macready, 
omittmg all affusion to Phelps, Charles Kean, and Hobson. In 
' sneaking of living Actresses he forgets Mrs, Keeley, and in the body 
the hall we rectify the omission, much to our own satisfaction. 
Lord Hardwicee, as representing Literature, Art, and everything 
else, ssDoiies approbation throughout, but occasionally a shadow passes 
over Ms genM countenance as he surreptitiously eyes Ms cigar-ease, 

presses it repetful 

from a distancef , smd once 
more looks up, broad and 
, ^ beaming, with the air of a 

man ^ho i^ thorou^My 

Mm^, ^d ^lig^M 

in^d^him on an occasion 

for that cigar-case, and 
n restriction on 

K B tobacco in that assembly, 

^ W LordsMp is the hap- 

. ' pie^ man 

’ ^ ■* would soon^yield 

Professor Tyndall’s Entertainment. to the xllusxon and rise to 

^ . return tharks heartily 

for the distinguished honour done^ to Mm tMs 
and anon the cloud passes ovet Ms countenance 
“ 7 #Le J^ueL of‘ miimoked tobacco — and reminds him that he has 


^ little press- boredom for half-a-guinea as could possibly be had for the money, 
■or m somi yield Miss Elhen Terry is going to America,— why don’t the Professional 

rrofoasor Tyndall s Entertainment. to the illusxon and nse to Ladies give her a five o’clock tea, with Mrs. STiRLpsTG in* the Chair ? 

' £ i-i. i-* • 1 . j return thanks heartilj 2 propos of America^ neither the Ancient Mariner Chairman nor 

lor tne distmguisned honour done^ to Mm JMs Mr. Lowell, nor anyone else, ever made the slighted allusion to the 
cloud passes over Ms coun'fenance one luviNeh-HfliristiannaineWASHTNGXON,— whose memory English-^ 
v'SfSr - tobacco and reminds Mm that he has men and Americans will’ always delight to -honour. It would have 

Jr® 7 stage, and that at' present, sounded like a happy augury for the success of the* Irving whom 

for jmxf ^uarter-cf-an-nopr or more he will be under the we are now sending over to' them. ■ 


T& CSftBSESPOHDraXS,— la no cue can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings be returned, unless accompanied 
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At this point Lord Hardwicee becomes enthusiastic, imder the 
impression that smoking vill now begin. But Ms LordsMp is once ! 
more doomed to disappointment j though he cheers up again on seeing | 
Mr. Sims Reeves step up. to sing, out of compliment to the Cole- | 
ridgian representative oi the Ancient Marmer, the “ Bay of 
Biscay ” in Ms best style. And though Mr. Lowell made the best 
speech we ’ ve ever heard from Mm (we shan’t say how many we ’ve 
heard— that’s no matter), and though Professor Tyndall gave a 
humorous entertainment, popping up and speaking like a Punch-doll, 
with Ms legs apparently hidden in the works of the grand piano, 
and though Mr. Toole, in proposing the Chairman made a capital 
hit by resuscitating the once popiilar pMuse, invented by Counsel 
(Coleridge in tbe Tichborne Trial, “Would you be surprised to ■ 
hear” — yet the success of i 

the evemng, beyond all the 

speeches and all the songs I chief ^ 

(mough Santlet’s inimitable \ 

“ Vicar of Bray^^ ran it 

closely), was the “ Bay of x ^ 

Biscay simg by Sots ^ ® 

Reeves, and that, — strangely 

enough, considering the aim . 

and object of the great ban- I. 

quet,-' im the vefdict of us 

The Church was not repre- ® 

sented except by an epistle mT 

from an Arcbbi’sbop to say 
he couldn’t come, and by the 
Chaplain of the Savoy (Mr. 

D’Oylt Carte’s chapel of ^ 

ease), who said grace. “ Johnnie ” Toole and “ Chappie ” 

Talking of ^aoe^ the gal- Coleridge. ’ 

lei^ was crowded withLadies, Johnnie. Tour health, CMef. 
cMefiy of the theatrical pro- Chappie. Yours 1 ’ \Bashes his wig. 

f ession, who had the extreme 


“ Johnnie ” Toole and “ Chappie ” 
Coleridge. 

Johnnie. Tour health, CMef. 

Chappie. Yours 1 ’ \Bashes his wig. 


r - for the disti 
Jew and anon 
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CRICKETIANA. 

Mfiel, ** It ’s such a splendid Hatch, Aunt Jane I Just fancy, alz the 
StUDDS ABE PLAYINO ! ” 

Aunt Jam. **The Stvzzs ! Ah, you mean the Students, I suppose— just 

AS YOU SAY the UnDERGEADS FOE THE TJnDEEGPvADUATES.” 


CONYEETED SAYAGES AT THE ALBERT HALL. 

a Visitor frmi the Society Islands.) 

If ever the promoters of an English Eaney Dress Ball had a splendid chance 
of dispellmg the CJontinental idea that we Britishers take onr pleasures sadly, 
the Savage Club, — composed of Artists, Dramatists, Authors, Journalists, 
Musicians, and Comedians of all sorts who pride themselves on keeping alive 
the free-and-easy spirit of true Bohemianism, — iu giving their J^ete at the 
Albert Hall last Wednesday, under Eoyal patronage, in the presence of Royalty, 
for the endowment of a Scholarship in the Royal College of Music (of wMch 
Ihstitutiomwe We heard something before, if we remember rightly) most certainly 
had that splendid chance, and having signally failed to avail themselves of it, 


can’t~get ’em to do anything. It ’s av’f ully slow.” Once 
he braced himself up for a powerful effort : he pretended 
to “ run in ” somebody of imix»rtance ; but this spasmodic 
burst of pantomimic humour met with no response. People 
in fanc^ costnme only stared, and said to one another oy 
way of explanation of the extraordinary proceeding, 
“ That ’s Brough,” as if such conduct would be lust what 
was to be expected from a Low Comedian who didn’t 
know any better, and who was eminently out of place 
on such an un-festive and solemn occasion as a Fancy- 
Dress Ball given by the Savages. 

Mr. CowEN, who had composed an admirable Barbaric 
March, ^ was almost heartbroken at the lack of spirit with 
which it was performed, “ The Savages,” he said, “ didn’t 
march up to it ! ” The two GEOSsjrrrHS— George and 
Weedon-— in first-rate costumes, were perpetually hiding 
themselves away in corners to avoid being taken on to a 
distant platform and forced to share with the gaunt Mr. 
ODELithe penance of contributing towards the general 
depression. 

Excellent were the songs and recitations chosen ; first- 
rate were the individuals, such as Mr. Brandon Thomas, 
for example, who gave them. ^ But nothing^ of that sort 
could succeed in that vast building. The music was heavy, 
and, even when the dancing commenced, the principal 
part was played by “The Waits,” — for the mtervals 
between the dances were so long and so dull — ^no set of 
masquers taking advantage of the entr^acte to do any- 
thing— that the time hung heavily on all except those 
happily constituted persons who are never tired of sitting 
and gazing on Royalty. ^ The fact is there was no one at 
the head of affairs to give it the necessary go and spirit. 
It should never have hung fire for a miaute. It should 
have been wild, rollicking, reckless, the fun getting fast 
and furious towards the small hours. But the Savages 
were as tame as Friday after a month of Mohinson 
Crimds society, and there w-as no one inclined to rollick. 
The Savages seemed overawed by the presence of Royalty, 
and appeared anxious to show how respectable they 
could be. 

Everyone had looked forward to the “ Buffalo Dance.” 
Here, at all events, they said, was a chance. For this, 
many, who would have gone long before, stayed, in spite 
of the Royal Party having disa]^ared from their box, — 
in itself a bad omen for the “ Buffalo Dance.” At last 
on came the Savages, and in came the buff^oes. It may 
have amused the performers and a few intimate friends, 
but it neither amused nor interested anybody else. It 


the unfortunate musicians who had to play the stupidly 
monotonous tom-toms, or the audience that witnessed the 
performance, staying on and hoping against hope that 


had that splendid chance, and having signally failed to avail 
must reckon it as among llie lost opportunities. 


Hever was anything more brilliantly duR, that is, up to 116 A.M., when there 
ving been' nothing in the previous entertainment to warrant a hope of some- 


thing lively cominglater on,— that is, after supper, — a considerable number of 
disapwinted and wearied spectators followed the example of Royalty, — ^whioh, 
specially the better half of it, must have been tremendonslY bored, — and^ got 
away from the realisation of glittering melancholy as quickly as possible. 
Perhaps those who left might have been the Eill-joys and Incuhi, and of course 
it is open to Uiose who remained late to sm tkat the fun did not begin until after 
supper. If this be so, — and no Savage I bave met has protest^ that such was 
the case, — ^then it was a very poor compliment to their Royal Highnesses to have 
given them all the weariness^ and kept for themselves all the amusement. It 
would not be a very nice thing to tell their “Royal Brother” that “we had 
sfidh fun when Tou^were gone,” — ^bnt, most undonotedly, they did not have it 
while their Roy^ Brother and the Princess of Wales and all th6 other Royalties 


have been Mr. John D’Auban, did some excellent pan- 
tomime, which, being lively^ was instantly suppressed,— 
it soon settled down again mto the same iiopdess weari- 
ness that characterised this Fancy Dress BaR up to 
ITS A.M., when, as the song says, “ Weary, so weary, of 
waiting,” — ^which might be a chaimt for our “ Robert,” 
by the way,— I wrapped my auld cloak about me, and i 
hied away to a cheerful supper-party, when, being treated 
much after the fashion of a drowning man by the 
Humane ^iety, I was slapped heartRy on the back, 
restoratives were appRed, and in a few minutes I was 
able to recount how I had suffered and escaped from the 
Converted and Too Respectable Savages. 


entertainments are to be given, and the two Are 


ffuh or humour that dared to flicker up in a vain attempt at enRvmnng the 

Bbsough, as a comic Policeman, after a few struggle® to infu^ 
flcte life into the business of the scene, gave it up in despair, and it was in 
a vbide broken with emeticSn that he gasped into a frfend^s ear, “ My boy— I— 


playing a duologue* When you are Tire^, it is Just as 
weR to make yourselves Pop’kr Trees*^ 


“ What with the horse-boats,” said Mrs. Bahs- 
BOTHAH, “the steam-lunches, the (K>ndolers, the out^. 
lagers, me Canadian oabooaf^ and the banyans^ we had 
; the neatest difficftdtw, at Henley, in getting from tm ride 
of the livCr ix> the omer.^’ • ' 
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OF MEATF^ 

.ts Tiew Comic SoTig.) 


BOOTHERATIOW. 

The recent decision in tlie Booth, Eagle, and Grecian Contract Case must have been 
** mnare to the General**^ But why, whenever Salvationists are brought, by their own fault 
or misfortune, into Court, are they taken up tenderly,” and treated with such special con- 
sideration? Is noise snade hy Salvationisis in their so-called religious meeting to be 
tolerated any more than noise made by any other sect? Would a procession of Roman 
i^thoBo Orders, with banners, music, and chanting* and all the paraphernalia of their religious 
»eii[H>nies, sanctioned by use of centuries, ana no new thing ” of the day before yester- 
day^ be protected by the Law ? Isn’t such a procession ille^ ? And, if so, why shouldn’t 
for the Roman Goose he equally sauce for the Salvationist Gander ? Or vice versd, 

Bnt why any processions? whether of Ritualists, Reformers, Salvationists, Romanists, 
i^iadlan^tes, or BWmasons ? A Procession is a nuisance at any time, and should only be 
m mre and exceptional occasions. As to the noisy Reli^ous Services which 
dia^^ ’Sie peace and qtiiet oi neighbourhoods on the Bay of Rest they should be all confined 
wi@dn ^ fenr walls of their own Tabernacle, Camp, Church, or donventiole, whatever it may 
bev aod those walls should be, by Act of Parliament, of a sufficient thickness to prevent the 
escape of aR noise. And what a benefit for the wor^ppers within, as all noise outside would 
be exduded also. 


If the maxim of ^*Xeep yourselves to 
vourselves, and don’t say nothing to no- 
body J’ were acted upon by all these so- 
caRed, or self-styled, Religious Bodies, how 
much happier we should all be. “Inciuirers 
after Truth” can call on them, and ii they 
find Truth at home (not TrutNs proprietor 
and representative, Mr. LABOtrCHEEE, M.P., 
of course he is always very much at home 
in the House), they cau step inside and 
remain there. Only don’t let the different 
parties parade the streets, and come out and 
disturb good folks who, unable to forego 
their absolutely necessary work even on 
Sunday, are compelled to remain at home 
and to find their religious service iu the 
practical maxim Ldborare est orare; or 
those more fortunate who would make holi- 
day of rest in the open air, away from the 
Screechers, the Preachers, the Ranters, and 
Canters. An Englishman’s house is his 
Castle,— if it is a public-house it may be his 
Elephant and Castle, — and an Englishman’s 
House of Prayer should be as private as his 
Castle: but, even in his own house, if an 
EngHsnman is a nuisance to his neighbour, 
the ‘‘aggrieved parishioner” has his remedy. 
Liberty for all, but don’t make too free 
with Liberty. 


SONG ON A SUMMER 
BEVERAGE. 

When the Summer skies are glowing, 
And the Swains the hay-crop mowing, 
And the cornfields yellower growing, 
Whilst young lovers whisper bosh 
In the hawthorn shade together, 

During warm and sultry weather, 

When the bloom is on the heather, 

Slake your thirst ^vith Lemon-Squash. 

Jove, of Mount Olympus .Rector, 

Gods’ and mortals’ Lord Protector, 

Daily draini^ bowls of Nectar, 

Wont, at ELebe’s bands^ to wash 
Down Ambrosia, .robed with kirtle 
Gilt sky-blue, iu crown of myrtle 
Twined with olive, fared on turtle ; 
Gua:ffed a kind of Lemon-Squash. 

Fresher than the crystal fountain 
Alpine Traveller, his account in, 

Says he met with up the mountain, 
Where he heard the Itanz des Vaches; 
Cure for morning qualm, that crosses 
Chest o’erlaid with wines and sauces, 
Last night’s work, to cool hot fauces 
Nought will serve like Lemon-Squash. 

Sometimes put a slight addition 
To its simple composition, 

Tending to augment fruition ; 

Islay, Lome, or Farintosh. 

If your whiskey be not handy, 

As for Jove’s own Nectar, Sandie, 

Let us mingle rum or brandy, 

So make Punch of Lemon-Squash. 


Cricket. 

Last week the usual match “Gentlemen 
V. Players” (invidious distinction I) was 
played at Lord’s; the Gentlemen distin- 
guishing themselves matly. The force of 
emulation could further go if we had a 
theatrical contest, Amateurs v. Professionals, 
playing a new and oximal piece. The 
palm to he awarded by a Critical Committee. 
An umpire could be present to score the 
laughs, tears, applause, and hits made in 
the course of the piece hy* each Actor* 
Good notion. Let the Sdhoorof Dramatic 
Art, if it stiH exists, try it. 
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METROPOLITAN PRIZE PUZZLES. No. 6. 

The IJkdeeground Passage at Clapham Junction Station. Any Time in the Day. Preoccupied Traveller— forgotten 
WHICH Stairs to take. Two iMiNUTEs to catch Tp^ain. — To find a Porter, or any Officul, or anyone, to put you 

(him) right. 


EOBEET AT GEEENWICH. - 

I AIN^T bin werry well lately, praps just a leetle too mncb igb 
Hving, so as I was reckmendea a change of hair for a week or two 
just to in^^^erate my constitnshnn, I accepted a offer for Grinnidge 
where the Wite Bait Season has just about begun. Grinnidge is a 
nice place, Grinnidge is wen it tayn’t low water and wen there am’t 
no bad smells from ^the Eiver. There ’s ^erally 2 or 3 smoking 
steamers a rushing along to make the plaice lively, and wen the 
snn ’s a goin for to set and is' throwin quite an alo of crimson glory 
on the back of the lie of Bogs, and yon ’ve had a good dinner and a 
few glasses of onr *47 port, which ain’t quite all gone yet, you might 
amost fancy yourself in Wenice, or in any other lovely waterin 
place, always exceptin Margate, which has a charm of its own for 
the Citizens and the Citizenesses of our grand old City as amost 
nothihk can equal. 


good a staggerer as even a Waiter ever heard. Of course the first 
thing that suggests itself to my perfeshnai mind is, with a mountain 
of cod how about ^the necessary oysters ? but of course nobody 
bleeved him. 

By way of wariety we had quite a swell Wedding Breakfast last 
: week, and that ’s always a most intresting ewent for all on us. 

There’s a certin kind of sumthink about a Wedding Brealcfast 


tbatit’swerry difficult to describe. Nobody seems to be quite at 
his ease. The poor bridegroom tries werry hard to look as if it was 
all a mere omary ceremony as he went through about wunoe a 
month, hut fails miserably. Tbe poor bride in all her magnificent 
array, so unnateral at breakfast time, ginexally feels no aouht as 
uncumfertahle as she looks. But that wasn’t the case with our 
Bride, not hv no means. Having reached that ^ serene period of 
igsistence wiien blushing is looked upon as a thing of the past, our 
Bride marched her youn^ husband about with a air of triumph 
beautiful to see. The Bridesmaids giggled as usual and whisper^ 
as usual, and the young Mashers wore such fearfully stiff collera 
I that they didn’t dare turn their heads round for fear of cutting their 
throats. And the rich old uncle who paid for the Brekfast without 
I a grumble, and behaved werry well to ns — so he must have been a 


XIUXLC UJL tuc XVlVCl UAU.CJ.O a> IJLiUJt. UJULLULi;:!. V .9UJ.V 

to begiu with, and one of our little bills wouldn’t suit them to end 
with ; but from the lordly four horse drag with a dook or a markis 
on the box, and a lot of swells, who not only don’t care what they 
pays, hut who axshallv seems to like it all the better the more we 
charges ’em, down to the little City Club as comes down by the four- 
penny steamer, and laughs and talks away all dinner time, till I 
takes ’em the BDl, there ^ naterally a great many degrees of hungry 
humanity, hut, as the Poet says, “one taste of dinner makes the hole 
world km,” and I ’ve seen a reel live Dutchess make as hearty a 
dinner as if she had been nothink but the wife of a Fishmonger or a 
Loniner, whatever mysterious gentleman that may he. 

THihimx 'a ATia. +liiTin. ol-mroTro o+nmlroo mi& AY* 'fllAea lYl^mottfriTlOi* AAflaiAnS 


There one thing as always strikes me on these intresting ocasions 
and that ’s the wonderful stories— I think that ’s the genteel name for 
’em— as is told by gents as is quite old enuff to know better. I heard 
one on ’em only^yesterday say, acahally without blushiug, that he 
heard Professor Hucksijey say that on the coast of Norway there was 
a mountain of eodfi^ nearly 200 feet deep ! I think that about as 


flien the young husband proposed the Bridesmaids with such a 
degree of unnecessary warmth, and the prettiest of the lot blushed 
and trembled so werry pereepterbly, that the middling-aged ^Bride 
gave a sort of suppressed scream and a gasp and fiopwd off into a 
regular fainting fit oefore you could say Jack Bobinson 1 
It must be a wery fine thing to be married to a great fortune, I 
^ould think, I never had that g(^ fortune myself, so I can’t speak 
from igsperienoe, hut I should think so, never the less I did not envy 
that young husband his ride with his wealthy bride on his wedding 
day after she’d reenvered when going to catch the traia, and I should 
tbrnTr from what I saw, and what I heard from Mary, that all 
the honey he tasted during Ms long long wedding-month could have 
been gathered hy the laziest hee as ever improv^ the shining hour, 
fw)m the werry smallest fiour as ever opened. EoBHEtx,. 
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BOTFALO DANCE OF THE ST. STEPHEN’S SAVAGES. 


Mouse of Co7nmo7is^ Monday Might July 9. — Cleaj enongH to! 
foresee that when the Bishops performed their sharp littleimanoeuTre | 
on Third Beading of Deceased Wife’s Sister Bill they were sowing a | 
wind that would provide them in due time with crop of whirlwind. 


really meant. ^ 

^me objection tah:en to familiar Reference in Wn^us’s Kesolution, 
which ,rans to the efEect that “ The legislative power of Bishops in 
thej^House of Beers in Parliament is a great hindrance to their 
spiritual functions, prejudicial to the commonwealth, and fit to be 
t^en away by Bni.” All this is true eno^h ; but the reference to 
Bight Hon. Gentleman at the head of the Grovemment seems a little 
familiar. I myself, following high precedent, sometimes allude to him 
as Grand Old Man, or, for brevity (which is the soul of a diary), as the 
G. 0. M. But that is different from Wuxis’s reference in the House 
of Commcms. Q,uite true that a Statesman who has abolished Irish 
Ghuroh is proper personage to remove Bishops from the House of 
lords. But to speak of them as being ‘‘fit to be taken away by 
Bm ” is low. 

Conservatives got a great scare to-night. Rumoured that Bead- 
XATieH coming down^ to take seat. Sir Staefoed Noetbccote 
s^w in this great opportunity. Some nimht think that only Baneolph 
could meet emergency like this. IS^uld show them something. 
Rahbouph away ; (H>a^ dear and command undisputed. PierytorSi 
sent round ^Conservatives. Hint conveyed to Pamellites. Everybody 
earlj^ in their place, impatient at prolongation of Questions. Scouts 
out in Palace Yard on look-out for Beadiaitoe. Eyes anxiously 
turning to door. 

“ lust the sort of man to come in at idie last moment, and spoil 
I wwibing,”* ^ys H. W. Stos. 

Spaptoee Hoethoote got on with his Resolution. 

I ate brief conversation, and Beadlauob: forbidden to enter 

the House. 

powJ'JimDcents I ” says Mr. Laeoucheee. regarding the jubi- 
lant of Conservatiyes and Pamellites. ‘^BeaelauoBl’s been 
too much far thmiu Twisted them round his finger like piece of 
Didr^ ca^ to have another row with pdice. Por a man of 
ins age and fighting weight, very disagreeable to "be hustled down 


jtcesoiution ne was sate, wniist mignt renew appearance oi being 
persecuted. Personally, don’t care for Bkaelaitgh, but he ’s done 
this beautifully.” 

Business done , — ^Passed twenty Clauses of .Corrupt Practices Bill. 

Tuesday Night , — “ Don’t know,” said Mr. Boitrke, looking across 
the House at Mr. Ioees Howaee, “that I ever saw Mr, Bichmck 


How he mentions it, there certainly is something Pickwickian in 
posture of Howaee. very little dressing, and a quarter of an 

hour’s study , could do Bwhwiffk to the life. At present addressinar 


House under difficulties. Subject, Importation of Foreign Cattle. 
Time, forty minutes after midnight. House crowded, fretful, and 
anxious for a Division. 

“How,” says Mr. Howaee, looking up from n6tes, and turning 
plnmp figure and rosy face full upon audience — “ How, as to origin 
of this disease.” 

House howls, groans, and tears its hair. Howaee surprised at this 
demonstration. What can be the matter? Only going to trace 
foot-and-mouth disease from earliest development. Won’t be more 
than an hour. Having mildly surveyed tumultuous throng, and 
dexterously availing^hmiself of slight pause, continues— 

“ How, as to the spontaneous origin of this disease.” 

“ Spontaneous ” a good word, but not soothing. House howls and 
roars worse than ever. Howaee pauses. Tbitika opportunity 
favourable for consultmg notes, which are about two inches and a 
h^ thick. ^ In occasional lulls, scrupulously traces back origior of 
disease, which he appears to j^d in Zoological Gardens. (Probably 
that ’s what was the matter with Junibo when he occasionally walked 
through iron-bound walls of cage.) Having settled thTs point, 
Howaee grows retrospective. 

“ In June, 1875,” he says — ^whereat hursts forth uproar louder than 
ever. When storm temporarfiy lulled, Howaee, taking stride out 
on to the_floor of the House, said, in insinuating tones, “ JEa 1876—” j 
Ho better result. House wouldn’t have eitimr 1875 or 1876 at ^y 
price. Howaee tried back. Went on another tack, 
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“ Then there is another fact,’' he was heard tu sav above the uproar. 

**Oh! oh! oh! Yah! yah! yah! ’Tide! Mdfe! ’vide!” Four hundred 
Gentlemen in frantic sta^e of Tndicnation. Howabd more beaming and 
benevolent than ever, thon?h increasimrly difficult to follow in his remarts. 

“ Lookina: at these things,” says he, I have come to the conclusion ” 

** Hear ! hear ! hear ! ” Hoixse ringing with cheers. 

‘‘I have come to the conclusion — ” [ramced cheers] — *‘that the time has 

now arrived ” Deafening ax)plaiise, amid which Howaub, after some 

gesticulation in dumb show, fesximed his seat. 

Business done, — Chaplin’s Motion, which MuynixLi. says will practically 
prohibit importation of Foreign Cattle, carried by 200 votes against 192. 

Wednesdm/ Afternoon. — Something like old times in House to-day. During 
epoch of spirited Foreign Policy rarely night passed without British Fleet 
sailing for the Bosphorus, or sailing back again. Prussians at the ^tes of 
Constantinople, or report of one of the Grand Dukes being seen crossing the 
Caucasus, This afternoon Peemixk described how GalHc Cock has been 
crowing in Madagascar — even sticking his spurs in British Consul. Also a 
Missionary been appropriated by devastating French Admiral, 

Xevei*,” says Evixyx Ashley, “ knew war begin, or threatened in foreign 
parts, but there was -a Missionarv in it. ^ Cherche la femme f TALLEYiLixn 
said, when there ’s a social difficulty. ‘ Cherche le missiotmaire' when there ’s 
a war in remote comers of the earth.” 

Gland Old Man, in quietest way, which evidently meant business, intimated 
that explanations had been demanded in Paris, and they were expected to be 
of a certain kind, Yo bluster or responsive wing-flapping. But House feels 
the a€air will he properly attended to. 

Thursday. — Quite a pleasant evening spent in Committee of Supply, with 
Corrupt Practices to follow. Mr. Dilewt^v obserrag Irish Members absent, j 
endeavoured to get up debate on old Hues. Pexee informed of situation, 
patriotically left dinner, and hastened to Committee. Tote going forwfmd on 
Station^. Sir Geobge Balfoee makes important discovery. Stationery 
Expenditure at War Office decreased during Egyptian Campaign. 

“ Always does,” says Sir Geobge. “When war going on no time for useless 
corresrondence.” 

Shall look into this question. What we want to do is to keep dowm Estiniates. 
War is costly. But if there are more than corresponding savings in Stationery 
Department, war becomes duty of Political Economists, iike^ myself, Petes, and 
DiLLwrsr. Shall summon meeting in tea-room, and talk this over. 

Meanwhile Petes in pursuit of Economy, urges that private Members shall 
have pri^ege of franking. “ Members of Government,^’ says he, “ can 
up to any amount of postage. Get their private letters franked,” he added, 
amid groans from Waetoe’, who begins to think not so bad to be a Minister. 
“ It would,”” Petek adds, “ be much more economical and lead to large saving, 
H tMs privilege of frankmg were extended to private Members.” ^ ^ 

Go entirely with Petek, more especially since Parcels Post coming m. Feel 

S ’e of Barks would take deeper interest in me as their Bepresentative, H I 
not only fra nk their letters, but move about their parcels on economical 
terms. Bzisiness done. — Ten Totes in Committee of Supply. Progress with 
Corrupt Practices Bill. 

Friday Fight — Excitement about Sir Akthek Eaytek’s hat revived by 
report that it was Paksell who t(wk it. Fresh crowds m cloak-^m round 
the bandbox in which the mysterious hat reposes. Tarious opinions among 
Members, Many remember that Pakxell wore band of ^ crape on hat. Myste- 
rious hat has deep band of crape. On other hand, hat is marked with init i als, 
“ A. M.” That a poser. c -j: 

Edwakd Clakze, fresh from Old Bailey, pooh-poohs difficulty-^ .Says n a 
once gives himself up to dissipation of exchanging his hat, initials in the 
last he leaves are of no consequence. 

“ All very well for hiTn to be uncrowned King of Ireland,” says Sir .^thct 
Haxtee, with some bitterness. ** But he ’s no right to go and crown himself 
with my hat.” , , . r.. * 


cttok-Geitekal says no one opposes i 

flye hundred Amendments. ‘‘ Why, I opposed it.” House emphaticatly oi j 
opinion that it comas to the same filing. Cross (who on this hap^ ooc^ion 
mustn’t forgei io call Elchakb) russing about in grandest Cyoss ^ie, 
BtII ordered to Be reported. Donns falls upon AttoknEY-Geme^ s neck, is 
dragged off by Solicitok-Gksterax as if he were BKAnLAWH, and all go home. 


LAWN-TENNIS LOBS. 

y.yA*./ hy Junior. 

iS 



Gentlemen’s Doubles. 


Smart Seni< 


mm 


----- m 



Ladies Singles. 



A Splendid Bally. 


Back Play. 




Smothejdng the Bawl. 


j'S' - 






Two Sets to One. 








lalling away. Usea to oe plump, weii-ieaturea, careiuuy uresseu, . 

How 3othes hang on biTn loosely. Cheeks sunken, eyes haggard^ and developmg 
unaccustomed fretfulness. Pretty to see Sir Charles Forster m these circum- 
stances. FoEows Sir Arthur about at deferential distance, a^ously eyeing 
him. True delicacy of soul shown in fact that he neyer wears his hat w hen he 
passes him. This silent, xmobtrusive sjmpathy only aggravates Sir Arthur m 

prese^tem^. ShuMte, orELLPHAZ the Otherthmgite, with me,” 

he growls. “ Wants us to sit down on the ground together, and momn. But 1 
haven’t tihe patience of Job. I don’t want a comforter ; I want my hat. 

Corrupt Practices Bill through at last. Amendments towards end swaimwea 

. -I -fTT-r ,1 . Vtao4'a “ SnTT- 


Playing up to the Love Game. 

IMPEESSIOHS OF AH “ IMFBESSIOHIST.” 


The Lord Chief Justice of England has accepted an invitation ^m the 

BewToak: Bar AEsoeiarion to b© present at itened; annual meeting. Thefiewi 
Yprk Bsr Association sounds like “ liquoring-up,” 


excessive * 

That “form” is a fine thing, but not quite that 

“form”; ^ i ^ i 

That fish-like gasping and comi^lacent gloating 
Are not the choicest of rhetoric graces j 
That there is tedium in stale aneedoting 
Sprinkling a prairie-flat of commonplaces ; 

That elevated chiu and sidelong glan<^ 

Are yeiy ancient tricks — M ary-Ahher ; 

That maia-of-aH-work coquetry enhances 
The nauseousn^s of the sestnetic mann^ ; 

That “ Beauty-worship ” is a bogus 
As urged by spirits maudlin, morbid^ muddy ; 
That played-out Charlatans with cmt insult us* 
"Who lecommend their cult to — E^rabuddy ’ I 
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THE SOCtAL POSITION OF THE ACTOR HAS IMPROVED OF LATE YEARS, BUT STILL 

LEAVES MUCH TO BE DESIRED. 

Walter lissom {the Jeune Premier of tJic Parthenon), ask TOtr all, Ladies, has an Actor ever yet been made a Knight op 

THE Garter, or even had the refusal of a Peerage 1 Kevsr / ” 

Chorus of adoring luehessesj Marchionesses, and Countesses, Shame / ” 


A MUTUAL UNDEESTANDING. 

Reynard loquitur — 

Charaeing I A really capita arrangement. 

{Seeinff I cannot tcholly hioh you out) 

Will quite prevent deplorable estrangement 
Between old friends, removes all leering doubt. 
An entente cordiale, indeed, 7non ami I 
Pledge of enduring peace and lasting love, 

{Should like to serve you — xcell, as they ser'ved Sami !) 
j Typed by tbe oHve-brancb and cooing dove. 

Those Forty Centuries” of our Little Co^oral 
Never looked down on such a scene as this. 

{Wad not ycmr countrymen heen lulled to torpor all 
; They nder had managed such a chance to miss) 

f How nice to have you for a friendly neighbour, 

, Co-operative in oivilising tod, 

I Ready to share — time — ^the gloiious labour 

I ( Yet waive the LMs portion of the spoil ) . 

I How strong you look, how muscular, how sturdy I 

What music in your clear sonorous voice ! 
[Sacr~r-r-e J Pd sooner hear a hurdy-gurdy !) 

Concessions to the comrade of my choice, 

My love and magnanimity displaying, 

I make with joy. Our interests are conjoint. 

You seem prepared for toiling. {And for paying. 
Which, after all, is the hnportant point 1) 

A lion so Titanic, so imposing, 

^yptian sands have never seen before* 

I {Au grnnis are sfimepiUle to ghzmg, 

j Prom jPcdyphmm downwards,) He who bore 


Atlas’s load, as hcum tenens, never 
Showed bpader shoulders or more mighty thews. 
{Dieu merd, Hercules is seldom clever f) 

C^est magnifique ! My paw you won’t refuse ? 

C^est un succes pyra^nidale^colo^^sl. 

Our solidarite; the heavens must smile 
Upon our love. {I vnsh that I could toss all 
Your ** traps and you yourself into the Kile , — 

All f Well, no, not the millions ; they ’// he useful ! ) 

How pleasant to reflect that in despite 
Of little tiffs, and journals of abuse luU, 

We are so {Sacr-r-r-S /) thoroughly All Right ! ” 

Zeo loquitur — 

All right ? Hold on ! You take too much for granted, 
’Tis pleasant— on fair terms — ^to be allied, 

But this “ arrangement ” is not quite what ’s wanted ; 

The reciprocity seems all one side. 

Concessions ? Heaven forbid that friendship’s purity 
Should be disturbed by too great greed of pelf ; 

But what do you concede ? Eh "^at ? Security ? 
My friend, I will look after that myself. 


Hising Seat in Surrey. 

With regard to extension of the Parliamentary Franchise in any 
measure the Government may contemplate, their consideration should 
be given to the present anomalous condition of Wimbledon. Although 
the territorial division of that part of Surrey has not as yet been 
erected into an electoral district, nevertheless nearly the whole of 
Wimbledon Common, now the Volunteers are encamped there, is 
under Canvas. 


Prospects op the Grouse. — ^No fear of M.P.’s miioh before September. 
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"A WORD AND A BLOW!” 

Fifst Gent [Gelt). “Ye het *m at me Bkothek’s, the Mimbek, I think?” 
Second GeM {Sazm), “Yes, bitt I hatek’t akt ejivouhable impression op 

i—'N FACT— UM— HE STRUCK ME AS A LlAE.” 

First Gent “ Did he, thin 1 ? I hope ye Hit ’m 3Ack, Suer I ” 


CRICUL QUESTIONS. 

“TLr* Cjiitrol of tho traffic will be under the direction of a 
Briti-h Naval Officc-r .” — Coneemon Ifm, 

Is It absolutely ntcessary that he should be a good 
, Sailor ? 

Ouffht he to be oi a distinctly melancholy turn of mind ? 
. "Will he be rtCL*ivecl on his arrival with a salute of one 
ciinr 

If this can be amicably settled by skilful diplomacy, 

‘ will the BTiti':h Government undertake to pay for the 
; necessary powder r 

: TTill Sr. DE Lepseps have occasionally to cap him ? 

■ AVni he have oefa*5ioiially to cap M. be Lessees ? 

! they, on this account, occasionally avoid each 

, other r 

"Will he, on liis decease, have a right to a public 
funeral r 

NViU he, meantime, he expected to dine on board every 
ve^^el going through the Canal either way ? 

'W’ill he he compelled to wear a cocked baton Sundays? 

"When no business is doing, will he be^rmitted to 
-danc&a^uiot- hornpipe nr* Lflrei ? 

YillJie ^y that this reminds him of a Bank holiday ? 

NVill IT.' BE Lesseps complain of this remark as a 
“ regrettable incident ” ? 

If a 5000-ton ship gets aground, and blocks the Canal, 
will he have the privilege of directing it to move on ? 

If, notwithstanding, it find itself unable to move on, 
what will he be expected to do with it ? 

NVill he have a right to blow up the Canal as a pre- 
caution, in time of wnr ? 

Will the Company have the right to blow hi-m up, as a 
recreation, during a period of peace ? 

When the dividend on the traffic touches 50 per cent., 
will he he allowed a bonns of half a farthing in the 
pound, and he presented with anew suit of clothes ? 

If he gets this within the next ninety-nine years, will 
he be really happy ? 

If he doesn’t/ but falls overboard when nobody is 
looking, will he be much missed ? 

And will M. be Lessees, or will he not, on suddenly 
hearing the news, dance a cancan^ and make an un- 
seemly manifestation ” ? 


Placed by M. de liESSEPS :—The Suez Canal, 1 ; La 
France, 2 ; and the Rest of the nowhere ! 


^^THE TITLE mm.” 

Me. Ibting made an excellent ^eech at the supper given to him 
by Mi\ Bancroet last week. Among many sensible things said 
by him on that occasion, he intimated that he would rather not 
accept a title, andnretik '‘Sir” to " Henry,” as long as he was 
Knightly appearing before the Public. ^ But when he re&es — a 
^ylong distant — surely he would then accept a title if he wnsidered' 
it a compliment to Ms profession, and a public recognition of the 
Actor’s social status. 

For ourselves, we should wish to see a new Order established, say 
of Knights of the Bound Table of Art and literature, which should 


in^mia of the Order. 

Bne Sisters of the Brush must not be forgotten. 5£rs. Butler, 
Mrs. JoPLiNG, and Mrs.:PERU0i2n: would hold rank equal to Uie j 
“Ladies of the Order of St. John of Jerusalem/’ or be Baronessea 
unless their husbands were decorated, in wMch case they would 
share with them, by Boyal Licence, the honour of the title. 

On the Stage the rule would be the same, when it would be an 
advantage to tbe Actresses to retain in the playbill their mamed 
names, instead of continxdng to pass themselves off on the Public as 
spinsters, — a form of deception, which, in its comnoLencement, was 
not entirely innocent. But we have latterly changed a good deal of 
that for the better. 


brought up to the footlights, and inherited a good theatrical name, on 
which he is unwilling to trade. This last instance, however, is 
intellimble. What a revelation of real names there wonid be, if the 
Heralds’ College had to go into the matter, in order to confer the 
tides, nnless the Crown, the Source and Fountain of Honour, decreed 
! that, as the compliment was intended for the profession, the pro- 
fessional name should^be retained and distmguished. 

NTo Actor has ever been Moight^': 'yet William SkAksPKARB mxLst ' 
have had a pretty good chance of the distinction at the hands of 
Elizabeth. His Szr Andrew Agueeheek and his Sir John Fahtaff 
were perhaps against him. 

On the whole, we fancy everyone who takes any interest in the 
subject would rather see a special Order — (nothing io do with the 
Theatrical ‘ ‘ Orders ” — '* not admitted after Seven ”) — created for the 


assnm^ name, or his real name ? For, contraiw to the custom m 
every other profession, — ^with which it is true, the profession of an 
Art does not stand precisely on the same ground — ^the man who goes 
on to the Stage, no matter from what Mass of Society he may come, 
ewssmn^, as a rule (to wMch, at the present mcnaent* ve are, only 
aeq'iminted widi cme recent exception}, an dSas ; ani this, top, in 
Mmm inataces, where he has coma fern a theatdesaL stack,. -been 


the rather mixed assembly of JEast-End and West-End Knights. 
An Eng^lkb Order of St. Cecilia could he created for the Musicians, 
and the distinguished order, with collar, of “ S.S. Genesias and Geia-* 
sinus. Comedians and Martyrs, A.i>. 286 and 297,” for the worthy 
Actors. Mr. P. is not much of a HagioloMst, but Alban Butler 
was, to whose learned work the reader is hereby referred. Their 
festival is kept on August 26th, whai the Order might insti- 
tuted. There can be no objection to bringing in Saints as Patron^ 
while we have a Theatre dedicated to St. James the Apostl^under 
the management of Messrs, Habb and Kendal, *pad a Hall of 
Entertainment the Home of the Gallery of Blnstration, dedicatoi 
to the Patron toit of England, George, under the management 

of Messrs, 38 bed and B. G. Graxst. , We present these hints 

to the Rouge Dragon at Heralds’ Mkge, any o&er learned monster 
who may Imppen to be on the > 

’ Fob the Tunnel is “ doored.” Wh^ will il 

beroofed? .^1 . ' ^ — — 
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DIARY OF ATHLETE 
ESi THE DOO-DAYS. 

{8ug{!€sted bg the Fashionable 
Fixtures in the Morning 
Fapers.) 

7 A.^r. — Run on a bicycle. 
Did ten miles before breaHast. 
About 60® in tbe shade. 

9 A.ir. — ^Lawn-Tennis. Two 
lio\irs’ bout single-handed. 
About 70® in the shade. 

11 A.3i.—Gricket. Stayed in 
for a couple of hours, and 
made sixty-two runs. About 
80® in the shade. 

1 jp.M. — Rowing. One hun- 
dred and twenty minutes of 
I really good practice agamst 
I the tide. About 90® in the 
shade. 

3 p.3r.— Polo. Another two 
hours’ work in the roasting 
sun. Miirht be almost any- 
thing in the shade. 

5 p.3r. — Skirmishing drill 
and the new attack with mv 
Volunteers. So busy, that had 
no time to discover whatever 
it was in the shade. 

7 P.3r. — Public Dinner. 
Hardest work of the day. 
iS'othing to eat, dull speeehe's, 
and temperature fever-heat in 
the shade. 

9 P.sr. — Two hours at the 
play. Frightful crush. Judg- 
mg from the StaRs, about 100® 
in the shade. 

12 Mii)2fiGHT.~At a dance. 
Waltzed incessantly until the 
morning. Heat awful. In 
the conservatory amongst the 
fernery at least 120® in the 
shade. 

3 A.K.— Dumb-bells and bed. 
Thoroughly done up. Tro- 
pical temperature of no great 
importance now, as all my 
senses are jnst at present— like 
my atmospheric readings — in 
the shade I ” 
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SUH-SPOTTERY.” 

“ Mr. Oliver arrives, after 
much argument, at the conclusion 
which might have been antici- 
pated, ‘that Sun-spottery is not 
what it is represented to be, but 
i^ for the most part, humbug/ 

The Globe, 

They say that great wars have 
begun 

From norrid spots npon the 
Snn, 

Each national calamity 
Springs, so it seems some sa- 
vants say. 

From spots upon the orh of 
day, 

Destructive of all amity. 

They also note each spot ap- 
pears, 

At certain iutervals of years, 

With fatal periodicity^ 
From SAPnfE and from Wolef 
we learn 

They make the compass-needle 
turn, 

And bring on electricity. 

Professor Jeyoks — here’s a 
game ! — 

Declared that Sun-spots were 
to blame 

When English commerce got 
awry ; 

But Mr. pLTVEE has thrown 
A new light on the Sun, and 
shown 

The hxunbug of Sun-spot- 
tery ! 


“ It ’ s always a sign of 
stormy weather,” saidddight- 
ful Mrs. Rajisbotham, at Mar- 
gate one day, “ when yon see 
the purposes rolliug about in 
the orphan.” 


‘‘SELF-HELP,” 

BY SMILES. 


Thought upoh Thought- 
Reabin-g. — Laboucheee V . 
Ieying Bishop: MoIo JEpis- 
coparL 


SUITOAT AT THE SALON. 


paying ^ 

^the ^lay” has long since ceased to be “ the^thing.” 5ie Pictures 
have ^ven way to the People with a democratic devotion that should 
i^e even Birmingham’s Johh and Joseph put up patronising eye- 
gteses at -them. And the People’s day is Sunday, from ten till six. 

Breakfast fxst. The Champs Elys^es on a Sunday are wofuRy 
dentate of decent inns. The “ Moulin Rouge ” is no more, and the 
Amhass^ hears an Rl name as a hreakfast-place. IDie 
du^nh who take a roll, spmR Lyons sausage, and a chopine in theii 
pockem, are not to be imitated* Hie Adminislration thinlrg it is 
enough to feast the eyes, and its myrmidons vigorously discourage 


, many sterliuE 
^tedeHe 


reuRl; 

j Buttes Cl 

n^t are green, and ibHcit smokers in shirt-deeves.- Middle-clai 
anasaim, mopmen and girls, tradesmen, provident fund-holders con 
^ wea f^e, students come for fun, writers come for characte: 
a come to feel the pulse of public opinion, and a sprioi 

^ m jgmmsm come to do the democrat. The taR winds in slow! 

by cheap Catalogue vendors— from two to ten sous- 
»'_isiHH!mati<m enough to satisfy anybody save th^ painte] 
therein ; and after running a " 


-.wailly 

.ss and trees at the Buttes Char 


schools, &c., shudders at the sculpture, and rushes, panting, to the 
salon carr^, 

Bara must be seen first of aR. The Baras — ^there are two of 
them— have put the people’s taste to a sore test. There is the rude 
nude Bara of Henotje, a meagre Paris gamin, whose uniform con- 
sists of a pair of drumsti 9 ks, and not a bit of nistoric upholstery or 
scenic ca^eutey about him. “ That Rara,” the prudliommes who 
know their history, say, with veRed eyes, “R it had only been a 
nymph or a Venus, clothes wouldn’t so much matter ; ” and they 
pass on to that other Bara of M. Weibtz’s, the true heroic youth in 
red and gold lace, a sublimated Sandford and Tom Brown, in the 
act of exclaiming, “We must not say ‘ Vi-ve le Boi!^ lor that 
would be naugh-ty.” This is a very popular work with the mothers, 
who have aR a fondness for heroic cherubim. 

More mtriotism in oRs-^not oRve oil generaRy, nor oR upon the 
waters. Flameug’s “ Camille Desmoulins^’ draws the young patriots 
and patriotesses. It is nice and rosy and touching. Camille teRs the 
messenger to sit down to dinner, plays with his pink baby f acinghis 
pink wife, and a pink servant in grey takes away the ^ates. “ What 
a pity he’s so ugly!” the Girl-critics from the Eauhourg say. 

Maratj fia^ed by Robespieeee and Daisttoit, by M. Soubet, is 
one of those pieces of hectic tawdry that always attract — as subjects, 
not as works — ^pictures that need half a page of description in the 
catalogues. Before Aleyanbbe Bebtin’s firiA canvas, the “ Thmeral 
of HocheF the old soldiers take their stand for a q^uarter of an hour ; 
and you hear hoarse talk olgparementy hrandehourgy calotte panache; 
whRe the young warriors study the anatomy of a Lady dressed by 
Madame Gobiv^ couiuri&rcy two frames off. The “ Femmes de Pans 
demandant du Fain d Versailles ” is out of date in more than one 
respect, and the general apathy of the multitude abxmdantly’prow 
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I with an angry clerk. It is certainly that — 
particularly the shawl. Bastien Lepage is 
< one of the few modern Painters whose names 
t mean anything to Sunday spectators. With 
them it is voir Si. Lepage; he 

painted G-ambetta.” He is worth seeini^, 
even this year. His Village Love*^ is a 
love of a picture in townsfolks^ eyes; the 
exaggerated rustic is making such nirallv 
robust love to a stout country lass with such 
an intensely bucolic eagerness to believe 
everjihing ! And if the houses and trees 
in the background look as if they were 
about to fall on the lovers’ heads, it would 


been looking too long, under the pretence 
of analysing “Tceefrre.” 

Andromaque is studied as a matter of 
duty. The "People always ruus to the pic- 
! tores with a !^bel on them, and is prepared 
i to find anjihing hors concours superb. An 
ingenious young haberdasher who had dis- 
covered that the Ministere des Beaux Arts 
out of fourteen purchases had bought 
twelve nudities, even he found himself 
irresistibly attracted by the acquis par 
PJEtat Andromaque is strongly, almost 
violently, conceived and executed, hut it is 
a sore puzzle to the Catalogueiess. M. 
Bochegrosse’s heroine is throwing herself 
on the swashbuckler who has seizea her son 
by Uetsses* order. She is held back by 
the Greeks, and Asttaxax is about to be 
east from the walls. There is blood every- 
where — Hochegrosse has Henri Keg- 
NAXJLr’s insatiable thirst 'for gore ; and the 
captor of the young Trojan has the head- 

E iece of a Huron, not the helmet of a Greek; 
ut, for all that, the suspended breath oi 
the common spectators is enough to prove 
the power of the composition, mother 
touched if the Greek didn’t. 

And when one comes away with Prud~ 
homme and the real iSla/on" headache” in 
the evening, it was refreshing to see the i 
cafes open, and to know that onr virtuous | 
eountr:^en had been loafing round tavern- j 
doors 6om three to six, accumulating thirst, 
and with never a wicked picture to see. 


COURAGE! 

Fapa, ‘^Olajd to see you to-morrow evening. Mt Daughter Alice will sing, and 
Beatrice will recite to us a new Poem she 's composed. We Sup at Hine.” 

Young Man. “ Thanks t You’re very kind, ’Most happy. I’ll be with you at 
Mine ! ^ 

it. F amin e and YersaOles are no longer closely linked in the popular mind, and M. Brotjil- 
let’s careful work only suggests Louise Michel and the bakers’ shops to the Sunday Art- 
patrons— the more forcibly that he has dressed his fijwes like 1880, not Hke 1789. 

A distinct current bears one towards Puvis de Chavannes, and it needs a strong fi.ood to 
do it. It is composed of the little rentiers who have some ideas about Art, and whose 
daughters have taken prices for sepia— the destined Puvis Chavannists of all tune. “Poor 


hillock with supematurally clean Love, Wealth, and Glory hovering about him. Another 
allegory, is popular, chiefly for the reason that the Bethnlian widow wears a 

Tartan costume of the latest pattern, and that a number of enthusiasts think the chief figure 
isJuDic, , 

Gervex appeals to the Sunday folk in another fashion. They don’t know his name, hut 
gravitate insfinotively towards his little hits of varnished realism. “ Comme e^ed qa J” is 
uttered three hundr^ times a day before the Bureau de Bienfaisance ^^ — a pi^n-hole 
where meagre women wait for alms, and a vigorous harridan in a red sham argues 


THE PEICE OE MEAT. 

Air — “ The Sands of Bee J'* 

Ate, Chaplin, warn the Cattle ofi, 
That come from foreign lands ; 

At mild Mundella sniff and scoff, 

And force the Government’s hands. 

Posing as potent champion 
Of Agriculture sweet ; 

But what of the effect upon 
The Price of Meat ? 

Aye, Chaplin, warn the Cattle ofiE! 

It matters scarce at all 

To gentry of the genus “ toff ” 

If rumpsteaks rise or fall. 

But to the poor Consumer, prey 
Of all who scheme or cheat, 

It is the question of the day, — 

The Price of Meat I 

Aye, Chaplin, warn the Cattle off, 
And win the Farmer’s snule ; 

To you the Landlord weE may doff 
The complimentary “tile.” 

But the poor proletariat throng 
Quite otherwise will greet 
Protection,” which will lift, ere long, 
ThePneeof Meat! 


The Greatest Conversazione in Lon- 
don.— A sitting of the House of Commons. 


M 
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PLAIN ENGLISH, 

Only tlie otHer day, due to tlie frequent and^’increasing presence 
_i certain “ Continentalisms ’’ in tKe communications addressed to 
Mm at tlie Foreign OfSice, Earl G-BAyriLLE Ead, "by means of a 
Circular, to direct the attention of “all members of Her Majesty’s 
Diplomatic and Consular Services to tKe necessity for greater care as 
regards tlie use of pure^'Englisb. in Official Correspondence.” 

A Eider to the above, further enjoining on his subordinates the 
use of plain ” English, has just been issued by the noble Lord, and 
at tEe present moment it will probably be read with some interest. 
Eie f oUowing axe a few specimens selected for their guidance : — 


Phrase as formerly comhed. 

TSTe express no appreciation of 
your amiexation of this Colonial 
possession. 

Would you, at your.convenL 
ence, kindiy signalise to us your 
veridical course of action ? 

It will he our endeavour to 
oppose the suseitation of national 
excitements. 

-The difficulty^ can he easily 
c^jpnsed as quite u^otived. 

An increasement of your profits 
out of the Canal, and partial 
arresMtian of our commercial 
pmperity,is what we shall not 
disreoommend to you. 

Our minimal assistance will be 
£8,000,000 sterling at 31 per cent. 

It would distress us greatly 
farther to ruffie our mutual' ante- 
cedent solidarity. 

E^retfcahle incident. 


Future rendering of same* 

We should like to know what 
the dickens you ’re up to now ? 

Jl.yQU. don’t let us know what 

your littie game is, and precious 
quickly too,— -then look out for 
squalls. 

You seem to think Jqmr Buix 
has put Ms spirit into Ms pocket I 
]!^ot yet, Mossoo, I can tell you. 

Confounded impndence — ^that ’s 
what it is. Gome now, what do 
you mean by it ? 

Fancy we’re going to lay an 
embargo on our trade for ninety- 
nine years, for your special bene- 
fit ? Why, you must be a “ pack 
of greenhorns!” 

You surely don’t think we’re 
going to find that for you for 
nothing ? 

IJnless you take jolly good care 
what you’re about, I teH you 
what it is, my hoy,— we shall be 
coming to blows. 

Show your sense, ^then, and 
apologisej 


JUSTICE— VERY MUCH— IN THE EUTUEE! 

Sci!EK3a — Interior of me of the Boyal Courts under the Amended* 
Imptroved-Becentfy’-JRe’-revked-I^etC’-MuIes, The well of the 
Court fuU of starving Solmtors. Briefless Silks and Stu^s are 
heard mVwiy oent to deep emotion in the pews reserved for their 
uae» Siarp Judge on the Bench perusing a Baily Newspaper, 

Sharp Judges I really must beg the Bar not to sob quite so loudly. 
It real^ is in^ssible to read in such a hubbub. Any cause to be 

‘tried tffis mornidflf? ’ — 

Offickdn It will be within your LordsMp’s recollection that the 
Court has "wiped off everything, and that most probably there will be 
no further business before it until after the Long Tacation. 

Jtidge. Ah I to be sure J , 

[Continues his perusal of the Morning Paper, 

Enter a SamU Tradesman, who looks alout vaguely ^ as if in search of 
a resting-place, 

SmaU Tradesman, If you please, my Lord, I am a Juryman. 

Judge (taken aback), A what ! [ General astmishnent, 

SmaU Tradesman, A Juryman. 

Ju^, Why, my »>od man, it is impossible. There must be some 
mistake. We haven’t had a Jury case for the last five years ! 

Qfhdal {who has looked mto the summons). Please, my l40rd, it is 
a practical joke. The poor man has been imposed upon. 

[Exit Small Tradesman, 
Judm (md^fnantly). Too bad! I only wish I had the perpetrator 
of thehoax before me ! I would assuredly commit him for contempt ! 
{Aside,} Should like to have the chance. It woxdd give me some- 
u3ing to do I tJKemnes his reading, 

Efdor a Plaintiff, timidly. 

Oh, I beg your pardon, but can any<md tell me where I 
<mget adviee? 

; Tm E^re Bar Wm one man). This warn please. 

This is most indecent I DnM Iknow the ease I 
‘oamaot my im will be allowed Counsel. {The Entire Bar sub^. 

teeommenoe their weeping.) Now, what do you want, &r 
;Have you a Solieifcor ? 

T JPkm^. hut I should like to have one. 

^ AU the ScBm&rs in Court- {speaking as loudly as their famine* 
orekOSd me&Rnmpenliiti tMmy. Th^ way, please — 


Judge {angrily). Silence! {To Plaintiff.) Now then, you Sir, 
what is your case ? 

Plaintiff, Oh, please, my Lord, Mr.^ Jomss owes me £10. 

Judge, Then you can get on without professional assistance. 
Dnder Eule 43^ as your claim is so small, I cannot allow costs either 
for Counsel or Solicitor. {Deep wailing heard from both branches of 
the Profession,) Silence ! And now, where is the Defendant ? 

Defendant {rising from a bench at the hack of the Court, where he 
has been seated.) Here, my Lord, and I would observe that— — 

Judge {interrupting). You must not waste the "time of the Court, 
Sir ! Now then, the Plaintiff will state Ms case in as few words as 
possible. 

Plaintiff, Well, my Lord, it was just like tMs. You must know, 
about October last — — 

Judge {excitedly). Stop, stop ! That won’t do at all. Here I wiH 
help you. Did you lend Defendant the money ? 

Plumtiff, Yes, my Lord, and 

Judge {interposing). That will do. You mustn’t say any more 
under Eule 879. - And now you, Sir— doyou owe the money ? 

Defendant No, my Lord, I do not; for it was just like tMs. 
When I found that 

Judge, No, no ! ^ Stop ! I can’t hear any more from you under 
Eule 342, which limits the defence to a sentence of not more than ^ 
six words. {Deferring to an enormous volume,) Ah, I see that by 
Eule 27,431, in such a matter as tMs, no Witnesses are allowed. 
{Closing book,) So the case is complete. 

Plaintiff [ui'gently). But, my Lord, may I not say * 

Defendant {imploringly). And can’t I explain that 

Judge {very angrily). Be quiet both of you! According to the 
Eules now in force, you have had ample opportunity of bringing the 
matter fully before me ! {More composedly,) What I ^ther is this. 
That the Plaintiff says that he has lent some money to the Defendant 
— an assertion wMch the latter denies. Thanks to the novel preP- 
cedure, you are not put to the expense of Counsel, Solicitors. 
Witnesses, and Juries. {Benewed sounds of lamentation.) Spence ! 
[The sobs subside.) In fact, matters are simplified all round. In thr 
olden days I myself should have felt it my du^ to have carefully 
summed-up ^fter weighing the evidence and listening to the argu- 
ments. But having no Witnesses, you have no evidence, — and employ- 
ing no Counsel, you have no arguments. Dnder these circumstances 
my duty is plain. ^ I have here in tMs pocket a small coin of the 
Bealm. I produce it. {Suits the action to the word.) I toss it into 
the air— so. And catch it in my hand as it descends— thus ! X th^ 
decide in my mind, before looldng at it, that the head shaE represem 
^e interests of the Plaintiff, and the tail the interests of the 
Defendant. And 

[Scene closes in upon the Suitors anxiously awaitirig the Judge’s 
decision. 


THE BRADSHAW JUBILEE. 

The fiftieth anniversary of the publication of the ffist British 
EaEwayjGcuide having just taken placej.it has been suggested that a 
Grand Procession (something after the lasMon of the Lord Mayor’s 
Show) should be organised to proceed from one given point to another 
—say from Hanwell to Colney Hatch— in honour of the interesting 
occasion. Should the idea come to anything, no doubt the follovdng 
wiE he found to he a more or less accurate “programme of pre- 
cedence ” : — 

Eailway Managers to stop the Traffic. 

Deputation of Trains that arrive before they start. 
Deputation of Trains that start hut never arrive. 

Deputation of Trains that neither start nor arrive hut only run. 

Eailway Passengers who have not read Bradshaw, wearing tweed 
suits, and accompanied by their portmanteaus. 

The Chief Official of Bethlehem Hospital. 

Eailway Passengers who have read Bradshaw, wearing straw in 
their hair, and accompanied by their Attendants. 

The Boy at Mughy Junction, 

Supported by the Young Ladies of the “ Eefresnment ” Department. 


— , ^ , and two. 

Persons who, after consulting have caught a IMn — 

Persons who, after consulting ^rads^aw, have not caught a Train — 
^ swearing. 

‘ Engine-Drivers in full dress, 'with their Trains. 
Misanthropes and Cynics (admirers of Bradshaw) two and two. 
The Editors of Rival Railway Guides, in ehains. 

Band, playing “ The Sleeper Awakened,'^ " .. 

Gbrand Triumphal Car, containing the 300 Monthly TeJumes ^at 
have been published during the past half-century. , - , . . 
J^Iiq Orator, repeating ^ Twines from Bradshaw.” . > 

And the PabHo in general, attempting to disetwer ** what on earibife* 
all means!’* 


^ wietlxer wp., Rrintea or DraTow^, waw. acco^p^ 

Of a Stamped and directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should he kept by the Senders. 
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GOOD-WOOD MADE BETTER AND BETTER, 

'By Dimh-Cramho Jiini&r.) 


Good Woo’d. 

















Jm 










Stiwins the Cor tie. 


A Celling Eace. 


Struck Out of his Engagemen 





sso Takers. 


The Pick of the Stable. 


A Eank Outsider. 


Bet ’s Off. 


A PURELY TECK-NICAL MATTER. 

An adTertisement in the back page o£ a dady paper at the com- 
mencement of last week, informed the public that a very interesting 
ceremony was fixed to take place on the 26th of July and following 
day, at the Duke of WELunsGTorff’s Eiding-School. The occasion 

-L- t -j! - 'Ll- • 


perty of H. M. Q,ueen Charlotte (unless preTiously disposed of) ” 
and^* an Egyptian Cabinet inlaid with mother o’ pearl.’’ The last 
item wa'S suggestive of the military glories of an illustrious com- 
mande| of Volunteers who has recently been presented with a field- 
ofiioer’s commission in the Regular Army, ^d no doubt its birthplace 
was not far from Tel-el-Eebir. The advertisement concluded with the 
intimation- that -the collection ** might he Tiewed at the Palace by 
special orders with Catalogues (price one shilling each), to be obtained 
at the Auctioneers.” A visit to those persons elicited the farther 
facts that the Palace was Kensington, that the special orders were 
easily obtained on the presentation of twelve pence, and that the 
property was being sold by command of H.R.H. the Duchess and 
H.S.H, the Duke of Teck.” 

The Gataloigue which was presented with the “ special order,” was 
an unpretending little pamphlet. Bound in green, it bore on its cover 
nothing hut the words, “ Kensington Palace,” and the names and 
business address of the “ Auctioneers and Land Agents ” who had 
been ^ ‘ commanded ” to di^se of the * * little lot.” The title-page was 
more pretentious. What are technically known as “ bold lines,” 
were given to a “superb ricbly-car7ed Bombay Drawing-Room 
Suite, an “ elegant Gilt Suite in crimson satin,” and some CMp- 
pend^e Cabinets and Chairs.” Much smaller type was devoted to 
’‘a Dining-Room Suite in leather,” and “a few Oil Paintings;” 
while “ Ormolu Wall-lights, Candelabra, and a variety of other 
efi^ts,” was scarcely legible, hfo doubt, to account for the absence 
of armies ^ toilette^ &c., the collection was annoxmeed as “the 
valuable surplus decorative and ornamental furniture removed from 
the Palace.” 

The Catalogue contained over three hundred items of a miscella- 
neous character. THs wfil be easily credited when it is stated that 
Ho. 1 consisted of ** a 4ft. iron fender, brass fire-guard, and a 5ft. 6in. 
br%ht steel fender, with ormolu moulding,” 13 of “ a 7ft. carved 
wa&Lut easel, with shield and foliated scroll mount,” Ko. 16 of “ a 
pair of finely-executed bronze busts of * Her Majesty ’ and the late 
^Prince Consort’ on a pair of 48-inch Scagliola pedestals,” and Ko, 
322 (to jump from tiie beginning of the Camogue to the end) of “ five 
Mtchen chaarsand a beer stillion.” The furniture was displayed* in 
the private apartments, and can be dealt with in their resolutive 
rooms:— . ' 

Oomcil Feeders and busts as above. Also “ The 

flperb Bcanhay Suite.” Also warlike tiophy, described iniialicsas 

A Art^ the last two items, 


“ Three T-feet-B mahogany cornice-poles, with gilt ends and brackets 
and lacquered rings,” and “A japanned purdonium and scoop” are 
comparatively uninteresting. 

Drau;mg-M007n , — After a couple of “ Marqueterie and buhl cabi- 
nets,” ana a “ grotesquely-carved figure of a HeCToboy, supporting a 
tray for cards,” comes the gem of the collection,^* The richly-framed 
Louis Xn. drawing-room suite,” with its “ richly-figured crimson 
satin damask, stuffed and spring seats.” Shortly afterwards the 
Catalogue describes “ Three pairs of Madras curtains,” a good deal 
of miscellaneous china, a bust or two, “ A very fine Louis XIY. 
chiming bracket-clock in ebonised case,” The contents of this 
room concludes with “ 136*. Chinese Fish” j “ 137. Twenty Dessert 
Plates, painted in Japanese subjects, with gill-shaped edges” ; and 
“ 138. An Antique Pistol-case, carved top and silver entab- 
lature, presentation to Prince of Wales, 1793.” Altogether a curious 
and interesting collection I 

Ante^jRoom , — Another “ 4-foot iron-fender.” Then some ** what- 
nots.” Then a small chintz drawing-room suite, politely described 
as “ elegant.” Then a number of small articles, mclusive of ** 155. 
Three Jasper Vases” ; and “153. The extra chintz covers to the 
suite.” Xothing of importance after this till a family relic, “ 160. A 
Superb Bronze Bust, * Xiizy Charles the JFVrs^,’ 30 inches high, in 
armour, after Vast Dtck.” Kext, more ancestral^ presentments, 

“ 162. An Gil Painting, three-quarters portrait, * King George the 
SecondJ in gilt frame ” ; and “ 163. A ditto, ditto, * The Queen} ” 
The effect of these exhibits is a little spoilt by an oil painting, 
d^cribed in tbe catalogue as “ a spirited production,” and called 
“ The Cock FighV^ However, the "** first day’s sale” is brought to 
a mildly waggish conclusion with “ 166, An Occasional Table, with 
inlaid marble top and drawer, on 9 ,quaintltf ^carted stem and pHnth.” 

jyimng-Room and ZtSrory.— The fender, as usual. Then “A 
noble clSmney glass.” Kexfc a Turkey car^t. Of the remainder, 
perhaps the most interesting item is, “ A gaselier, with Sugg’s patent 
burners and refieetor,” 

The invariable fender, a few chairs, and **"208. A 
Terrestrial Globe, on mahogany tripod stand, with magnetic compass 
and green-baize cover.” * 

Books and Engravings,— K number of family portraits, such 
“ Prince George of Denmark, *^Anne, Princess oj Oraj^e (17^),” 
and “ Sophia of Briinsicick (1700).” Then some good oil pamtings. 
The “ whole to conclude ” with a family library, ednsisting -of “ the 
works of Kings Charles the First and James the Fimp.” 

And, at tins point, it may be as well to stop wifitott^^temg the 
Mall, the Vestibule, or the Qfices, aRhough m, latter appear a 
“ Set of six metal dome Dish-Covers in sizes,” aad “ A^ capital 
Retidgerator in japanned oak ca®a.” Considering that this is a sale 
of the “ suridiis fumiturs” (family p<ntraits andkitchen chairs J) of 
one of the most deservedly pj^liaxls^cs in ©igfend, the “Bonnie 
Princess Mart,” it is impessaJ&e to retd the Catudogue with satisfash i 
tion,-- no, ^ot ^ ^ regarded as -a stimulant to satire j 


von. Lxsxv. 
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ELECTIVE AFFINITIES. 

A SKETCH IN A BALL-ROOM. 


Wlieii I called for a cocktail, my pippin, I 
didn’t percisely expeck 

Tkat tke barmaid -who ladled my lotion 
would be— Princess Mahy op Teck ! 

Arf-a-crown for the tipple was stiff, but the 
feeling^ my boy, tnere ’s tke nick ! 

It was wuth all ' me ocbre, I tell yer. I 
bordered another ’un, quick. 

Arter that mere Cbineses came cheap, though 
the Marquis Tseno serving out tea 

Was as funny as figgers on tea-chests ; but 
then, I ’m not nuts on Bohea. 

Well, I cam’t tell you arf on it, Charlie, 
time, p^er, and memory fails. 

The rose-bud/ enclosed you will value, — ’twas 
bought orf the Princess of Wales ; 

Which, if she ’s not the pick of the basket, — 
But there, I don’t wish to intrude,— 

There are some who ’re such pure and high- 
pitched ’uns, that even to jgraise ’em 
seems rude. 

’Airy fancied hisself, I assure you, ’ob- 
nobbing along o’ seek Nobs ; 

As at home as a cat in a cream-shop. And 
wy not ? They pocket our bobs— ^ 

(Cleared 7ne out to a tanner) — ^they wait on 
us, finding it well wuth their while ; 

And there’s many a barmaid m London 
more ’orty and huppish in style. 

So why should toe chuck on the bashful ? 
Sech Haffable Mixes all round 

Do dollops of good, my dear boy ; and they 
suit me right down to the ground. 

Splendid splurge, and no error, this Feet , — 
couldn’t do the trick better hi Parry, — 

And a Duchess to draw him Ms bitter comes 
awfully yum-yum to * Aery. 


INTERNATIONAL COURTESY. 

At Lewes Assizes the other day, before 
Lord Justice Baggallay, a French governess 
was charged with ransacking the boxes of 
the pupils during their absence on the occa- 
sion of the visit of the Princess^of Wales 
to Eastbourne, and stealing every article 
of jewellery she could lay her hands on. 
We are informed that — 


^AERT AT THE ROYAL EYENINO EETE. 

Dear Charlie, 

Yotr mmt cut the tuimuts ” and come up to Town, my dear boy, 
London ‘’s gettin* more lummy each day ; there ’s sech oshuns to see and enjoy ! 
And now you can mix with the toffs— reglar toppers I mean— on the cheap ;— 
It *s a sin to go wasting your days amongst chawhacons, ’taters, and sheep. 

If you ’d only bin with me larst night ! I was * * in it,” old man, and no kid, 
As a chap of my form can be in it, if ready to blue arf a quid. 

*Twas the Feet of the Season,” and ^Arrt; I tell yer, old pal, was all there, 
With a ciaw-’ammer coat a hr Masher, stiff coUar, and ’igh-scented ’air. 


“ The Judge sentenced the prisoner to twelve 
months’ hard labonr, and told her if she had^ 
been an Englishwoman he wonld probably have 
inflicted a much more severe sentence.” 

It is to be hoped the French nation will 
appreciate tMs extraordinary courtesy on 
the part of the learned Judge ; and we 
should very much like to Imow what the 
sentence would have been bad the culprit 
in question been a German, an Italian, a 
Spaniard, or a Chinese. 


YouTL ’ave ^eard of the Fisheries, Charlie, the Kensin^n Show. Well, larst night, 
They ’d a Feet in them Gardens, old flick, as was somethink too awfully quite. 

Fairy Land not a patch on it, Charlie, --^ emome reglar out of Ihe run, 

For poorness, Royal Princesses, swell yum-yum, and general fun. 

Ten bob and snap togs took me in, and I chummed with the very eleet, 

Which, for what I call ** Haffable Mix,” give me this ’Aughtykultooral Feet 
^Twas the Chanty lay, doncherknow, and that covers a lot, as a rule. 

But the Fanciest Fair I have bin at, to this little game was a fool. 

Real jam— in all senses, my boy, for the crush was a caution to snakes, — 

But the lights and the ladi^— awcA swells I— coloured lanterns, and magical lakes I 
** Jest like What ho ! ” a Countess remarked. Not quite fl.y to ’er meaning. But lor ! 

’ve ^eir slang, I suppose, these Big Bobs,— jest as we say, “ I’ll give yer what for ! 

Lady Bhffehihg — ^bully for her, mate ! — a pootier parcel who ’d wish? — 

*Ad a Luoky Fish Pond— with no waters— and charg^ us “ a shilling a fish.” 

Anri wu hsngled with meat-hooks for toys, me and W ales— he ’s a brick — on the banks ; 
Tin I guess bQt& our piles of loose silver ’ad gone in ** prizes, no blaMis.” 

Arterwkb.bi^ngdiy', hooffg, and wot do yer think ? 

Well, I ain’t took simik. by a trifle, but, Scissors ! it did make me blink. 


Simple Fees for Fees Simple! 

Mr. Punch begs to give notice that, as 
early as possible next Session, he will intro- 
duce a ” Bill for the better adjustment of 
the Rates by making the Landlords pay 
their fair share' of the ParocMal Expendi- 
ture, as they very largely' benefit by the 
ParocMal Improvements,” TMs measure, 
when it reaches the House, of Lords, will he 
conducted, at considerable personal sacrifice, 
by the Duke of Mudeord. The short title 
” of tMs statute will be, ‘**The Justice to 
Tenants Act.” 


^*Well, tastes differ as to cheese,” said' 
Mrs. Raacsrothak. “ But, for my part, I 
think there’s notMng to beat one of the 
small Muscatel cheeses, or a slice of Com- 
monbeer.” 
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The three lovely Damsels, Ehneedale, Borrowbale, and Debwentwater, rescued by the doughty Khight oe St. Stephen's 
FROM the EaILWAY KoUGH AND MINERAL MISCREANT WHO W'OULD HAYE DONE THEM A PaTAL INJURY. 

[The Bills for Eailway and Mineral development works in the Lake districts of Ennerdale, Borrowdale, and Derwentwater were rejected on the 
ground that serious injury would have been done to the beauty of the scenery ” in these localities .— a F.M.&. 


ISFo Perseus for Andromeda, in ages past or hence, 

Shall prove a braver champion than the E^ght of Commons Sense, 
Who, buckling on his annonr, threw down the glove to fight 
Por valleys tMt are Sweetness, and lakeland tlmt is Light ! 

A hideous, snorting monster, with a shriek of steam for breath. 
Threatened all the silent mountains and the dreamy dales with death. 
Par across the fiowered valleys you could hear the tearful wail 
Of :^e Pawns of Derwentwater, and the If^^phs of Borrowdale, 
Crying^** Save us from the tyrant who his iron sceptre diakes ! ” 

So tim Knight of Commons Senses saved ihe Ladies of the Lakes I 


Dp, Tourists ! then, and scatter your knapsacks in the way 
Of the gallant Knight who conquered this monster in the fety ; 
Dp, Artists ! from your easels, and add your meed of praise 
Por the rescue of the lakes of hlu^ the haze of mountain greys, 
A moment more and it were lost, for children yet unborn, 

The golden, silent sunset, the lone and lov^y mom. 

Had tyranny succeeded, and fiaunted signals red, 

Then Cumberland were c^ng and Derwentwater dead. 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI, 


[July 28 , 1883 . 


THE ROYAL WESTMINSTER ACADEMY. 

(^IrndH OolUctim of Farliar.witu.-y PortmUs, mostly done hy “The Other FelUms.” The SpeaUng Ulcenesses speak for thermelms and fortheAHUs.) 



Sir Charles Dilke, painted by 
Ashmead-Bartiett. 


Ashmead-Bartlett, bv Sir Charles 
Dilke. ' 


Gr. 0. Trevelyan, by J. Biggar. 


J. Biggar, by Gr. 0. Trevelyan. 



Campbell-Bannerman, by W. H. Smith. W. H. Smith, by Camp.-Bannerman. H. Labouchere, by C. Kewdegate. C. iRewdegate, by H. Labouchere. 








J. S. Cross, by 
m Woodall. 


W. Woodall, by 
J. K. Cross. 


J. Bright, by himself. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

BXTBAOTED PROM 

THE DIARY OE TOBY, M.P. 

Bmm of Commons, Monday Night, Jxdy 16. — Curious thing to 
note how House of Commons guards supremacy of English lan- 
guage* Since Mr. Lowe has become Lord Sheebeookb, only one 
n^ in House who dare quote Classics. Several try, and axe received 
with varying degrees of coolness hy Esidicals below Gangw^. Sir 
S. Hoectcoxe is gradously permitt^ Id introduce tag from Hoeace 
or Juras’ilf. Ho onO else on the Bench dares to try. Sometimes in 
set Debate, lasting for genial week or fructh^ng fortnight, a 
GenHeman^ introduce few more or less familiar lines, which are 
received with grud^g absence of contradiction. Naturally sup- 
pose that if a man has week to get up speech he may be all right in 
Latm quotation. What Gbntlmen below Gangway note with 
withering scorn is the soi«t "of vocal bbuMers" Over whi<^ ambitiotis 
orator elfinbs before ha reaches the level of quotaldon. 

Bemember once, ‘dear Toby,” says Lord B aurtn oton, “ sitting 
near Dizzy ; just r^chihg point of iuteresting anecdote ; Hon. 
Gentlman on other ’’mifcjdkJiyerinff oration ; observed Dizzy’s atten- 
tion distradbed. t Stop a anomenv says he, * Hon. Gentleman qppo- 
ate iiisl4rfAembor@d.yhe’s forgot ids latch-key. Ho,’ he added, 

! going to drag in that approp^te. quotation from 

horns. Sure to take in House, especially 
at this tnne ol,j»|£^|SisBn Omnibus Companies declaring dividends, 
Go on, BiEBiNeToir.” . . 

This jealdaaijbisisBdui to-night when Villeers SanrAET gave notice 

of questhsiaf totTO»dlCk>noei^QntoM.nBLESSEPs. Yixnm 

not been ht waCSisa^h'foiinothii^ nor hashe znade ** Gleanings onihe 


J. Coven, by himself. Sir W. Lawson, by The Member, by ' 

a Member who does Sir W. Lawson, 
not agree with him. 


Hile” without purpose, Stratford-atte-Bow used to be a place where 
goodErench spoken. Cairo and Alexandria nowplaces where best accent 
acqwed.. Ho use hiding light under bushel. Lord Guantiile, Sir 
G. Dilke, and Lord Edmond Eitzmatirice credited with best Erench 
going. Waterford County shall show the way. So Yttxiebs Sixtabt, 
clenching his dst, stifiening Ms back, and gazing aggressively at 
Opposition Benches, begins to quote from original concession to the 
'^ctorious Lessees, “iVboe dvong donnay ah notre ahmee^ M. Fekdi- 
NAND DE Lessees,’’ &c. 

, . Great uproar in House. Ministerialists above Gangway genially 
impartial. Radicals below Gangway coldly suwroilious. Conserva- 
tives behind Eront Bench openly sarcastic. Irish Members below 
Gangway undisguisedly contemptuous. Mr. Kenny shakes Ms head, 
JosEEH Grrj/Ts cheers noisily, and, on the whole, reception chilling, 
and House with ejBfusive satisfaction lapses into English language. 

Business c?one.~Progress with Haval Estimates. 

Tuesday . to tSee Lord-^ Redesdaxb’s hair graduaUy-nmg 
(wherever possible) -as Lord Salisbdey delivered himself to-night on- 
Suez Canal question. All right for considerable portion^ . Uuite 
proper to oppose Government on tMs.as on bther matters." Hut. when 
‘Marquis went on to lay down principle "that neither 'Khedive, : 
Lessees, mor Egyptians have any rigpitof property in, IstMuus of 
Suez, Lord Redesdale first began to feel faint, then teeth .chattered, , 
and next thing that presented itself ivas that .graduaLni)liftingV 0 f . 
the hair that lightened Lord Denman. . j 

“ Good Heatens, Toby 1 ” the old b^.said, to me as Xgavehha an . 
arm onti.. f * what are we coming ,to ? ; , EEealx ^ couldn’t . say more ^thaen 
that ; PAE^nto not kpateh Cn him. Begin, tb hava darkr sus^dons 
about Salesbxjey. Excellent man. / Ho .one^ j£o;c .el^Mdg, at 
Gladstone,, or .hacking, those liberals ; .buts,^V5iiemit 'tioim^ ':to 
Coihmunfetic doctrine, begin, to ask. mysdf which is OthoLreal : 
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Sausbuey ? All very well to say Istliiaiis is ‘ the water-vray of 
nations of the earth.’ Capital phrase. Bat these things spread, 
and those confounded Radicals sure to get hold of it, ITheii I go 
westward, along Jerm^ui Street, want to get into Green Park, have 
to tui-a up Arlington Street, and so double Cape of Piccadilly. Would 
be nearer to go through Sausbuby’s house. Why shouldn’t Ir 
Xo. 20, Arlington Street, is the near cut of the Metroiiolitan rate- 
payer. Question is, why shouldn’t he take it ? ‘ Those-of-that- 

opinion - say - Content — Xot-Content - Xot-Content — Contents-have- 
it.’ ” And Lord PtEDESDALE, scowling upon me as if I had^challenged 
a division, went oS. 

Lord John Mannees back in House of Commons. Been away for 
long time. 

Laid up with gout, 

And couldn’t get out, 

to quote from poem comjjosed for occasion by Mr. TTaetox. House 
welcomes Lord Jojedt with hearty cheer for Fine Old English Gentle- 
man as he is. 

Agricultural Holdinsrs Bill going forward. Firm of Baeclay, 
Boelase, Howaed & Co. in Disposition. Company very small, but 
despair deep. 

‘ ‘ May as^ well withdraw the Bill. Worse than useless. W e ’re all 
ruined,” cries Mr. Howaed, beaming upon House the very pictoe of 
rosy prosperity, ^ ^ ' i 

“ ’Ow-ard it is to think of ’Ow'aed and ’unger,” whispers Mr. 
BeoadhtesI:. ' Barclay groans assent to Howaed’s dismal prophecy. 
BaeclaY' much better fitted for character of ruined Agriculturist. His 
gloomy conspirator-like air highly efieetive at present juncture. 

JSusmess aone , — Clause 1, Agricultural Holdmgs Bill, agreed to. 

Thursday . — ‘‘I’m a modest man, TobYj” said Evelyx Ashley, 
just now, but if I fancied myself at all it would be as answering 
questions. All very well to talk about Dilee. I call Mm dry. Xo 

X T X x^ x^- - 


HAjECorET’s better. He takes proper view of opportunity of ques- 


more point about my style. See neatness and completeness of rebuff 
to Premier of Queensland, Just now Colony a little irate on account 
of Xew Guinea business. Fine opportunily for rubbing sore ™t. 
So when head of Queensland Government telegraphs opimon on Suez 
Canal arrangement, and question put to me in the House, instead of 
simply answering, I say, ‘ The Premier of Queensland, with, all Ms 
virtues, does not seem to have the virtue of knowing how to wait.’ 
That’s neatly turned, don’t you think? Make ’em mad out in 
Queensland, whilst causes me -to shine in Parliament and keeps lie 
eye of the nation upon me.” 

This seeins conclusive, but somehow not miite sure whether it’s 
first business of Under-Secretary to stir up Ibad blood in Colonies. 
As Sir Chaeles Fobsiee remarks, “ A smart answer doesn’t always 
turn away wrath, whatever the proverb may say.” In fact, I hear 
quite other view of Ashley’s pet answer this afternoon. Heard Mty> 
distantly alluded to as" a" priggish Under-Secretary”; also refer- 
ences made to trouble bred 
' r — in ^GiADSToyE’s kst Min- 



^ suggestions to cau^ 

L ^ I aH ri^^tMs time^ 

the Monaghan l^eciion, 
now t&es his seat iu 
place of GiVAiir. 

V Another Liberal seat 

Givan away,” as Richard 

f Interesting correspond- 
^ between Beadlatjgh 

' -wm i Sergeant-at-Arms 

Bradlaugh.and The been passing during last 

few days. SPEAKEBhaving 

heard of it calls uponfhe Sergeant to teH the House about it. 

Hnadoustomea as our young Mend is to public speaking,” said 
the SpmKEE, waviim his mud in familiar ,way towards Sergeant, * ‘I 
the House will accord him its. favourable attention.” 

Xo need for apology. Captain Gosset appeared at the Bar amid 


jo^ds of applause from both sides. Having fixed an eye-glass as 
he had seen O'Donxeu. do, brought in tv^o tumblers of water d la 
I AsHME.u>-B.iETLi:rx, and made pronsion for .sitting on his hat when 
, he rcsumed his seat after the manner of Mr. Xewdegaxe, he said in 
j loud iirm voice, — 

; “1 have to inform the Hou'^e that I have received a copy of a writ 

j of summons in action brought against me by Mr. BriADLArcn, the 
Member for Xorthampton, elaiirdng an injunction.” 

! “ Fetch it up, old lio<=is,” said the Speaker, “ and we 11 have the 

1 lot^read at the Table.” 

I ^ Sergeaiit-at-*\ims brought tip mpers, but Sir Eeseixe Mai, per- 
j sisting in regarding them as confidential, w'Msjtered contents in ear 
of Mr. Milmax, Ms colleague at the Table. House mad as the 
Colony of Queensland ; bellowed “ Speak up ! ” But Sir Eesedte not 
to be moved from the path of duty. Went on whii^x:-rmg, and when 
he had, apparently, reached the end, sat down, and House went into 
Committee on the Agricultural Holdings Bill. 

iovdaw.—Moining Sitting began at two o’clock. Concluded at 
J seven. ^ Business, to further consider Agricultural Holdings Bill in 
Committee, First three hours given up to miscellaneous matter— a 
! private Bill, a fusillade of questions, a profoundly interesting argii- 
! ment between Haedixoe Gifeaed ana Attoexey-Gexeeai as to 
, whether Ser^eant-at-xVrms should appear to plead in Bradlaugh 
action. At five o’clock reluctantly got to work, and disposed of few 
Amendments, 

A AW KXIGHT. 

The honour of Knighthood has been conferred on Mr. Ebwix 
Saunders^ Dentist in Ordinary to the Qiteex. If the Dentist in 
Ordinary is made a Knight, what title is reserved for the Dentist 
in Extm-ordinary ? May he never be required I AR of us know ; 
what an ordinary toothacne is, and how grateful we are to the Ordi- 
nary Dentist who will remove the grindei^just as a policeman will 
order off an irritating organ-grinaer— without pain and trouble to 
the sufferer. 

At the ceremony, wMch was most impressive, HeE Majesty sitting i 
in the ordinary dentist’s mechanical chadr wb® ^attendants stood i 
arotmd beaiing the dental implements as insignia of the Order, in a ; 


Bradlaugh.and The Beetle. 


for the occasion, and commencing “By ^m!” was presented with 
a copy of Boyle’s Court Guide^ containing the Statutes of the 
Order. During' the proceedings the Choir, aceomp^ed by Her 
Maies^’s Private Band ^rforming on tooth-combs (ligbtly covered 
with tissue-paper), sang the following Ode ; — 

Am — “ British Gr^aadim^sJ* 

Some talk of Alexanders, 

And some of Hercules, 

But what to Edwin Saunders 
Are all such swells as these ? 

For smiling Ladies have no friend 
like him to soothe their fears, 

He ’E teeth extract, 

Make ’em ^ compact _ : - 

For the British Giinnmg Beam ! 

Cior?«~For smiling Ladies, &c.~ ' " ' “* " " 

After tMs, the Chaplain read an extract from the works of Petee 
Dexs as to the obligations of the new Knight, who was then invested 
with the ribbon of the Order, on wMch was inscribed “ Tirez le 
prcywier.” The Chaplain (Boyle, Lecturer), in the course of an ex- 
cellent disconrse, remarked, “hm. Saexdees is a true professional 
Christian. When people go to him, ‘grin like a dog,’ and ‘show 
their teeth,’ — ^What does he do?— he returns them good for evil. 
Is he not a worthy Knight?” 

As Mr. Edwik Saendees, the Dentist, has been knighted, why 
should not an eminently popular Actor receive the same honour r The 
qualifications are the same, — ^they can both “draw.” And which 
requires the greater skill, to “ draw ” a house or a tooth ? 


‘‘ Holo Hquescopari.’’ ^ 

To Doctor Baxks,— 

“ Wilt join the ranks 
Of Knights ? ” 

From BaITKS,— 

“ Declined with thanks.” 

* Translation— I will not be made a Kmght.” This is Canine-ical, and 
not Canonical, Latin.— Ftdff Lat Me. 

“ All ’s Swell that ^ds Swell,” as the Masher said when he com- 
placently surveyed hims^ Mm top to toe, from crown of new hat 
to tip of new shoe, in a pier-glass. 
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A HINT FOR THE PERSECUTION OF THE JEWS IN ENGLAND. 

DBAHATIS PERSONJE. 

Keginald FeonT‘DE-Bceuf, 19tli Earl of Torquilstone [a lineal descmdunJloftMfwmms Baron vmnortalised in Imiikoe,) 

Yiscoimt Feont-de-Bgeuf {his Son), Alderman Isaac {descmded from Isaac of York), Eebecca {Daughter of the Aldermm), 

Scene— TAe old tmiure-dungem in Torqwilstone Castle^ recently restored, , 

The Earl “Hearken, thou Son of Israel ! Unlike my knightly Ancestor, I covet not thy Money-bags, hard-up though 

I BE. *T13 thy fair WISE DAUGHTER EeBECCA I WOULD FAIN HAVE, TO WED UNTO MY BIG BOOBY OF A SON, YONDER— NOT INDEED 
FOR HER Do^VRY’s SAKE, PRINCELY AS THOU MATST DEEM FIT TO MAKE IT ; BUT IN ORDER THAT BY MIXING OUR DEGENERATE BlOOD 
WITH THINE, OH WORTHY SCION OF AN IRREPRESSIBLE EACE, THE NOBLE AND COMELY BUT IDIOTIC BREED OF FrONT-DE-B(EUF (WHICH 
BIDDETH fair to be snuffed OUT IN THE STRUGGLE FOB EXISTENCE) MAY SURVIVE TO HOLD ITS OWN ONCE MORE J KaY, AN THOU 
CONSiNTEST NOT, SiR Jew, THEN BY MY HALIDOME I 'll ** \_Torture must be left to the Beader's inmntion. 


"THE EEIEND,— IN NEED 

The Irrepressible One loquitur-^ 

A.mH be praised ! The IMdels are stuck. 

Wbat luck ! 

Sweet as iced sherbet midst the flames of Tophet 
Is such revalue. Deriders of the Prophet 
And me his duteous and devoted henchman, 

How feel you now ? The Frenchman 
Whom you played off against me, and then shelved, 

Has happily avenged me. You have delved 
A pit for your own feet. The helpless tumble 
May help to humble 

You and your shrewd dog, Dufferin— Sheitan snatch him I 
Who bested me at Istamboul. He ’s cunning, 

But the imperious Ferdinand might match him, 

And as for Uranvillb there— not " in the running,” 

As the horse4oviii|: Islanders might say. 

Well, e’en an Infidel dog must have Ms day ! 

ISiey thought that I was out of it. Oh, rather I 
Baen mub~nosed son of a cremated father 
Tamed up that snub at me at an aonter 
AngJe. But, like the Pasha’s dippers, I 
Aw " turn up” and by-and-by 
tSe Saxon as asuitor. 

And to Ms knees in suimliant posture bring Mm* 

Oh, hem 1 T1 wring him ! ! I 


Ah I shove, pull, tug away ! You can’t get off. 

Pbw scoff 

At me as an old ‘ ‘ stick-in-the-mud ? ” How now ? 

I see big beads upon the Grand Old brow, 

And Pussy ” ’sless inclined to purr than scratch. 

You ’ve met your match ! 

The East has its resources. You smart Giaours 
Who grip Time by the forelock, lose at last 
The lingering service of the loitering hours. 

You are too fast ! 

Meanwhile I am en evidence again. 

Gr-r-r ! does it give you pain 
To see your ancient friend and old ally ? 

Ah! why? 

We used to pull together, and you ’ve found 
To pull without me is to run aground, 

Ha I ha ! Your ancient partner it wiH gratify 
To ratify 

Your action— if made worth my while, of course. 

If not,— well, you will find you’ve no resource 
But caving in. You may deride, doubt, flout me, 

But you canH do without me ! [^Chuckles, 


Mbs. Eamsbotham heard someone speaking of the Food Journal, 
" Ah! ” remarked the good old soul, I suppose that must he the 
Morning Appetiser^ which I’ve always understood to be the organ 
of Hie victuSlers,” . ‘ 
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A EIDICULUS MUS PROM MONTE CARLO. 

The Prinee of Mo2TAOO has entered into negotiations mth the 
Preneh Govemment for the sale of his dominions. His Highness 
wnts £400,000 and a formal promise that the Blano Concession shall 
not be mthdrami xintil 1010. So mnch has already been made public. 
The following further stipulations are now published for the first 
time: — 

The French Government to have use of the Army (eight generals, 
splendid band of thirty musicians, and five well-trained and service- 


on the understanding, however, that any Christmas-boxes that may 
be men to the collectors to conciliate them, shall be handed over to 
his Highness as his just perquisites. 

The family pedigree of the GjamiXPis to be inserted in the French 
histories in use in the Government schools. The Prince to be paid a 
rovHty upon the sale of the text books thus amended. 

The Monaco Regalia to be exhibited in every French city. Ad- 
mission, a franc. Children and schools half-price. The French 
Government and the Prince to share the proceeds of the show. All 
expenses connected with biU-ppsting, advertising, and agency in 
advance, to be defrayed by the.French.Government. 

The Prince to retaia the right of conferring orders of knighthood 
and^ patents of nobility for ten years. The French Government 
during that time to suspend the Legion of Honour and the new Agri- 
cuituim Decoratidns, so that the Prmce’s prices may not suffer from 
untradesmanlike com^tition. 

As Ms Highness will become a French citizen on the completion of 
the contract, 80110 compensation should be allowed for the loss of 

crowned headsMp,” say, the free use of the Palace at Versailles, 
and the right to ride as ^‘a feature^^ in the show of the Parisian Lord 
Mayor when there is one. 

^d, lastly, although Ms Hig ^hnesa has asked only £400,000 for 
this valuable property; an additKtol £1000 be paid to the vendor by 
rije v^dce on the <x)midetiQn of the contract iust to wet the bargain. 


A WIMBLEDON WAIL. 

{By a Sorrowful Southron.) 

CoNFOUKi) those shootists irom the Land o’ Cakes ! 

They ’ve picked out all the plums ; our Cake is dough. 
Descending from the North, they sack their “takes,” 

And grin and go. 

The Badge ! the Queen’s \ I the International ! ! 1 Oh I 
These— and the rest— make really “ a big order.” 

Must the Blue Ribbons (of the Camp) ail go 
Over the Border? 

Never a Saxon shot— the more ’s the pity !— 

These pettiest of potters to out-pot. 

Youxo, Caidwixp, Ingeam, Rae, Mackat, M‘Vittie! 

It’s Scot and lot! 

Never a ** cra<^ ” to give the SawMes taste 
Of licking, though we Ve many a smart and handy one ? 
life and the Camp to me are now a waste, 

A very Saedy one. 

For “ bawbies ” and for “ pots ” I will no more hunt ; 

We ’re out of it ; they beat us in a canter. 

'But if4hey-^d start a</aledonian Bore Hunt,' 

I ’d join instafiUi*. 


A Royaxty AN Exhibition.— The QtnsEN has men permmsion 
to the Water Colour Institute in Piccadilly 
Royal.” There is a Hall of Music in Holbom, calM T^ RojM. 
and so to prevent any confusion, the full style ^dtirieM pe 
Painters’ Establishment will be the’^^iyM Piooadilly Water Works. 
By which title, Mr. Honorary Pamdent of everything 

generally, wbhes the InstitiEte hmceforward to be known. 

Tra “Bwmes*’ oi'WOTDj^ (at WiacBiJ^ooN).— Bulls’*^ 
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“KE SUTOR SUPRA 
CREPIDAM.” 

Eyehyone wiR be sorry for 
tRe position in wMeR tRe Rev. 
M. TDOcnsrs, tRe Rector of 
West Mailing, fotmd Rimself 
wRen Re was cRarged witR 
causing tRe deatR of a young 
girl by administering to Rer a 
teaspoonful of the ou of bitter 
almonds. He was acquitted, 
tRougR it was proved tRat 
tRe cRemist wRo sold tRe 
poison Rad cautioned him as 
to its dangerous nature. We 
Rave notmng to say against 
tRe verdict, but we do Rope 
this will be a warning to ama- 
teur doctors not to meddle 
with wRat tRey do not under- 
stand. Let them leave tRe 
administration of pRysic to 
tRose wRo Rave made it tReir 
profession ; for a Rttle know- 
ledge of medicine is indeed a 
dangerous thing. TRe Clergy 
are, we fear, although they 
mean well, great sinners in 
this respect. ^ TRey Rave a 
noble errand in the world — 
that of preaching the Gospel, 
and this terrible case should 
teach them to stick to that, 
and not meddle with the PRar- , 
macopceia. 


Me. W. H. Smith said last 
week that ** there is a good 
deal of HgRt gold about.’ ^ 
How does he know ? We wish 
we could get a lot of it. TRe 
lighter the better for us, as 
we should immediately employ 
it as floating capital. Don’t 
want heavy gold,” and then 
lose sight of it as ** capital 
sunk.” 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS -No, H6. 



SOCIAL DIFFICULTY IH A 
POLITICAL DISCUSSION. 

Theee is a deal of hesita- 
tion felt just now in starting 
the subject of Madagascar at 
a large dinner-party during a 
dead silence, as no one likes to 
be the first to display bis igno- 
rance on three points, as to 
which some objectionable per- 
son, who only asks for iofor- 
mation,” is sure to request 
that Re may be at once en- 
HgRtened. TRe three points 
are — 

1st. — TRe proper pronuncia- 
tion of “ Tamatave.^’ 

2nd. — To whom does Mada- 
I gascar belong ? 

3rd.— Why are the French 
bombarding “ Tamative” or 
“Tamatave?” 

4tRly. — ^WRere is Madagas- 
car ? 

TRe funny man will, of 
course, confess at once that 
he knows nothiag at aH about , 
it, and immediately get credit j 
for being thoroughly up in the | 
subject, Raying only alluded to 
it for the sake of letting ofl 
a pun and saying that in his 
opinion the French Admiral at 
Madagascar is simply *‘mad- i 
a-gascarnading.” | 


FeOM THEfFiSHEEIES— 
SuHEAY Talk. — “Open 
confession is good for the 
Sole,” said a fishy voice, jes- 
tingly. “TRat remark,” re- 
plied the Sole, “ is out of 
plaice.” So it was. TRe other 
fishes, who, contrary to their 
usual arrangements, were all 
in a roe, expressed then 
approval. 


VOTE EOE YIETUE ! 

“ No man ought to be allowed to reoeiye one fartbing for Ms services at an 
election. Were this the rule, numbers would be rea^ to sacrifice their timA 
to the success of their poRtical principles.” — Weekly J^aper, 

Scene— Commz^ee-iEoom of the Popular Candidate of the Future, 
discovered in consultation with his Professional Adviser. 

Candidate, So my Address has Reen printed and puRRsRed 

Adv^er. Gratuitously. TRe Editor of the local paper insisted 
ui)on defraying all the expenses out of his own pocket. 

Candidate, No doubt because Re is anxious to sacrifice his wealth 
to Ris pontLcal principles ? 

Adviser, Yes. To quote Ris own words — ‘ * All my little earnings, the 
outcome of advertisements and fashionable reporting for twenty years, 
sn^ be devoted to the advancement of international civilisation.” 

Candidate, Most gratifying and unusual. 

Advwer, P^don me ^not unusual. We are all doing our best for 
you. 1 myself, for instance, am usually considered by my neigh- 
bours a sharp country^ solicitor, as fond of fees as a fly of Roney, or, 
to t^e a more appropriate simile, as a fox of chickens. And yet tere 
am I giving you all my time, and actually incurring expenses out of 
po^et, on the express agreement that you do not pay a farthing for 
anytb^. And why is this ? Because I want you elected to ParHa- 
^ ^®st to advance scientific research. 

Candidate, You are interested in science ? 

Adviser, in the least, personaHy, Rut theoretically I consider 
that scientific resepcR will probably benefit the human race, Surelv 
th^ IS enough. You now uaderstand why I throw over costs ? 

Candidate, Most good of you. 

Adtn^r, Not at I am only following the example of my 
lellow-tov^smen. Has not the livery-stable-keeper supplied you! 
gratuitouslv mth horses and carriages, because your vmw of the 
poRey we sRodd pu^e in re^d to Japan coincides with Ids own: i 
ana are not the local Ranker, brewer, and surgeon waiting about at j 


this very moment as sandwich-men, displaying your placards, 
because they think with yon on the subject of colonial expenditure ? 

Candidate. I cannot be sufficiently obliged. 

Adviser, We don’t want you to be obliged. We are helping the 
Measures^ Sir, not the Man. And now it is time to commence visiting 
the constituents. And as we are going into the Romes of severd 
family men, mind yon don’t flatter their wives or kiss their children, 
else your election will most assuredly be annulled under the pro-, 
visions of the Corrupt Practices Act ! {Sce?ie closes in upon a tableau 
of Electoral Purity briumphant^ and Canvassing Vice nowhere,) 


ON A EECENT MUSIC-HALL; TRIAL. 

Music has charms to soothe the legal Bench, 

To soften rocks, and bend the knotted oak, 

But mixed with dancing is a fearful crime, 

A thing to drag through every stuffy Court 
Where legal gentlemen expound the law — 

A law as had as any law can he — 

And yet the waltz is danced in six-eight time — 
A time that pleases much the legal ear ; 

^d strange it is in aR this land of trade— 

Of trade that prides itself on being free — 

The line is drawn so savagely at hops I 


Nothutg escapes the attention of my Uncle the Admiral,” said 
Mrs. Eamsbotham. “He is always on the Khedive^ as the Egyptians 
say.” 

Evening Song eoe Wiioieeon. — The Camp Belles are coming 
Apieoebiate EOE A DEADLOCK.— A Skeleton Key. 
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to a poster headed Hules^^^ No Boohing Fee^ No 
Entrance Fee,^^ Severely,) And, now, the nve sriillings, 
please. 

Gentleman {argumentatively). But this placard says 
five shiUings on engagement.” 

F. andF, Person {loftily). The word “engagement” 


Barher, “ Deae mb ! yotje Beaed 's veey steong, Sie, How often do 
YOU Shave ? ” 

FanJhoom {Dutch Mariner). “Debe times a veek effery tay bot Sondaie 
— TEN I ShAIFES EFFEEY TAY !” 


THE EEEE REGISTRY DODGE; 

OR, HOW TO HOOK A HOUSEHOLDER, 

Scene — Interior of a shop {from which the counters have "been removed) in a large 
thorouahfare. Several Servants seated round the room. Firm and Power- 


thoroughfare. Several Servants seated round the room. Firm and Power- 
M-lookmg Person presiding at a deshj supported by several Sharp Female 
Attendants. 8hop-fro7it profusely decorated with placards, suggesting that 

no charge ” is made for anything. Enter a Timid Servant, nervously. 

Timid Servant, Oh, please, I am looking for “the Countess,” Here’s her 
Ladyship’s advertisement. {Producing newspaper.) “ Wanted, a good Cook 
accustomed to riding in her employer’s carriage, who will not he expected to 
get up before eleven o’clock, and ” 

Sharp Female Attendant {interruptind). Yes ; that ’s all right. You can wait. 


Thnid Servant. But she gives her address here. 

S, F. Attendant. Yes; it’s all right. {Turns to Lady a7%d Gentleman who 
have entered.) Yes, Mam? 

[Firm and Powerful-lookiag Person at the desk becomes on the alert. 
Lady, I was not aware that this was a Registry. {Producing newspaper.) 

I have come in answer to an advertisement from “ Blue Ribbon,” who writes 
from here. “ Excellent plain cook, accustomed to do the house-work of a family 
of sixteen. Can clean windows, attend to horses, and knows how to sweep 

chimneys i 

S, F. Attendant {interrupting). Yes, Mam; if you wHl walk into this room, 
we will send some one to attend to you. , rr- *3 

[Lady and Gentleman enter an inner apartment — after a pause, the Tmud 
Servant is introduced. 

Lady {after a short conferenci). Thank you ; that will do. 

\Accompanied by the Gentleman, she prepares to leave the establishment, 
Firm and Powerful Person 

F. and P. Person {severely), I beg your pardon ; but you took this young 
woman’s name. 

Lady. She gave it to me ; but 

, F. and P, Person {decisively). Then I must trouble you to pay me an engage- 
ment-fee of five shillings. ^ -r • I 

Gentleman {explaining). But she is not engaged, and unless she is ^ 1 

F. and P, Person {coldly). Be kind enongh to read that placard. {Points 


is defined hy the “Rules.” We consider asldng for a 
name an engagement. {Turning to Timid Servant.) And 
yoTir fee too, please. {The Timd Servant pays, and re-- 
ceives, in exchange for her shillmgs a name and address 
written on the bach of a circular. Turning to Gentleman 
sternly.) And now yours, Sir. 

Gentleman {feeling that he cannot well refuse his fee 
after the Timid Servant has paid hers.) There you are, 
but 

F. and P. Person [interposing), I must really refer 
you to the Rules. {Gives Lady similar document to that 
already presented to Timid Servant, and hows.) Should 
this young person he nnsnitahle, Madam, yon can come 
here for another. 

Lady, But “Blue Ribbon,” who is “ accustomed to 
a family of sixteen, and sweeps chimneys ” ? 

Timid Servant. And “the Countess” who likes her 
Cook to ride about in her own carriage, and to get up at 
eleven ? 

F. and P. Person {with cold politeness), Busily, Madam, 

I have other matters claiming my attention. I 

\^Exeunt Lady, Gentleman, and Timid Servant — to put \ 
it mildly, dissatisfied! ! ! \ 

YALE! 

{A re^ectful distance after Praed.) 

Good-bye to the Season, its crosses, 

Its care, and caress, its cabal,— 

Let us drown both its gain and its losses 
In Styx, or the Suez Canal I 
Though pleasure he near, or too far be, 

We ’ve kept it up early and late. 

From the dust and the din of the Derby 
To the Fair at the Kensington Fete. 

Let the des^ate dog^ or the dreamer 
Dividmglds lips with a weed, 

Recross the sick streak in a steamer, 

A travelling tourist— in tweed ! 

Good-bye to the Season, — the races. 

The fun on the heath and the hill, 

When somebody cares what the pace is, 

And nobody asks for the hill : 

The Wimbledon tennis and cricket, I 

The glory of Renshaw and Stxtdd, I 

The thunder at Lord’s and the wicket, | 

Wlien Eton played Harrow in mud ; 

The meets in the Park, and the coaches 
With steppers both showy and fast, 

All fade as tne autumn approaches, 

And Fashion goes seaward at last ! 

Good-bye to the Season ! the dances 
Of tomahawk Savage and swell, 

The sighs as the morning advances, 

Divorcing the bold from the belle, 

That night in July in the moontime, 

With myriad lamps in the trees, 

The river at Henley in June-time, 

Half love and half indolent ease,) 

The Maidenhead launch and the dinner, 

The gold in the West turning grey, 

The triumph of Saint and of sinner, 

Will fade with the season away ! 

Good-'^e to the Season ! hut listen. 


Fresh tears in loved eyeLi(S will glisten. 

And hand will keep searching for hand. 

We sbn.n come from the sea and the heather, 
Refreshed and with faces burned brown, 

To face life with courage together, 

Or find care in charge of me town. 

Though the past to the loved one and lover 
Be sorrow, success, or a 
It has passed like a dream and is over, 

Gobf-bye to the Season ! Farewell ! 

A “ Rifle” Meeting.— A Burglars’ Rendezvous, 
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presence known — ^to people in tke next parisk. But, at heart, I am 
persuaded he wbuld resent the vulgarisation of his matchless faculty 
for shindy, ’by hooking it to some useful endi’^ 

Q. At least; lit cannot be difB.cult to ascertain the whereabouts of 

aCustmanf' . ^ x i ' 

jL On the contrary, a Dustman is as dimoult to track as a cuckoo, 
or a will-o’-the-wisp. His yells make morn hideous for hours before 
his bodily presence becomes visible to the expectant householder, 

Q. But if you send for him ? 

A. He goes on shouting, and does not come. 

Q. And if you are fortunate enough to arrest him m the middle of 
a shout, and opposite your threshold ? ^ ^ ^ x ■, 

A. He 'at;once discovers that his cart is full, and that he can t take 
you till next round. 

Q. Why then go on shouiiag ? 

A, Presumably to keep his voice in trainmg. 

Q. But once having fairly caught your Dustman, what ensues ? 

A. A long negotiation between him and yourself or your repre- 
sentative. 

- Q. Why is this necessary ? 

A, The Dustman is a person of polemical proclivities, and of 
punctilious tastes. Many points and diflioulties suggest themselves 
to his discursive fancy and pessimistic^ bias. To remove the dust 
from your bin into his cart seems a simple process — ^to you. His 
views are entirely different. He eyes your house with critical dis- 
favour, and suggests that it is a orkurd ’ole as ever he see.” -The 
quality of , your “Dust,” too, meets with stern disparagement as 
“ muck.” He doubts whether he ought to touch it, but ii he should 
so far favour you, he presumes you ’ll consider it “ wuth a hextry bob 
at least.” Should you not see it in the same light, his hoarse offen- 
siveness will develop itself in aggravated ways. He will make 
scarcely veiled observations of an extremely uncomplimentary nature 
respecting “ some on ’em.” Should he be asked what he means, 
his sardonic reply is “Oh^ nothink ! — same as ^ou do, seeminly. 
Hothink/or notmnk ’ill satisfy even you,” he supposes. 

Q. And when you have finally secured his services ? 

A, His object is naturally to make them as inadeoLuate and as 
vexatious as possible ? 

Q. How does he effect this ? 

A, By making as much ‘ ‘ mess ” as he can—trampling oyer fiower- 
beds and clean flags or floors wherever possible, shouting forth 
unpleasant remarks not always unnuxed witn oaths, and winding up 
probably by going off before your bin is half empty, on the plea that 
his cart is lull. 

Q. What is the consequence of these singular arrangements ? 

A, That “Dust” is the incubus of the British householder, espe- 
cially in the suburbs. It is an illustration of the dilemma to which 
the ordinary citizen is frec^uently reduced by the joint action of 
Authority and Monopoly. 

Q. How so ? ' 

A. Authority issues an edict. Monopoly bargains with Authority 
for the profit resulting from ^tting it into force. The Citizen’s 
business is to obey, and pay. fie pays certainly once, probably twice | 
or thrice., fiis convenience is the last to he consulted. His only j 
appeal lies to Authority or Monopoly, and such appeal, always j 
troublesome, is generally futile. Q,. E. D. j 

Q. But could not these evils he obviated ? 

A. There is perhaps only one real difficulty in the way. 

Q. What is that? 

A. The ease with which they could be remedied. 


“ His hair is grey, but not with years, 

Hor grew it white 
In a single night, 

As men’s have grown from sudden fears, Byron. 

I^ewly’Ctrnved Yankee (sympaiheticallyi to Sir Gorgius^s pet Flunkey), 
I GUESS, YOUNG MAN, YOU 'VE SEEN A DEAL OF TROUBLE ! ” 


A TT A Tvm-Rnmr at? 'K'ATAWTT^'nm^ resulting from ^tting it into force. The Citizen’s 

A HAJN JJxSUUJl Ur JAIN U W IjJjUbrlii. business is to obey, and pay. fie pays certainly once, probably twice 

Ho. 'XI.— The Dust-Cart. or thrice., fiis convenience is the last to he consulted. His only 

^ ^ appeal lies to Authority or Monopoly, and such appeal, always 

troublesome, is generaUy futile. Q,. E. D. 

^ Public nmsance. A j. a • • Q* ®Ht could not these evils he obviated ? 

Q, But was it designed with that end m view f .A, There is perhaps only one real difficulty in the way. 

A* By no means. It was designed as a nuisance-remoyer, and n *\Yhat is that ^ 

«Ten claims to be so. It is tHs wMob m^es it perhaps the most The ease with which they could be remedied, 
inadequate and exasperating of the minor apphanoes of civilisation. 

Q. fiow did this state of things come about ? 

A, It would take long to tell in detail. "But given ^eedy mono- 
polists, inefficient and self-seeking Local Authorities, insolent 
understrappers, and a ’too, too patient Publio, and you have tiie ele- 
ments of tms and mahy other miscarriages of publio justice. 

Q, What is the ostenable function of the DustrCart ? 

A. The' removal from premises of Private Citizens of the misoella- 
neous accumulations of refuse' conveniently generalised as “Dust.” 

Q. Howis this :toetion exercised? 

A, ^ methods ingeniously anhoying and adroitly evasive. 

Q, How are the^ catifled out? ^ > 

A, Through the agency of .t^a^le 'myrmidons known colloquially 
as “Dustmen.” > . * 

i Q, What are tiiese beinp ?' ^ - 

I -4. .Men of 5Il-:^our^ -asp^^t, and qfteH almost i demoniac 
[ Idemeanour, The g^ required it a Dustman are various ;i the chief 
essential, however, is a hideously hoagse and stentorian voice, 
i Q. Why so? ‘ ^ .. ; 

' A. The fifst-^and it would sometimes _ seem the sole— duty of a 

'{Busfci^n. M to ma^' a noise. \ _ It is not yet fixed when Madame Patti is to appear at the Fisheries 

; Q* WilhfWjrajfc’ object? ’ ; * , . ' , in her new entertainment, entitled: The and- the 

I A^ With the^Bustmain, as wi& the street-boy; — “ noise for hmse^s 'in 0316,’”^-^^= — ^wHen she will simply appear as herself i For .'this unique 
is proba’hly th%-unoonBciously ^dmg principle. It maybe performanpe, it it whispered lhat fiMame Patti - u&l receive- eight 
that m an^^THi!)t^n%ti3|e n^d he.would assertjthat he. hby^ls forth hundred pounds a sheV. ' That’s wfof 
his ear-torturm^'csr^fficenaos of caxst^hony withihe' view of malting Ms i a‘-da:^,—t6'^^^ ^ ^ v/'-) JX * • .'U 


TO COiRBESPONHEKTS. — In. no case can Contributions, whether MsJ., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, u n les s aocompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Covw. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 


A gCHIJMPTIOTTS BAILWAY CAB. 

Colonel Matleson’s special train of “ Mann Boudoir-Cars,” the 
Fall Mall Gazette informs us, is to have a special Car for the Diva 
Patti. It is fifty-five feet long, with ^ ‘ a large drawing-room thirteen 
and a half feet long, furnished in amaranth wood, and embossed 
leather, profusely decorated, gold predominating.” This isn’t a 
Mann Boudoir-Car ; it ’s a Woman Boudoir-Car ; a Triumphal Oar, 
too, with a vengeance. 

Air — Ths CarF ^ ^ . 


When last I heard of Patti, 

She was well on her way 
To sing somewhere . 

She didn’t care . 

As long as folks would pay. " 

The Queen of Song was home 
along 

W’ithout a jolting spring 


And PattIj she, ^ ’ 

While sipping tea, 

To herself was heard to sing : — 

^ Oh, I sit in a Boudoir-Car, ^ 

' An expentive and_^y u)i^a 1 
I lounge and I cnat in 
Chairs gold, blue, and satin, 
In Maplbson’s Boudoir-Car I 


hund^d pounds a shdV. ' 
a-da:^,— tO'BATii. ^ 


'-peons' BOW- 
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OUR FISHING INDUSTRIES. 

By Dimh-Granfibo Junior. 
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Catching Crats and Flounders in the Thames. Catching "W^ails at Whippinghani. 
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Catching Soles and Skate on the (Sea) Serpentine. Catching 'Whiting from the Strand. 


CAUGHT BY THE TIDE ! 

{A Story of a Ooastgiiard'nian.) 

Thet sing their songs and their lifeboat lays, and the gossip to guest from host 
Is of wreckage wild in the Winter-time round the dangerous Cornish coast ; 
There are plenty of yarns of the sailor, and of fishermen out at sea, 

There are tales of the lighthouse-keepers, and of women who bend the knee 
When their mates are away in the storm-time, and the cottage is left to the roar 
Of the hurricane lashing the surf to foam, and screaming about the shore ; 

But be^ of all tales that eyer I heard to make me think better of men 
Who fiing in their lives for duty— it happened — ^you ask me when ? 

On a wonderful Summer’s evening, just as holiday- time began, 

It had for its scene 4Ld Cornwall— its hero a Coastguardman I 

A party of trippers ” had ventured to yisit the rocks and caves, 

Where the sea-birds find their houses, and ignorant folks their graves ; 

You may search for wild adventure on the sea-coast south and north, 

But for beauiy travel by Truro to the village of Perranporth. 

It was there on this summer evening, on the beach, as the daylight died, 

That a wandering, thoughtless fellow was caught at the turn of the tide ; 

Up came the sea and trapped him, cutting the ground from his feet ; 

He rushed, hut he couldn’t go onward— then hack, there was no retreat I 
Up came the sea stiH closer— was it death ? Ifot a second to count — 

Then setting his teeth at the danger, to the cliffs he began to mount. 

Tearing the turf and the grasses, and scaring the sea-hirds’ nest, 

CHnging with feet and fingers, and bruising his arms and breast, 

At last with a desperate smuggle he lifted his life to a stone, 

Where he held with a cry for a second, suspended in air, alone ! 

Once more death barred his passage ; and Hs terrified face turned grey. 

For the ledge of the rock he clung to was crumbling slowly away ! 

Where is the man for a rescue r ” so the cry of agony ran. 

‘‘ I am that man, Cod willing ! ” said Begait the Coastguardman ! 

Then followed a terrible silence, a horror that might he felt, 

-m j-L J *1 lx. 


The man of the Coastguard seized him, and tightened hi^ 
arms around 

This prize he had risked .his life for — then searching for 
safety ground 

They swung from the* ledge together, for the rope was 
taut and stiff, 

Till it dragged the burdened hero to the arms of the 
crowd on the cliff ! 

^ ^ ^ 

There are times when the heart’s too full, Sir, for even 
our English cheers. 

But the women they crowded around him with kisses, 
and prayers, and tears ! 

So tell it about from South to iN'orth, proclaim it where 
you cau ; 

Go spread it forth from Perranporth— this tale of a Coast- 
guardman ! 


aUITE SUEPEISING. 

The Times fniiia on Mr. lEyma as Louis the Eleventh, 
speaks of his “ seemingly toothless jaws,” as if he 
had expected the Actor to have all his teeth taken out 
in real earnest, and then adds, with all the naive and 
frank admiration for his own elevemess which might be 
shown by a sharp schoolboy on his seemg Mr, Iettng for 
the first time in this part, and seeing now he makes up 
for it — 

“For by a skilful artifice in. staining his front teeth, ISIr. 
Ieving produces all the effect of toothlessness.” 

Bear us ! how wonderful ! The skilful artifice” is 

no new th ing ” invented and patented by Mr. Ieving, 
as, had it been ‘*a skilful dentifrice,”, it might have 
been, but a very simple “ dodge ” familiar to all character 
Actors, Amateurs, and to everyone professionally in- 
terested in the practical Drama. We should s^ the 
receipt would probably he found in Mr. Dutton Cooe’s 
amusmg hook on the Stage, in which he treats of all such 
details. 

We shall expect in some future Times critique the 
same hand to read, “Miss Ellen Teeet, as Juliet. 


nas all tne iresn, clear, and peach-iike complexion oi a 
girl of sixteen, which was, if we remember, the age of 
Shakspeaee’s heroine. For by a skilful artifice, Miss 
Ellen^ Teeey colours her cheeks with a delicate pink 
cosmetic applied with a prepared hare’s-foot^ and softens 
the outline with pearl-powder delicately laid on with a 
sm^ ■^fiich gives all the effect of extreme juve- 
niHty.’’ Similar observations may be made as to arti- 
ficial whiteness of different Actresses’ hands by the aid 
of bismuth, a remarkable discovery made by Miss Fate 
Yaughan ; also on the “ remarkable darkness of the 
eyelashes by the skilful artifice of painting them with 
Indian ink— an invention lately patented by Miss Nellie 
Faeren ; ” and our attention be directed to “the 
marvellous lustre of Miss Anybody Else’s eyes, produced 
by her unique discovery of the use of belladonna.” 

As to the “toothlessness,” — anyone playing dilapidated 
old men have used some such device ever since making- 
np became an art. Who recollects Mr. Alpeed Wigajn 
as the old Frenchman, Achilh Eufard, on the first 
night ? Here and there a tooth in Ms head, that was 
all; and such a yellow, parchment, snuffy old skm! 


As stone after stone from Ms safety-ledge kept slowly eriimhling away ! 

“ Bring me a rope 1 ” said Began, “ and hind it about my waist ; 

Look at that wretched fellow ! In a second he ’B fall ! Make haste ! 
Keep the cord tight in your hands, mates— there, tighter so, and stiff ; 
Now, wait till I give the signal ! Then haul me over the cliff. 

Why do you stand there staring ? I ’ll save him, mates, if. I can ; 

If I'die, I have done my duty I ” said Began the Coastguardman ! 

He swooped to Ms prey like an eagle, as they lowered with hated breath : 
TMs man with Ms crave life given to a fellow condemned to death. 

The silence grew^more awful, and agony paled on the lip 

Of the women and men who waited— till at last with a mighty grip 


“ Any Ornaments eoe yotje Flee-Stoves?”— When 
Mr. Bapha-EL Tuck, liaeal descendant of the family of 
wMeh the Friar was the best-known member, is not 
busied in inventing Christmas and Easter Cards, he turns 
Ms attention to small ornamental screens for the drawing- 
room fire-place in summer time, screens wMoh, besides 
supplying an artistic want, and filling a vacuum, suggest 
that on every family heafth, the great scene from the 
School for Scandal is being played by dolls — a Lady 
Teazle doll beiug, of course, concealed on the chimney- 
side. Mr. Baphael Tuck has sent us a sample, of wMch, 
being really worth mentioning, we at once tuck notice. 
If cold weather sets in and settles the present fate of tMs 
invention^ we advise everyone artistically and economi- 
cally inobned to go in for a Bapele-Tuck. When we 
think of those Mdeoas and dangerous paper-shavings, 
every one must acknowledge that these newly-designed 
screens are a Grate Improvement. 
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Miserable Dweller in Urban Blum, ‘"Ah 1 when they’ve quite done with you, peehaps they’ll give me a look in.” 


A HOUSE it is— if liOTise that may he called 
Which is dismantled of all human graces — 

Haunted, indeed I By what ? But half enwaHed 
And semi-roofed it seems. Foul dirt displaces 
All ancient decoration; what was paint 
Is sooty shme ; where paper hung, sparse patches 
Of foulness eliug. His very soul goes faint 
Who enters there, his sickened hreath he catches 
like a choked swimmer, for the fetid air 
Beeks with revoltingness, the very charnel 
Is sweeter than this pestilential lair, 

Whose hreath were death to the ditch-loving darnel. 
And over all there broods a horror drear, 

As of a waste hy witchcraft foul enchanted, 

E’en sBenee whispers to the listening eaiv- 
This house is haunted ! 


Haunted hy no dim memories of old days. 

By no romantic wraiths of dames departed. 

Ho solemn spectres pace these dark stairways j 
Ho ghostly legends, grim, yet human-hearted, 

Cling to these tottering walls. It were some cheer 
To hear the old time-honoured clank or rustle ; 

But nought of ghostly deigns to harbour here, 

And cowls that creak, or ceUar-rats that hustle 
Behind the mouldering wainscot, savour not 
Of old romance, hut modem waste and ruin. 

There is no poetry in floors that rot, 

O’er swamps that no marsh blossom ever grew in. 

The only spectres are the pallid swarms 
In human shape that herd like clustering cattle, 
Conscious, like brutes, that s-winish huddling warms. 
Though roof make leak and paneless casement rattle. 
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These throng the tottering tenement, these crowd 
The rooms, the passages, the doorless entry, 

E^er for covert scant when winds are loud, 

They 'd crowd, they ’d throng, though Death himseK 
stood sentry. 

As well he may, invisible, for here 
He finds lush harvest, the insatiate reaper ! 

Oh, for a whiff of clover, or the dear 
Fresh smell of rain-wet furrows ! See a creeper 
From the chiU street, rag-vestured, famine-worn, 

Draws near his— home? Well, yes, some purse — 
belonging 

Perchance to Priest or Statesman— this forlorn 
Starved waif hath plumped a little, sorely wronging 
His stomach by that tribute to the god, 

The great god Property, as careless wholly 
Of poor mankind as any that did nod 
Upon Olympian amaranth and moly. 

This is his “ holding” ; tenant he, poor wretch 
Of tenement that neDer knows “ improvement.” 

Hither the Law its mandate doth not stretch, 

Hither, by Civilisation’s mighty movement, 

Driven, with myriads more, he bides and lurks, 

A helpless “ nuisance,^” shunned by the Inspector, 
Ignored by Bumbles and by Boards of Works, 

By all forgotten — save the rent-collector 
Of Uarabas or Mawworm* Bosy-gilled 
Bucolic grumbler about drains and leases ! 

Here leases were a joke, here drains are filled 
In such fair sort as the death-rate increases. 
Inmrovements here 9 Go to ! Not worth the while 
Of Property, which battens like a vulture 
On garbage-heaps. Compulsion ? Statesmen smile 


Now upon Trade, anon on Agriculture. 

They ’ve loud and potent voices. But the mute 
Furtive and impotent Slmn-dwellers ’scape them. 

Yet plans for men foul-herding like the brutes 
Cool reason clamours for. The heads that shape them 
Will earn their owners more enduring praise 
Than faction’s brainless paeans loudly chaimted ; 

Ah ! when grim Pestilence stalks forth and slays 
Its myriadsj men own in dread amaze 
This House is haunted ! 


*‘Le High Life.” — Change of ITame^ and Residence , — 
Duke and Duchess of Tibs to White Wash Lodge, 
Bichmond, 
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But Master Godfrey, " 


AIX AND PAINS j 

' OR, THE PENALTIES OF PEOPREETOESHIP. 

It is satisfactory to know that the recent capital advertisement 

S 'ven, at the reauest of its enterprising Proprietor, by “ Monsieur le 
irecteur du Times ” to the hotel which Princess Beatrice h^pens 
to have selected during her temporary residence at Aix-les-Bains, 
has been supplemented hy the despatch of the following nice little 
explanatory and private letter, direct from Printing House Sguare : — 

Mont cher Monsieur le Proprietaire, 

C’Itait croyez-moi, avec le plus grand satisfaction que je me 
suis trouve dans une position de vous f aire un bon tour, par I’msertion 
dans mon journal Te Times de votre tranche et tr^s spirituelle petite 
lettre de 22 JuBlet. Sans doute, vous avez deja vu le numero; et si 
le prominence que j’ai doime a votre contribution vous a fait sauter 
de joie, ne m’envoyez pas, je vous prie, vos remerciments ; car je suis 
sfir que vous ^tes, pour le moment, plein d’un vif d§vouement, m4me 
d’un bienveillance presque irrepressible envers moi ? 

Yous avez bien compris, n’est-ce pas, que si ce n’§tait pas i)pur 
I’argent que nous recevons de temps i temps pour des petites services 
de ce gens, ce serait impossible de conduire Te Times dans une 
manidre respectable et digne de la haute voie oeoux)e, comme nous 
disons en Angleterre, par le “ leading journal ” ? 

C’est bien connu que M. Gladstone me paye quelque chose con- 
siderable, a ce moment-ci, de n’^tre pas abuse tons les jours, et que 
MM. les ‘‘ shipowners ” pendant la stance reeente sur le Canal de 
Suez ont eu le tr^s bon sens de m’envoyer, avec empressement, un “five- 
pound note.” Mais une finesse honorable ne vous manque pas non 
plus. Yous avez la bonte, en me 'priant toujours d’inserer votre 
avertissement, de dire d la fin de votre charmante petite lettre, je 
suis, du reste, prdt a paydr ce que cela cofitera, si vous avez la bonte 
de m^envoyer la note.” ; - . . 

Cela est trds bon et tr^s polie, mais je vous prie de ne faire nen 
du sort. Non. Et je vous dirai pourquoi. Dans quelques semames 


ce qu’on appelle chez nous “ Le Dull Season ” sera arrive ; et,^ si vous 
pouviez, mon cher Monsieur le Proprietaire, dans ces tristes jours-la 
seulement envoyer moi encore des lettres, deux on trois — naifs, 
fraiches, admirablement comiques, et, tout a fait, en fin, hors de ligne, 
comme celui-ci quL vous m/aviez fait I’hqnneur de m’adresser 
1’ autre jour, croyez-moi je serai paye mille fois, car vous ferez, bien 
sfir, la fortune du Tunes, 

En attendant, votre bienveillant reponse, j’ai I’honneur, mon cher 
Monsieur le Proprietaire, d’etre, le votre tres sincdrement, 

Chenert, Ridacteur m Chef 

P.S. — Je ne crois pas qu’il y a des fautes de grammaire, ni de 
I’orthographie dans ce lettre, mais si, par hazard, il y en a un on 
deux qui m’ont echappees, M. Blowitz, qui est toujours trds exacte, 
sans doute, les corrigera en route. 

. “ Look at Home ! ” — ^The “ German CroTO Prince and Princess ” 
— (Five shillings the pair, the better half being worth nearly all the 
money) — are going to stay at Norris Castle, the Duke of Bedford’s 
beautiful place in the Isle of Wight, which Ms Grace has offered to 
place at their dtoosal. The grounds of Norris Castle adjoin those of 
Osborne. Oh, if Ms Grace would only put Ms Grace’s beautiful 
Garden — Covent Garden, we mean — at our disposal for a whffe ! If 
the Duke’s Covent Garden grounds adjoined those of Buckingham 
Palace or Marlborough House, there would soon be a drastic 
remedy for the present state of Mud-Salad Market and its environs. 
Are the residents in the Market, in Henrietta Street, in Southampton 
Street, Wellhigton Street, and the tributaries East and West all 
asleep, or have they “ learned to love it,” and become as helpless and 
hopeless as Circe’s enchanted swine ? 

Old Indians as a rule like stickir^ to a red-tape policy. Odd that 
they should object to a httie bit of &pon. The Eajah Tulip Slang 
says that “ iLBEET’e Bill” is not going along E-ippingly* 
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Looking before he Leaps. 


5. SUEZ-CIDAL. 

NURSERY RHYME ADAPTED TO THE TIME. 


Kecovery. 


Tliere was a very Qraad Old Man, 
And lie was wondrous wise j 


Souse of Commons, Holiday Night, July 23, — Grand Old Man 


He jumped into a quickset Ledge, . , ^ , 

And scratched out all his ‘‘Ayes.” He jumped out of that quickset hedge, 

But when he found his “ Ayes ” were gone, And scratched them in again. 

"With all his might and main 

K—Grand Old Man I I fancy Cayendish: didn’t see it. He went off very quickly, to 


comes up to-night smiling, with small geranium ffower-pot in button- make inquiries, I expect, 
hole, and pair of largest coEars in stock. Been a little difficulty, he Business done . — Got through ten Clauses of Agricultural Holdings i 

understandsj about Suez Canal, Government made bargain with Bill. 

Lessees which some people didn^t hke. “ Yery well, then,” says , « -r n ; . i x nr i. x 

G.O.M,, ‘*we’U drop it. Enow old story about boy caught creep- Tuesday . — Little row in House of Lords tq-i^ht. Manchester 

ing through hedge into orchard ? ‘ Where are you going ? ’ shouted Ship Canal Bill down for Second Beading. Lord Eei)ES1>ale doesn t 


ing through hedge into orchard ? ‘ Where are you goiuj 
irate proprietor. *I’m going hack again,’ said the 1 


Well, like Ship Canals. 


we ’ll go back again. Last intention in the world to give offence. ‘ Never had them in my day ! ’ he growls. Content then wuh 
Everyone shouting out for new Canal. We thought we ’d get one or<^ary and proper thing broad enough for canal-boats. If this 
made. Arranged everything with Lessees ; hut if you don’t like it, thing goes on, have England cut up into mince-me^ in a few 
for Goodness’ sake don’t nave it. BeaUy no compulsion in the Make a sort of Holland of the Island. ^ Never be able to drive hali- 

matter, and no occasion for fuss.” a-mile without coming across ship in full sail. Have steamers 

AB this he explains in speech for^ minutes long. Geanville, pouring black smoke mto your front bedroom window, and get hit 
in otherHouse, smiled through same discourse in ten minutes.* House on the head with maintop mizzen boom when you look out to see 
not nearly so delighted at its conclusion as might have been expected, where smoke coming from. Had enough of Sto Canals at Suez. 
Gentlemen who have been shouting out for past fortnight, get their Have no more of them here as long as I ’m Chairman oi Com- 
own way, but refrain from unseenuy indications of triumph. In fact, mittees.” ^ -rr xi x 

begin to shake their heads and look more gloomy than ever. Not So puts his foot down on proposal. Warns House if they agree to 

quite sure that Government have done right. Much to he said for Second Beading he won’t imdertake to find C ommi ttee.^ This would 
project, especially if no better to be got. Clearly no better to be got, have been enough at one time ; but House sadly changing. G:^wmg 
ana what does this infatuated Government mean by going and giving quite Itadioal. Dares dispute what Bedesdale says. When he got 


and what does this infatuated Government mean by going and giving 
up one of the most skilfully-contrived axraimements ever submitted r 
More we think of it the warmer we grow. Expect there ’ll be a row 
in this quarter now ; which makes life worth living in Parliament. 
Getting a little tir^, doneha know, of blowing up Government for 
I making Provisional Arrangement, So now going iu with coat off to 
cuff them for dropping it. 


quite Badioal. Dares dispute what Bedesdaxe says. When he got 
up. in defiance of Buies, to make second speech, there were cries of 
‘^Order ! ” The stout Earl aghast. 

“ I am,” he gasped, “ standing up for order.” 

“You ’d better sit down for it,” Lord Geanvule smilingly said. 

Bbdesdaxe mechanically felt iu trousers’ pocket for his ruler. At- 
tempted to draw it out. But Lordships only smile, and with scowl 


Pound Caveotish jBentinck iu brown study to-night. .(Don’t at unoffending Clerk at table, he resumed his seat.^ 
know why it should be called brown any more than blue or green, “ Take me away, Toby,” he said a little later, m plaintive tones 
but adont usual nhraseologv.l Prenaratorv to eoias: into study of that brought tears to my eyes, and nearly made iue nowL Take 


fall play to front looks of hair, lets go hah 
thrusts hands in pockets, and stares into space.' 
“ What ’s the dear boy thinking about i’ ” I 


“ What ’s the dear boy thinking about i’ ” Dikee asked. “ Or is 
he sitting for hjls portrait ? Going to be done iu this style for the 


fall ; the sunset of the Empire is at hand, and the House of Lords 
“ Or is has shouted me down.” 


. In the House of Commons Sir Staeeobb Northcote, with apologetic 
manner, gives notice of a motion on Suez Canal affair, Agriculfural 


fresco companion-pietuxe to St. George iu St. Stephen’s Hall ? ” manner, gives notice of a motion on Suez Canal affair, Agriculfural 
“No; I was thmkiug why Giabstoee should have ihade Dodson Holdings Bill goes forward by leaps and bounds. Even Dodson 
a Cabinet Minister.” ' ^ . . . . 


can’t materially delay it. Conundrums rather gone out of fa^bn 


“ You needn’t make yourself ill with thinking too hard,” said Mr. since Maeum put his famous one to Speaker and never received 
“ Gladstone never liked Dizzy to beat him in anything, answer. But Mr. Caine thinks of another one. 
even in a joke. So he made Dodson Cabinet , Minister because Dizzy “ Why is Dodson the most attached partuer in the world ? ’’ 

made you Judge- Advocate-General, That’s what’s called capping a Give it up. Always give up a Conundrum promptly. ' 

, joke.” ' Because he ’s never far off Pogg.” 
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Business Agricultural Holdings Bill passed tlirougli Com- 

mittee. 

Wednesday. — The Scotch Agricultural Holdings Bill in Committee. 
One of those afternoons of thrilling excitement when the Scotch 
Members in possession. Cla:^ores flashing in sunless air. Dirks 


E age 2, line 3, to dance Highland fling. Mr. McLagan, differing 
[•om the Lord Adyocate, on meaning of words “ fair and reason- 
able ” in Clause 5, suddenly stoops down and produces a carving- 
knife out of his stocking, whilst far away floats the music of the 
bagpipe, Sir Alexander Q-ordon, it is understood, having obtained 


sounds as if piper, -who like Mr. Anderson simply wears kilt, were 
not comfortable. 

On the ConserYative side Sir Herbert Maxwell makes many 
appearances. 

young man, Herbert,” says Henry. “Eemarkable 
instance of the prod%aHty of ISTature. Might have thought there 
was only material in tTniYerse for production of one Young Saaddel- 
SON, and we’ve got him. But there was a considerable quantity 
over. So Herbert Maxwell was bom, and the Conservatives 
have their Young^ SAaruELSON to prevent us from being too much 
puffed up with pride of possession.” 

Business dotie , — ^Reached Clause 5, Scotch Agricultural Holdings < 
Bill. 

Thursday Night — “Mind you ’re in the House at Question Time. 
Toby, dear boy,” Chaplin said this morning, “ I’ve got aquestion about 
Suez Canal that ’ll fetch the Covemment. Spent aU yesterday drawing 
it up. Consulted Gorst and other eminent legal Authorities. You’fl 
find they can’t get over that. There ’ll be some fun, I promise you.” 

So there was. But, as Sir Charles Forster remarked, the laugh 
was on the other leg. Others beside Chaplin had awkward question 
about Suez Canal?- There was the Diet de Worsts and Sir Bi^Y 
WoLEP (who always run in couples now Bandolph’s gone), Mr. 
GcffiST, himself, and Henry. All questions on different points, each 
knottier than the other. Seemed impossible for Government to get 
out of the thicket without a scratch. 

But Grand Old Man took charge of the catechism, and nothing ever 
seen more delightful than his fence. Courteous almost to verge of 
personal affection. Most anxious to give all information. Bead the 
question over with manifest interest, giving fresh grace to its periods 
by his elocution. Then, turning with friendly smile upon inter- 
locutor, said something varying m length from three sentences to 
seven. Seemed a full answer, though a link missing somewhere. 
Perhaps didn’t catch it. Would understand better when full report 
of reply seen in print. 

Chaplin not quite so^ radiant after answer received. A little 
donhtful about precise point. Didn’t somehow seem to have* got such 
grip on the Government as had anticipated. But wait tul report 
out in evening papers. After this appears Chaplin anxious to 
change subject. Fact quite clear G. 0, M. has said nothing to com- 
promise Government either to Chaplin or to any other of his 
questioners, each one having been quite certain in advance that at 
least he ^d cornered the Government. 

This excellent play almost eclipsed in dealing with Sir Stae- 
EOED Horthcote’s Motion. G.O.M.^s fatherly interest in Sir Staepord 
as in a httle hoy playing Politics ; his obvious desire to look leniently 
npon his effort ; his hint that perhaps it had better be left alone; 
and his crowning declaration that if it would please Sir Stafford to 
go on, there was nothmg in the Besolution Glovemment could not 
accept— equal to Dizzy’s best manner. 

Busmess Education Estimates discussed. 

jPr»^<3?y.--Another day of all talk and no work. Discussion on 


THE CORPORATION WAKING UP. 

Whatever other effect, whether for good or for evil, Sir Willtah 
Harcoitrt’s rash Bill for abolishing the Grand Old Corporation and 
substituting for it a Brand Bew One, may have had, there can be 
no doubt that it is waking up the City Fathers to a keener sense of 
their duties and responsihilities than they have exhibited of late. 

We take from the City Bress^ presumably their especial organ, an 
account of their late proceedings, from which we select the plums, 
adding a little of our own spice, and leaving the solid pudding for 
stronger digestions 

OPEN SPACES. ALEXANDBA PAEK. 

That other Grand Old Man, Earl SHAFTESBiJRYj^nd that hand- 
some member of a handsome family. Lord George Hamilton, M.P., 
and many other less illustrious Swells, attended the Court of Common 
Council to petition that they would preserve Alexandra Park as they 
had preserved Epping Forest, as an Open Space for ever. I 

Mr. Snowdon, who said that he had, of course, an intimate know- | 
ledge of the value of some of thebdlly oistricts in Wales— (“ JEear! ”) I 
—wanted to know the price. 

Mr. Williams said he didn’t know it. 

Mr. Snowdon : How much have you got towards it ? 

Mr. Williams (emphatically ) : Hot a penny I 

Mr. Beard : Is it mortgaged ? 

Mr. Williams : Yes \ up to the hilt, and down to the Lake. 

Mr. Bear : How far is it from Finsbury Park, as the crow flies ? 

A PETiTioifER : There ain’t no crows there, so we don’t know. 

Mr. Beak thereupon moved, that the Court adjourn until that 
important evidence he obtained. That not being seconded, it fell 
to the ground, and was carried out by the Hall-keeper and his 
assistant's. 

Deputy Sanders asked Lord Shaftesbury whether he thought 
people eared about Open Spaces ? To which the noble Earl replied, 
with an amused smile, that he should rather think they did. 

Mr. Hughes^ who .wore the bine ribbon, hut not on his garter, 
asked if any dnnks would he sold there ; to which Lord G. Hamilton 
9 .uietly replied, “ Only such as the Corporation themselves indulged 
in.” At which the Court laughed cou'msively. 

Mr. Bedford said the Park was surrounded with difficulties. 


enclosed. But difficulties were just the thing to suit the Corpora- 
tion, because they made them wake up. The first question was, is 
it worth doing? Is Alexandra worth having? Is Alexandra 
beautiful ? Is Alexandra a thing of beauty and a joy for ever, like 
their own artistic Griffin ? [Laughter.) The next question was the 
mere contemptibly commercial question, how much wiB it cost? 
Surely this is a matter of such infinitesimal mportance that he 
almost blushed to mention it. (“ 0^, Whowus the sordid 

soul that called “ Oh! ” Had he no poetry in his merelfommeroial 
nature ? Did he prefer his miserable pounds and shillings, and even 
pence, to the dewy grass, the songs of birds^ and tbe breezy zephyr? 
( Voice. “ Fireworks ! ”) He scorned to notice such prosaic interrup- 
tions, out as he feared there might be among them some few who 
would wish to hear something about the mere paltry question of ways 
and means — from McStinger.) — he would con- 

descend to bring himself down to their low level. The eost of the 
beautiful Park that crowned our Horthem suburb, as Yenice crowned 
the Adriatic, was, he was proud to tell them, in the classical words 
of OUT great Poet, “nothmg to nobody.” (“OA, oA.'”) Let him 
explain his somewhat obscure meaning. (“jHJsiar/”) 'Hiey had 
among their Officers one, who, having dedicated his whole life to the 
mysteries of finance, had at last succeeded in discovering an enor- 
mously productive Tax that nobody paid I ( Great sensation.) Some 
of the clearest intelLeets in tha,t abode of innocence, the Corn 
Exchange, had endeavoured in vain to trace it to its source, but it 

f 1 j P H j-T- -• XT- * Tif X-. X. 


Attorney-General for Ireland being kept in reserve with Irish 
Bill if that wouldn’t do. House consented to look at the matter, and 
was beginning to make little progress, when Joseph Gilus woke up 
at the sound of the Scotch accent, and talked Bill out. 

At Evening Sitting, House thinly Mustered, whilst Salt Peppered 
Education Department. 

“Approbation from Sm Hubert Stanley,” &c.— Mr. Glad- 
stone last Thursday was understood to allude to the Porte as the 
“ Competent Authority ” in any Suez Canal question. To be thus 
mehtioned by Mr. Gladstone is indeed a good omen for the Sultan. 
Fourth Party brought him mto a (mestion, and he figured in l^wo or 
three letters on this subject. The Irrepressible One, the “ Unspeak- 
able Turk, being one of those ^ Di^omatie Orientals sait 
oMendre^^ is sure to be “in -it ’’^sooner or later, as indicated in 
Mr. FmcNs last week’s Cartoon. . . - 


j fruitless efforts with a pitying smile. The farmers of America had 
! claimed the credit of freeing Epping Forest,^ and had authorised him 
to state ^eir willingness to purchase the fair Alexandra on the same 
terms. (Loud Cheers.) A certain Member of Parliament, whom he 
would not condescend to name, had said the tax was a fearful charge 
upon the poor man’s bread — (A laugh .) — ^but as a. poor man would 
have to consume seventy-five half-quartern loaves ^efoice the tax 
would amount to a farthing, even if ne paid ib, whi<flr~he did not, he 
would leave such contemptible twaddle to the purlieus of the House of 
Commons. In concinsion, he would say, let them soar above the 
slanderous mud of Chelsea, and seek refti^ in the pure air^ and 
brilliant sunshine of Open Spaces ! (Loud eheers.) He moved it be 
referred to a Committee. , , iT i ^ 

Mr. Inice suj^orted the motion, and said that the Alexandra Park 
would be a bulwark, u rampart, and an outpost, and a fortifica- 
tion, and a parapet, and a breastwork, and a balustrade, and a 
defence (Left speaking.) 
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distinguished amateurs, ^the reciter. 


UlO I ii^vaui^n*-*^ — w. 

s™,! .. . «..» » r.»« ™ “sssrsj •“ ?,”sirss:s 

THE GREAT PIANIST, AND SiGNOR mt^cOOTTNTARLE ABSENCE, LITTLE BiNKS, THE HOST (WHO, BY THE WAT, TRIM 

HAPPEN TO THEN HP, AND TO COMPENSATE ™ _ v T.tT TP.T)a TTTMgH'.T.ir HE SHCCEEDS) MANAGES TO RECITE THE DREAM 

OF Sf Ab1m?(T0^e”w^Sc ON TH^ PlANO BY MRS. BiNHS), BEFORE ANYBODY CAN MANAGE TO GET AWAY. 


AN ISTHMIAN GAME. 

How stands -ale Game? the fyiendlyfoes, 

Have they reaUy heeu playing to win ? Wno knows . 
Teterans both bat the IVenohman ’s fast, 


y CLCxajuio wvua* ; w«av v— « * — — — / 

EUling in seryice, and g-ood to last* 

As for Ms riyal, “ Hnmpli! ” says the ring. 

“ Takes it too easy, no pace, no stmg. 

* ‘ Spoons like a noyioe,” gnimkles one. 

“ Slow on tke kail,’’ grunts another. “ Can’t run I 
Places so wildly.” protests a tMrd. 

* ‘ Plays into the Frenchman’ s hands. Ahs^d . 

“ That the redoubtable GrLiDSToms smash ? 

Blundering play, at once feeble and rash : 

Not in theWnt with the Frenchman ! Why r 
Mjf conyiotion, he doesn’t half try.” 

Not his true form by a lot, Jknow.” 

“ Then the more shame fox Mm, seUing us so I 
If the game is played out, he is bound to lose. 
Bather not be in his backers’ shoes.” 

Much better stop it, and take Mm away. 

Not fit to play for a pipkin to-day ! ” 

So the spectators^ exceedingly sore, 

Backers or enemies. How stands the score r 
Little — ^at present— or lost or won. 

G-enialfoesI Are they playing in'to? . 

Halt, mon cher Lesseps ! Your semce is grand 1 
"WonderfM volleys ! Most fiexible hand ! ” 

, Honoured opponent, your praise is sweet ; 

' Pleasanter player I never did meet ! ” 

How stands the game ? “ Well, so far as I see, 

The score at present is ‘ Yantage to me.’ 

Pardon me I that is an error^thoimh small. 

We don’t play the * deuce,’ so it ’s ‘ vantage aU ! ”’ 


CETEWAYO. 

OiraiSAaaoN’s Victim ! tapped or , 

To please her varymg moods ; first fought and netted 
To serve her inte^^sts', thenj to content 
Her meaner moo(Nf maudlin sentment, 

Patted and made a puppet and a show I 
Could we your inner feeling rightly know, 

A' Chasob.— Hotiimg could haye been more 
prospects end more enopura^ than the retrospects of the lJmted 
Telenhone Company— (may me Company remaan long md happily 
“TJmted” in the best financial bonds!)— as presented 
freshest, ever freest, ever most gemd of Chaimen, Mx. J^amus 
Brand, who ought to be known by this time as the perpeteal per- 
SataCof S Brand new.” Six per cent, at present, ^^.1®*^® 
hope, with great impartiality, not having a fourpemy hit m me 
ZSrm cent, per oek for every message ^t fatnre^^s 
some otLer dear clever hoy starts up md in^nts something wmoh ijm 
supersede telephoues and telegraphs, lire’s a 
lEVCN'd Bishop. The development of a Thought-Reading Company 
might work up into sometMng big. 

Tahing the view very dearly and warmly epress^ by 
Justices Brett, Cotton, aud Bqwm, who, 

fast law, woulci have been inclined to give the panent what 
'A^y ^s ‘‘-What for |®r 

Sara’s son than a child of Agar. AM rato AgartEe^s 
child we would be Somebo^-EUis’s, Anybody-EDis s m faetj says 
Lord Justice PnircH. . . 
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Lord Penzance giving jud^ent from his 
Dressing-table. 


JUSTICE IN UNEASY SLIPPERS. 

“ imything more undignified than the spectacle of a Judge in his official 
rohes delivering an important judgment in such an apartment — the private 
dressing-room of his Lordship — can be hardfy imagined .’^ — Daily Paper. 

Scene — ^Lord Penzance’s Private Di'essing-Room at the Palace of 
Westminster^ converted into the Court of Arches. Shoicer-baih 
in corner^ e. Toilette-tahle, c. Boot-cupboard^ u. Chest of 
Braxoers^ E. JDoor^ L. The 7'oom inconveniently ct'oicded. 

Lord Penzance {seated ^ in full foi'exisic costume^ in front of the 
toUette-tahle^ finishmg his shaving). There! that’s done for the day I 
{Turniyig roioid.) ijid now how are we going on ? 

Usher. Please, my Lord, there ’s no room for any more of the Bar. 
There are two Q,ueen’s Counsel waiting outside who say they’re 
engaged in the 'nest case. They ’ye been knocking at the door like 
anything. 

Lord Penzance. Come, come, we must show a little patience. See, 

hm myself on the 

Lord Penaance giving judgment from his subject—so ^ ^d the 
Dressing-table. late Archbishop of 

Canteebuet. So we 

must make the. best of it. On the last occasion of our meeting you 
will remember that I had nnrself to hear an important case from the 
boot-cupboard. However, I am most anxious that the convenience 
of everyone should be considered. If I might offer a suggestion — 
there is stHl standing-room on that chest of drawers. 

\The Q.C.^s how^ and climb on the piece of furniture mentioned. 

Registrar of the Court {occupying the wasliAiand-stand). I beg your 
Lordship’s pardon, but I find my present resting-place very insecure. 
W^Len tne Court adjourns for the day, perhaps your Lordship will 
kindly order the carpenter to look to the legs of this— hem ! — 
structure. 

Lord Renzance {courteously). Certainly. But at the same time I 
would mention that personally I should prefer to put the wash-hand- 
stand — so to speak — out of bounds. The officiai who occupied that 
coign of vantage at the last sitting of the Court somehow or other 
contrived to destroy the soap-dish. ( With a sudden burst of anger.) 
It really was very annoying ! 

Registrar of the Court. Please, my Lord, it wasn’t me. It will be 
within your Lordship’s recollection that the Principal Eegistrar of 
the Province of Canterbury was occupying the wash-hand-stand at 
the last meeting of the Court. . ^ 

Principal Registrar of the Province of Canterbury. Certainly I 
was. But I would respectfully submit to your Lordship that I 
could not have destroyed the soap-dish, as the crockery-ware had 
been removed from the wooden frame before I took up my position. 
As a matter of fact, I was myself standing in the hole usually 
occupied by the basin. 

Lord Penzance, duite so. I am sure that no officer of this Court 
would treat the Bench— or, to be quite accurate, as I am seated 
upon it, I should say the toilette-tahle— with disrespect. But I 
confess I was annoyed — only for the moment — at what I imaged to 
be the wanton destruction of the soap-dish. {Explaining to the Bar.) 
You see it spoils the whole set I 

Leading Q. C. {sympathetically). Ho doubt, my Lord ; no doubt 
{Referring to papers). Your Lordship will remember that judgment 
was to be deKvered to-day in the ease that occupied our attention at 
the last sitting of the Court. 

Lord Penzance. Certainly. But, before I commence the deliyery 
of my judgment, I should like to know if the Court’s Shorthand- 
writer (who, by the way. I do not see in his customary place on the 
top of the boot-cupboard) can hear m^. 

A Voice. Certainly, my Lord. Yoitr Lotdship ^aks with such 


admirable distinctness that I can catch every syllable. I would 
explain that I gave up the top of the boot-cupboard to a sister of one 
of the suitors. 

Loi'd Penzance {synilin^ and bowing). I am not surprised at the 
Shorthand- writer’s act of self-sacrifice, now that its cause has been 
brought thus prominently before me. {A Lady on the top of the 
hoot-cupboard blushes and siyyipers.) ^ But can the Shorthand-writer 
see me 

A Voice. Yes, my Lord, through\a crevice in the brickwork. 
Perhaps your Lordship would kindly explain to the Lady that she 
need be nnder no compunction in " i m m - , 

oeoupying my old place, as, in its i y 
stead, I have found a very com- J I 
fortable seat np the chimney. li 

Lord Peyizance {to Lady, with 
a syyitle). You hear what he says. . ■ W • 

{With soyne hesitation, hut much A 

courtesy.) I may add, however, 1 

that as my judgment wiH be very !i|H|RS^ | 

uninteresting, and the aeeommoda- | 

tion is so extremely limited, my 

dressing-room, I should say the 

Court, will have to he entirely 

devoted, after the adj.oumment for 

luncheon, to the exclusive use of j 1 

the parties in the suit. {Lady gets 
dowyi from the cupboard,^ angrily. 
and leaves the apartyyieyit m a huff.) 

This incident is very painful to me 1 ^ n m 

However,^ it is better as it is I And 

now I will deliver my judgment. ■ 

{Holds forth from the toilette- __ \ 1 j; 

table uyiiil the usual tmxe for the iSiiJ 

yyiidday adjournyyieyit, wheyi the ^ 

Court is cleared for half-an-hour. , , ^ , 

On the resumption of husmess, his ^ord Penzance is compelled to hear 
Lordship, wlto in the mterhn has ^ i^^ortant AroW Com-t case 
changedhispositionayid disappeared boot-cupboard. 

fywyn view, coyitmues.) I trunk, by the new arrangement, we have 
economised space. Before concluding my judgment, I should like 
to hear Counsel once more upon the point to which I alluded at our 
last sitting. 

Leading Q. C. With your Lordship’s favour {Enters into an 

exhaustive arguyyxent. At its coyiclusmi ;) I trust I have made myself 
clear to your Lordship; although I have not been able to address the 
Bench personally. We have had ample oral evidence of your Lord- 
ship’s presence in Court, but have not had (since the midday adjourn- 
ment) the advantage of actually seeing yonr LordsMp, {A pause. 
Then the sound of falling water. General consternation.) 

Lord Peyizance {putting his head out of the cm^tains of the shower- 
bath). There is not the slightest occasion for alarm. Exercising my 
discretion, I occupied some of the time of the Court in considering 
the admirahle arguments we have just heard, in a position particu- 
larly favourable to calm deliberationy-a position 1 took up when 
the Court was cleared at luncheon-time. You will notice that I 
have accommodated myself to circumstances, and am addressing my 
audience, like Soceates, from my hath I I am stiH a little unsettled 
on one point, so I will retire a few minutes longer, to turn it quietly 
over in my own mind. {Eisappears. Sounds of falling^ water 
renewed. When they have subsided, his Lordship puts out his head, 
and continues ;) Resorting to my old habit when practising at the 
Bar, I have just taken a “refresher.” {Much laughter, during which 
his Lordship shahes the water from Ms wig, and resumes Ms ivonted 

gravity.) And now I am quite decided, and have no doubt that 

[^Completes the delivery of his decision. ^ Scene closes in upon the 
Court of Arches, the Judgds Dressing-Room, and, above all 
and before all, the Dignity of the Law I 


Hem. at tRe Hansion House. 

{After hearing Mr. Russell LoweWs speech) 

Aetee the windy blasts, as loud as drear. 

Of Civic Bumbledom’s big Boreas-bustle, 

’Tis sweet as zephyrs ’midst green leaves to hear 
This gentle Russell. 

Mes. Ramsbotha3£ likes the entertainment at the Eisheries. She 
says the Foreign Thingummyjigian Band plays beautifully. I 
like to see them.” s^s Mrs. R., ‘*in full unicorn, when they’re 
dressed in Prussian Blue and wear the regular Herman Pickletub 
helmet.” 

An Aj>bbe3s to tbtj” Cbown,— “One on the nob.” (Ask 'a 
pt^ilist,' or & StABTOEB Hoethoote.) ’ 
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OLD PLAYS roR mw 
AUDIENCES. 

At Toole^s Theatre, T. "W"* 
Robebtson the Younger has 
reprodneed AT.P., considered 
at the time of its first appear- 
ance, thirteen years ago, at the 
Prince of "Wales’s Theatre, one 
of the least satisfactory of the 
“ Cup and Saucer Successes ” 
associated with the name of 
his late father. And yet the 
piece, in si>ite of its old- 
fashioned hits at not very 
modem election "bribery, and 
certainly very ancient bur- 
lesque, has its merits. It is 
brightly written, and capitally 
played by at least two mem- 
bers of the new Company — 
Miss Gebabd and Mr. G. D. 
Wakd, who are Metropolitan 
additions to a troupe chiefiy 
tahen from the rroTinces. 
Altogether, it does not require 
a wizard to prophesy that 
Toole’s Theatre, with 3/.P., 
will not be “M.T.” 

Yet another restoration. The 
AdelpM Management have 
moduced a capital revival of 
Streets of London. ^ Late 
in the Season as it is, the 
Streets of London— from which 
aU who can get a holiday are 
flying, in order to see the 
genume Gh'een Bushes in the 
Country — will attract the 
crowds of Country Cousins 
who invariably come up to 
Town just at this time. 


PUNCH'S FANCY PORTRAITS -No. 147* 


-The Govermnent should not 
trade or speculate, say the 
Eadicals. Certainly their ex- 
periment as Black-long makers 
(in Zululand) has not proved 
such a shining success as to 
excite the jealousy of Messrs. 
Day akd Martih. 







RHINE AND REASON. 

[By the Brummagem Byron.) 

“ A little railway has been con- 
structed from Konigswinter to the 

* castled crag of Brachenfels.’ ” 
The World. 

The castled crag of Drachenfels 

We used to climb to from 
the Rhine, 

And classed it with the Rhenish 
“sells” 

When toiling up the steep 
incline ! 

But now I bustle up by steam. 

To take a lunch of fruit and 
wine; 

And gaze upon the rolling 
stream. 

And hurry back along the 
line I 

I’d stand a “first return” 
with glee, 

And double joy wert thou 
with me ! 


M. WADDINGTON, 

The cleveb Bull- Poodle of Anolo-Fbehch Beeed : mais^ L' Union 
Fait la Fobqe. 


PooB plucky, hut too des- 
perately rashj Captain Webb ! 
To swim Niagara was the 
swummit of his ambition, and 
he failed. It seems uncertain 
whether the Railway Compa- 
nies encouraged him, or not. 
We fancy not; but if they 
did, we should probably have 
heard by this tune that they 
have handed over the very 
poor compensation of two 
thousand pounds to his widow. 


“ On, Stanley, On ! » 

Says M. de Bbazza, 

“ You try aU your art, Sir, 
But as to the Congo 
You shan’t farther on go.” 

The Uhiondest “Cut” of 
ALL [for M. DE Lesseps).— An 
English Suez Canal. 


A COMIC COMPLAINT. 

( Which, hut for its sulgect, might he a Chapter of Sappy Thoughts.) 


as “The Great Shakspearian Clownj” and who was invariably attached 
— have never been able to ascertam the mysterious connection— to a 
Circus. I have "been a pretty regular Theatre and Circus-goer in my 


I WILL never again speak disrespectfully of the Colic, Somehow 
I had come to consider it as a comic com;^auLt, as somethmg which 
had come to he designated by the Clown at Christmas, -^if I remember 
rightly as to when and from whom I first heard the expression, — ^as 
the ‘ ‘ CoUywohbles.” I could almost swear that if not in a Pantomime 
it was at all events a Clown in a Circus, a “ Shakspearian down,” 
too, to whom, as a hoy, I looked up with a sort of reverence ; I say, 
emphatically^ “ a sort of,” because I cannot now arrive at what sort 
of reverence it was. But, anyhow, he was Shakspearian, and I was a 
good deal bronght up ouShahspeabe in my earliest youth, beginniag 
with a light diet of “ Lamb’s tales,”— which, I am hound to say, stood 
me in good stead for many years, established me above my fellows as 
an authority on Shakspeabe, whose plays I don’t sup^se I really 
tackled— “ tackled ” is the word,— until long after I had left school. 

But the less I knew about Shaespeabe, except being taken to see 
him as a treat at Drury Lane or elsewh^e, when his matchless works 
were associated in my mind with Christmas time, tms, ah oyster supper, 
— in a real late supper place in the Strand, dividedTato small compart- 
ments like stalls m a stable, with the luxury of drinking beer out 
of a pewter pot, and a general feeling that at fourteen years of age I 
was quite the man about town— I say, with the exception of these 
^lare (mportcmities of making acquaintance with Shakspeabe, I had 
litle' mste or opportunity for the private study of his works, and so, 
as I commenced oy remarking when I interrupted myself, the less 1 
knew about Shakspeabe, the g:reater was the mysterious veneration 
with which I c^e to regard his name and anythmg or anybody who 
was Shakspearian,-— and when I say “ anybody” I mean distmctly 
one person, to whom I have, already aRud^, who was always known 


wnen tnat Uiown preservea tne ■nraoiuons oi ms oraer, ana naa nou 
compromised his dignity by descending to tumbling and acrohatism. 

[^Note . — cannot help pausiag,'as I write the word “ acrobatism ” 
•for the first time; I fancy it ought to he “ acrobancy,”— like necro- 
manoy, only, on the other hand, a professor of the latter art is not 
called a “ Necromat ”— so we ’U leave it at “ acrobatism,” which is a 
good word, and proceed with the subject in hand.] 

With this youthful reverence for Shakspeabe,— “ reverence to 
authority ” was early instilled into me as a principle, and Shak- 
speabe was always being brought forward as “ an authority,” so hence 
logically my reverence,— no wonder that anything that fell from the 
lips of a Shakspearian Clown, praised as such by my elders, who pointed 
him out to me immediately on his appearance in the Ring, and said 
“There he is!” with as much earnestness and pride (as having a 
share in him at so much a head paid for our seats) as if he had been 
the late Lord Beacohstteld or the present Pbemieb, should retain a 
firm hold upon my memory. ^ I am sure that that Shak^earian Clown 
on more than one occasion iuquired most anxiously after the health 
of the Master of the Ring, a magnificent person in a fancy uniform 
of uncertain nationality, which would have been decidedly military 
had it not been equally naval, and would, therefore, have been 
(when I come to think of its gold epaulettes, gold braid, blue 
trousers with gold stripes, patent leather boots, and spurs) the very 
uniform for a General of the Horse-Marine Force, had such ajb^ct 
of the service ever been called iato existence hy the necessities of 
some extraordinary campaign. 

The Master of the Ring 1 There has never been one like him 
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THE ODD-JOB MAN. 

I WANT YOU TO MEND THE LeG OE THIS KiTOHEN TABLE, SmITHSON. Do 
YOU TEEL EQUAL TO THE JOB ? 

Equal to the Job, M’m ? Why, Me and a eew Mates o* mine built 
THE 'ole of the NEW LAW COURTS, M’m 1 ” 

[Job turns out a complete faihLre all the same J 


since, and never will be, for I speak of tbe past glories of ** Ashley’s,” and of 
the immortal Widdicomb, wbo disappeared many many years ago, and wbo, I 
am convinced, as I never saw any record of Ms death and burial, nor have ever 



luxuriant and glossy, splendid comiplexionj 
kid gloves, carrying a long flexible four-in . , 

tation of the Ancient Astley’s, and only occasionally revealing 
Ms “ scenes in a — ghostly of course — circle ” to some be-mused Cockney Bip Tan 
Winkle, who may have taken too much at the “ Mother Eedcap,” and lost 
Mm self on Primrose Hill. 

The Shakspearian Clown was invariably deeply concerned for Mr. Widdi- 
comb’s— I, as a boy, always thought he was either Admiral or G-eneral Widdi- 
COMB— health. It was on one oi these occasions, when my young mmd was 
so fresh to receive impressions, that the Shakspearian Jester wanted to know 
how Mr. Wlddicomb was, and when that Grentleman, who, though always 
politely addressing the fool as “ Sir,” seldom answered Ms questions directly, 
replied by asking ^‘Whyso, Sir?” the Shakspearian Clown at once explained 
that Ms anxiety as to the state of Mr. Wibeicomb’s health arose pcom Ms 
“having heard that he had been laid up with the eollywobbles^in Ms pande- 
noodles ” — ^whereat the audience, myself mcluded, laughed prodigiously. 

I remember that Mr. Widdicomb did not seem best pleased with the Shaks- 
pearian Clown’s facetiousness on tMs occasion, and even emphasised Ms dis- 


VJ-WWJLtO XOiUCllXUUOJULCiSO Uli liJUUO WWI/OAVil, CbJULU. SSyKSU 

pleasure with a smart crack of the lash, wMchmade the Jester hop and cry, 
Oh I please don’t, Sir,” — whereat, rtnifA smt** +lifl+: n-nr -FavrvnTitft down 

was only 


y, ^uite sure that our favourite Clown 

^-ULLjr |,g y and wasn’t in reality hurt the least bit, we all laughed 

, and more heartily than before, as we felt somehow that our laughter at 
rne previous allusion to the mysterious complaint from wMch it had been given 
out that Admiral or Qaneral widbicomb had been sufferiag had been a little 
ill-timed, and had been, in fact, an ebullition of risibility not in anyway to 
be goud of as a specimen of our sympathy or of our good-breeding. 

What part of Mr. 'Wibbicomb’s anatomy, or of anyone’s anatomy,— 


though he being such a remarkable man it might 
have been something special in Aim, —the “pande- 
noodles” were, where the “Collywobbles” had given 
him so much internal trouble, no one has ever been able 
to afford me the slightest information. But as to the 
“Collywobbles” there has never been any doubt in the 
mind of any schoolboy. How, no one that I ever met 
ever spoke seriously as from their own painful experi- 
ence in my hearing of “ the CohcJ’ but, on the contrary, 
classed it under the head of “ Collywobbles ’’generally, 
so that I came to consider “ Colic” as a speciflc form oi 
the generic “Collywobbles”: “Colic” being evidently 
singular, and “ Collywobbles,” a collection of wobbles. 

This view was home out by; two things ; first, a con- 
founded song— I can’t help being annoyed with it, having 
been deceived by it all my life up to now, — of a baccha- 
nalian character, commencing — 

Punch cures the gout, 

The “ Colic,” and the ‘‘ ptisic.” 

But what “ ptisic ” is, or whether I have even correctly 
rememhered its orthography, I don’t know, and most 
medical men whom I have consulted have given it as their 
opimon that the “ptisic” was an effort of the Poet’s 
imagination in order to end the line with a word to 
rhyme with physic, — ^the verse being — 

Punch cures the gout, 

The “ Colic,” and the “ptisic,” 

And it is allowed to be (three times) 

The very best of physio. 

K by “Punch” were meant the i^riodical inwMch 
this essay appears, then everyone with the command of 
threepence would be able to cure himself by the expendi- 
ture of that trifling, but never better spent, amount. 
But, alas, it is not so — and as to tbe awful concoction 
known as “Punch,” by whomsoever made, whether 
bottled, cold, or in the howl, hot, let him who shall dare 
to say that it is any ^ecidc for CoHc (we needn’t trouble 
ourselves about “ptisic”), or remedy for the mildest 
attack of that excruciating malady, be henceforth and 
for ever anathema. Well, that song led me astray; 
“ the Colic ! ’’ who would care for a complaint wMch you 
laughed at with boon companions round the howl — almost 
drinking its health— and wMoh everyone of a iovial tem- 
perament put on a par with the imamary “ptisic,” or 
joked about, out of the song, as Collywobbles, or very 
contemptuously as “wobbles” without the “ colly.” 

In later days, when “ collies” were the fasMon, it oc- 
curred to me that the Colly-wobbles might be ^ * wobbles ” 
peculiar to tMs class of dog, as “ staggers”are peculiar 
to horses. But I dismiss this, as it nas no bearing on 
the comic a spec t in wMch I had come to regard tMs 
complaint. What finally fixed my idea of it was seeing 
at my friend Boobels’ a drawing by George Cruik- 
SBLAiyK:, called “ The Colic J It represented an old- 
fasMoned elderly spinster, in an old-fasMoned dress — 
date about the Waterloo period— -with a cord tightly 
hound' round her waist, at each end of wMch were little 
comic imps viciously pulling with all their might and 
main, and doing their utmost to bisect tbe unhappy 
elderly Lady at a given point. The elderly spiuster was 
represented as holding her hands to her Mps, and her face 
was expressive of the most excruciating agony. 

Unfortunately, like the mishaps wMch happening in a 
Pantomime ought to cause intense suffering to the baby, 
who is sat upon and smashed, to the nurse, who runs 
away screaming, to the tall man, whose head comes off 
(without much apparent inconveMence to himself), and 
to the policeman who is shot out of a cannon and his limbs 
scattered about (till subsequently collected and put to- 
gether by some ingenious process), but wMch only provoke 
tbe spectator to shouts of laughter, these torments as 
depicted by the late George Cruieshank in Lis own 
imiMtable fasMoUj simply amused me, specially as the 
Artist had slily pomted the moral by iutroduoing on the 
wall a portrait of the sufferer herseH in her previously 
robust health, standing at a spirit-cupboard, and holding 
a rum-hottle to her lips, with her head well thrown 
back. “Oho,” said I, was what used to bring 

on the old-fasMoned Colic at the Waterloo period.,— or 
more correctly the Bummilies period,— was it? Well, 
thank Goodness, we don’t do that nowadays; and at all 
events I never ” — and so on (I admit it mw)^ in the most 
pharasaio style. 

But the other day— no matter Low— no matter when— 
suddenly I was laid up. I writhed with pain ; I tossed 
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about ; I rolled from side to side ; I groaned and groaned till I was 
afraid the neighbours would send in to ask me to go and groan some- 
where else. I kept on groaning — ^it was a relief — a great relief. Even 
people at a meeting, who don’t agree with the spealmr’s sentiments, 
or who don’t approve of some one he has mentioned, groan, and it 
relieves them. When I am ill, what is the use of ‘ ‘ shent sirfferinig ? ” 
If yon want real sympathy and pity, groan. Don’t overdo it : at 
nneq.nal intervals is the best for sympathy. Then, as I got worse, up 
sprang old cowardly enemies, led by a force under command of 
General Gout in my left foot, and attacked me in the most cowardly 
and dastardly maimer. Within a few hours I was prostrated; 
writhing and moaning. 

Then came the Doctor. He prescribed. I became a tride better, 
and, on the first opportunity (after two days of it), but before I 
had reached the improved stage when I could wait to consider whether 
I should groan or not, I asked him (as I always like to know), 
‘ ‘ Doctor, what have I been suffering from ? ” 


SORS SHAKSPEARIANA. CAPTAIN WEBB. 

{Browned in his attempt to swim Niagara.) 

I SAW Mm beat the surges under him. 

And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water 
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
The surge most swoln that met him ; Ms bold head 
’Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar’d 
Himself with Ms good arms in lusty stroke 
To the shore, that o’er Ms wave-worn basis bowed, 

As stooping to relieve him : Never more 
Came he alive to land. 

Alas! he’s gone.” 

[Frmn The Tempest^ 'uery slightly adapted^ and we only wish %oe could 
give it exactly . — Act L, Sc. 1.] 


“ Well,” he replied, thoughtfully, a complication 

“Yes, yes, I Imowthat,” I interrupted, impatiently; “but what 
began it ? — ^what gave me all the pain r I ’ve had a sharp attack of 
something. What is it ? ” 

TX _ T _ _ J 1 _ T • _ L 1- _ n 1 1 _ 


BEGINNING IN SMOKE. 

— s- j- 1 i T- 1 j. T T-j. j. -L j -L 1 * -L {Supplemeiitary to a recent Correspondence.) 

He hesitated. A light — a light that had broken m upon me when a xr . 

I was in one of my worst writMngs at night — a revelation that came Sra,— Your Correspondent, “ A EEsroN'BD Yictim,” is wrong in 
upon me when my head was hot, when idiotic fantastic faces, in supposing that tMs vicious habit, if contracted early in Hfe, must be 
white cooks’ caps, (the ghosts of past good dinners) would come in regarded as incui’able. On the contrary, the process of cure is as 
crowds and grimace and gibber at me — that light by wMch, in those simple as it is certain. When a young man, like most young men, I 
long, weary hours, I had seen re-produced in a waking vision Ceutk:- squandered my income layisMy on Mgh-olass cigars, giving often as 
shank’s picture of the elderly spinster in tortures — ^that light wMch, laueh as five farthings a-piece for the most remarkalile brands. The 
at the same timsj had shown me three jovial souls, seated at a miscMef done to my health was appalling, and, spite the character 
round table, singing that verse I have aheady quoted— that light quality of the tobacco, I was continually seized with vertigo, 

wMoh had brought back to me the Shakspearian Clown cutting jokes nausea, parMytic amaurosis, intermittent mania, and all the symptoms, 
at WmDicoHB’s expense, while I was in agonies, and the clock of diphtheric tetanus. An accident came to my rescue. A friend 
was monotonously ticking ofl the minutes in that hard, unsympathetic recommended me one day to try a cigar of wMch he was able, by a 
manner, so remarkable in all clocks in a sick room,— that light broke fortunate chance, to let me have seventy-five boxes at a figure tnat 
upon me now, as I raised myself up in bed, and, looking him straight brought down the price to about something like forty a shilling. I 
in the face, said, “Doctor, I know. I have had an attack of the ^dnot mind tMs for a really good cigar, and took the whole con- 
‘ Colic’!” signment. I at once tried a sample of my new purchase. Incredible 

“You have,” he replied, as if he were surprised at my naming it. js. it may sound, I gave up smoking then and there. When my 
“ It has been a sharp attack?” I inquired. friends, inveterate smokers, dined with me, I put these fine cigars 

“ Tery,” he answered, emphatically. before them. They have all gradually given up smoking — at my 

“ Doctor,” I asked, diffidently, “ ‘ Colic ’ is an old-fasMoned com- house. You may regard tMs as a curious phenomenon, but it is the 
plaint” — ^he assented — “and 1 have always associated it with case; and I leave “ A Resigned Yictih ” to account for it as best 
’ Collywobbles.’ ” He smiled. “ It is not that^ is it ? ” fie can, and Inspect, if fie likes, the seventy-four surplus boxes that, 

' “ Certainly not,” he replied. ^ though now in prime condition, still remain, somehow, on the hands 

Then I have been wrong in considering * Colic ’ as a comic com- of one who where a cigar is concerned has always considered himself 

plaint, eh, Doctor?” i.i- v An Exceiient JiineE. 

Como ! ” he exelauiieQ., utterly astonished. Then, shaMng his .p. „ j i t< . m .r 

head slowly, he said, “It’s the very reverse of comio. The pain is . ^Correspondent, A THOUGHpui M.D.,” is a fool. I 

most severe ; and, when the—” ■ - - shall be one hundred and five next March, and I have smoked an 

But here he went into a technical description of the malady. It ^^^oe of Bndseye every three hours for the last two-and-ninety 
was very learned, and he even gave me the Latin word for it, wMch M'^^.ys blowup a cloud, humorous friends (sorry 

would be used in the Medical Scientific Dictionary ; but the Colic I oall ^) alhide to as Old Eurnace,” but I prefer, Sir, very 
by any other name would he as painful. One thing, however^ I vow subscribe myself to you as Blastus 

ri’aNM Eduoe,-! Ve smoked (rather) ever since Iwas fovm, and 

to Iks maiadyhythe style’and Me of “ Collywolhles.” 

’ ' ^ - now got into Pickwicks. Dnde smokes Pickwicks. Woppers. Them’s 

the Pickwicks I ’ve got into ; becos I tried to break Uncle of Pick- 
' Our Too Sensitive ITeiglibour, wicks. I tried to break Uncle of Pickwicks by putting all the right 

' , AT r( • X ends into Blacking. That broke Uncle ; hut didn’t he have a jdly 

■ , Guinea for fear of woundmg the suseepti- row with Ms cigar man I Aunt thought it was the Blue Ribbon. It 

: bihties of Eranee. x xc»xx x It was the Blacking. Uncle don’t hke Blacking. I do ; 

. Better not make any fuss about the Tamatave afiair for fear of and ain’t I having a time of it ? Oh, no ^ rt 

woundiiig Ereneh susceptibilities. xsobbt. 

I ^ reconsider the Channel Tunnel duestion, and let us have Snt, — ^Ihad the misfortune yesterday to swallow my pipe — a hand- 

I two pi^.tM^ee Tunnels from Dover to Calais, because if we don’t we some full-sized Hungarian briar. Can any of your Correspondents 
may wound French susceptibilities. tell me what I had better do ? 

’ . I am, Sir, your obedient Servant, 

Admonttus. 

Vjrgxnia and Paul have found theic way to the Gaiety. They [TMs correspondence must now cease.— E d.] 

have come from America, bringing with them any number of * =========z===rr========== 

choruses. They eaU themselves a “ Comic Opera,” hut tMs they — ■ 

certainly are not,^ as they are unquestionably a “ Burlesque.” It is Change oe Name.— There have recently been some complaints in 
’ not Strang, considering their intimate acquaintaneesMp^ tiiat they the Times that the well-known C. S. Coach, Mr. Wben, has fre- 
: monU first seen the (theatrical) light in the United ^ates. quently claim^ed as.th® results of Ms own special training pupils who 
. Mlisih bright , (Messes pretty. For the rest the heroine herself is had ofily been with Mm a short time, and who it was sMd owed their 
, WQitted by both worlds to be “beautiful.” Under these circum- success in examination to former instructors. If this' were proved, 

- iMnoesitisprcibahle'.that however often you see Virginnr she^dll Mr. Wben would have to change Ms name, and instead of a Wren 
5 i^cyiar jwii upon you. . ’ ^ , he could become a Cuckoo. But we can’t thinlr that a Ween would 

\ ' be a Robhin’ in any sort of way. 

commenced Ms an^eir to the be * 

, ‘‘THE;I)ivemoiiof tkeSirDaiya/VeadOTtLiWilUMSBOTH^ 

iu m!? ' Bless me I ” intemipted ier exceilent Aunt, “rthongM it was the 

^M.the name of the Ckmese leader.'aad the name of a new poem, hut of couise it ’s a new TTmyffi:. -w^dl, mv 
gate iSoMe^ was paMfled. ■ ^dear, go on and feuke how he diverted himself” “T 

HfeT TO whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be' returned, unless accompanied 

by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Oopies of MS. skould be kept by the Senders. ^ 


ends into Blacking. That broke Uncle ; hut didn’t he have a j(Sly 
row with Ms cigar man I Aunt thought it was the Blue Ribbon. It 
wasn’t. It was the Blacking. Uncle don’t like Blacking. I do ; 
and ain’t I having a time of it ? Oh, no ! Bobby 

Snt, — ^I'had the misfortune yesterday to swallow my pipe — a hand- 
some full-sized Hungariau briar. Can any of your Correspondents 
tell me what I had better do ? 

I am, Sir, your obedient Servant, j 

Admonttus. I 

[TMs correspondence must now cease. — ^Ed.] i 

Cbcange oe Name. — There have recently been some complaints in 
the Times that the well-known C. S. Coach, -Mr. Wben, has fre- 
quently clairqed as, tb® results of Ms own special training pupils who 
had Dijly been with Mm a short time, and vrfio it was sMd owed their 
success in examination to former instructors. If this' were proved, 
Mr. Ween would have to change Ms name, and instead of a Wren 
he could become a Cuckoo. But we can’t think that a Ween ■^ould 
be a Robbiu’ iu any sort of way. 

“The Diversion of the Sir Darya,” read but La'OTia Ramsbotham, 

^ Bless me I ’? interrupted her excellent Aunt, I* thought it was the ■ 
^me of a new poem, hut of course it ’s a new Slight. Well, my 
dear, go on and teU me how he diverted himself.” 
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“TO BE CONTINUED IN TWO PARTS” 

{The vjay to settle the Ryde Farh Corner difficulty.) 

Theee is HO doubt that those who destroy should also be able to 
construct. Keform means a change of pattern, not an eating-up of 
material. Thus, a heavy responsibility rests upon those who pidled 
down the Duke of Welungton’s Statue — to put it up again. 
]^ere? Echo answers, “Air!”^ And there is something in the 
idea of sending it up high-sky-high, over a charge of gunpowder. 
Still, this would be a primitive method of dealing with the scandal, 
the more especially as many rnay think that the Statue has been 
blown up enough abeady. So, discarding Echo’s suggestion, it 
be necessary to discover another answer to “ What to do with it ? ” 
The latest idea, to melt it down,” seems crude. 

As a preliminary it may be as well to consider the work of Art—it 
must be of Art, for it certainly has nothing to do with IS'ature ! — as a 
whole. Then, regarded as a whole, the Statue seems to be easily divisible 
into two parts— the horse and the rider. How these two parts ever 
came together, it is difficult to understand, unless the work was executed 



The Horse without the Eider. The ‘ ‘ Steed ” in the CJircle. 


by contract. The horse is evidently on the worst possible terms 
with his rider. He is stretching out his head as if in search of food, 
and seems to be on the eve of walking into a stable low enough to 
unseat his rider as he passes through. On the other hand, the Duke 
appears to be supremely unconscious that he is on horseback. He 
apparentlv is giving his whole mind to the rather absurd task he has 
'set himself— to shoot some small bbds with a telescope. Thus it 
.may be convenient to separate these incongruous companions who, 
after so many years of forced neighbourship, no doubt regard each 
'other with familiarly-engendered contempt. 

As the nobler creature (purely, of course, from an artistic point of 
view), priority for the horse. At a glance it will be seen that the 
charger cannot be used as a saddler’s dummy for the display of 
harness.' His attitude is too absurd for any purpose of that sort. 
However, there is a refuge open to him. A comic horse is always 
popular in a Cbcus. Any quadruped of ordinary intelligence can 
escape the shafts of the bathing-machine for almost an unlimited 
time by learning how to find a handkerchief concealed in a heap of 
sawdust placed m an accustomed spot ; or, better stiU, by taking ‘‘a 
glass of sherry wine with the Clown.” Thus, bv fitting up the 
statue of the horse with a little simple machinery, he'would become 
quite an attraction at Hengjjee’s, Sanger’s, or any other web-known 
hippodrome. 

Having disposed of the charger, ‘Hheheroof a hundred fights ” 
remains, and fortunately a capital site is waiting to receive him. He 
is certainly ridiculous. This is as it should be, as the pedestal that 
should be given to him is equally grotesque. It is generally imagined 
that there is a magnificent monument to the Iron Duke in St. Paul’s 
Cathedral. Hine people out of ten, i£ asked what they thought of 
the Wellington Memorial in Wren’s masterpiece, would answer, 
‘‘ Oh, it ’s very grand— in fact, splendid.” Such a reply would only 
P3?0Ye that nine persons out of ten never visit the Church of the 
Metropolis foom one year’s end to another. It has been asserted 
that the Bean and Chapter have acted in a foolish spirit in placing 
this ^^'grand monument” in an out-of-the-way comer with a screen 
in &ont of it to make it the more difficult of identification. This is 
unjust tO'the Cathedri dignitaries, who have shown much wisdom 
and disormmiatiorL.ia .their choice of a site for what may he also 
aptly called a sight ! But such a sight I The effigy of the Iron Duke 
is restmghpon a stetehe]^, whi<Jh has been placed upon a sarcopha^s 
three sizes too small for it. The Sculptor has evidently observed the 
insufilcienoy of the acoommo^atiPn p?rovided, as^jiie lias called in the 
asnstanee of some cherubim, who are doing their level best to keep 
the stretcher from tumbling over. The sarcophagus itself rests upon 




foundations. A lot of miscellaneous armour has been 
piled into a heap, and this heap serves as a stand for the diminutive 
sarcophagus and the extra-sized stretcher. Tip above, on an arch, 
are two pairs of Ladies 
and Gentlemen. The first 
pair, to the West of the 
monument, consists of a 
skittish young female 
thrusting a male would- 
be football player ofi a 
pedestal. It will be ad- 
mitted at once that the 
idea is admirable as a 
practical joke. Eegarded 
however as an ornament 
to the interior of a 
Cathedral, it is, to say 
the least, unsuitable. On 
the^ Eastern side a Lady 
is literally “sitting” upon 
a Gentleman, who is 
grumblingly hearing her 
weight on a shield. This, 
too, is funny hut foolish. 

Fortunately the top of the 
monument has no statue, 
and here the effigy of the 
Iron Duke now resting at 
Hyde Park Corner might 
be placed with the most 
teUmg effect. Ho doubt 
it would be rather tall for 

the present chapel, but _ _ 

the roof might be removed Eider without the Horse. The “ Book ” 
to allow of the head on the Square, 

appearing in the next storey. A clerk’s stool would ^rve as an 
excellent support to the horseless rider. 

Thus finished, the monument, taken as a whole, would be assuredly 
judged incapable of further improvement. The door of the screen 
mi^t then be locked, and the key lost, and (who knows ?) in years 
to come the Statue might -he forgotten I But before shutting the 
door for good, it would be as well to add the GriBffii and other equally 
appreciated works of Art to the coUection, so that the space of the 
to-^e-sealed-up chapel should be fully utilised. 

Should the above scheme be adopted, the greatest benefit to the 
community would be immediately secured. However, should senti- 
mentalists object to apian so sensible, so reasonable, there is "only 
one alternative. Instead of regarding the monument as a whole, it 
should be gazed upon in a hole. Someone should dig a pit large 
enough for the reception of the Statue. The horse and Ms rider 
should he slipped in, and then the opening should be filled up. This 
would be following the precedent set in the case of the Statue of 
Charles the First. However, in the case of Charles the First the 
exact spot where the Statue was buried teas remembered. In the 
case of the Iron Duke The remainder of the sentence is obvious. 



THE BIRDS IH COHCLAYE. 

The Grouse loquitur. - ~ 

“ The reports from the Moors are encoura^g,” Trash ! 

I could write a report that would settle their nash ; 

I could teU them of over-destruction, disease, 

Of a bad hatching season, and then, if you please, 

All the Cockneys would think that the sport was too dear, 

And would leave us in peace, say till this time next year. 

The Partridge. 

You are right, my dear Grouse ; but, my Mend, don’t you see, 
If they spared you, it would he far harder on me ; 

’Tis in vain I am “ wild ” when the season bems, 

What with villainous “ ehokebores ” the murderer wins ; 
imd although with the Frenchmen* 'like rabbits I run, 

One must sometimes get up to that terrible gun ! ‘ ■ 

The Pigeon: 

Came a quavering voice from a little Blue-rook : 

“ The' approach oi the season may give yqu a^hock ; - 
But your grief, like my own, would be far more profound, 

If they potted you very near ail the year round I ” 

“ Oh, shut up ! ” cried the Grouse and the Partrid^. ^ ^ You will 
, Find protection hencef Orth in the Anderson Bill I ” 

Hot the oountrymen of valorous M. Lnssnss, but the French partridges, 
which run. 


VdL. LXXXV. 
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“What on Eaeth are 'you doing with the Cruet-stand T’ 

“Oh, we 're only Oiling the Joints op the Tortoise. It moves along 

so STIFPLY, POOR THING ! " 

BUMBLE IN WONDEBLAND. 

In xohich OUT Old Friend liberates his jpent-up feelings after spelling out, in the 
“ Times f a, niarmllom account of the Yellowstone National Parh, Wyoming, 
which President Arthur is shortly about to visit. 

Goodness gracious I I rubs my old eyes, as thougb dust or delugion bad got ’em. 
It feels like that cove in the play-nrl alluge to a party named BoUorn — 

Or old Hipping Winkles bisself ; but it isn’t no dream, nor no spell ; 

And that uglily respektibul Times isn’t likely to tip us a sell. 

"Wich this new-fangled rot about Parks, Open Spaces for kids, and sech muck 
Is a thing as I ’oped ’ud die out. Arter this, I ’m afraid, no seek luck ! 

Bits o’ graveyards and hacres o’ waste as fillantopists clammer for here, 

Wy, they ’re mere tailor’s cuttins compared with the wonders of Yankeedom’s 
speer. 

Three thousand, three hundred square miles as a Park for the People / Oh, lor ! 
The mouth as can bolt that at once must be blessed with a wunderful jor. 

And I wish I could only believe as the Times wos a-aviug a lark. 

"When they writ that there “ leader ” o* theim on the YaUerstone National Park. 

Park f Jest as well talk of all Kent as a feller’s back-garden, you see ; 

And there’s me thought that Paddington plan as owdaeious a dodge as 
could be I 

I op^ged it, in course, tooth and nail, as a vile waste of bnilding-plots. Yes, 
ButTffiree Thousand Three Hunderd Square Miles ! Oh ! it puts one’s ideas in 
a mess ! 

Eocky Mountings runs through it I Thinks I, well, that don’t sound like 
huilding-pLots, ouite \ 

J^ch wy Natee should go in for ’Bis is a puzzler. Perhaps it ’s all right. 

bffid Willas m: thousand feet up, on a blooming wolcano, you Imow. 

And ^T on q^uite relieved. But, lor’ bless yer, it wasn’t no go. 

The tbingjs^ ’Siai harticle told, on the word of a party named Norris, 

Dtirpasses the wunderdest dreams of the poets, from Turper to Orris. 


Though I must say as geysers, and spouts, Gobliug Laby- 
rinths, “ grizzlies,’’ and that, 

Isn’t quite mp idea of a Park, as I ’d greatly prefer on 
the flat. 

But the waste of it ! That ’s wot I kicks at. That there 
Hact o’ Congress sets forth, 

As the whole of that YaUerstone “lot”— wich ten 
Aggers can’t tottle its worth— 

Is “reserved and withdrawn” from the builders and 
miners and ^ortsmen, and such. 

Set apart as a Park for the People ! The People ! By 
George, it ’s too much. 

The 'People be jiggered, I say. Oh, I know aU that 
dashed “ People ” rot ; 

Means workmen, clerks, women and kids, tramps and 
mudlarks; a narsty low lot 

Interferin’ aUover the place, stopping perks, spekylation, 
and trade. 

But after this YaUerstone game they ’ll be fifty times 
wuss, I ’m afraid. 

Wich I thought Uncle Sam ’ad more sense than to chuck 
away dollars that way. 

Wants Bumble out there. Lakes and Springs, game and 
fish, woods and forests would pay ; 

And though biling spouts and huge gulfs, as the Times 
sez, may savour of Tophet, 

Jerry Builders and Kailway Directors ’ud soon turn the 
lot into profit. 

AU I ’ope is it may not be ketching. Jest think if the 
parties who fuss 

About Paddington Park and the graveyards got playing 
this caper on hus ! 

We ain’t got no YaUerstone range, hnt that our Open 
Spacers won’t tumble 

To Norris’s ’ideous tip is the warm hasperation of 
Bumble! 


In the case of Heaven v. Pender — ^which, if there 
were anything in names, sounds as if the plaintiff must 

f et far and away, very far and away, the best of it— the 
udge of the Bow County Court (whence it came up to 
the Court of Appeal) thought that the plaintiff, a working 
painter, who had faUen and been injured in the course 
of bis work, “ was entitled to recover.” That was some 
consolation to begin with ; but the conscientious County 
Court Judge reserved the point, which, after beiug 
argued several months ago, was oidy decided last week, 
by which time it is to be hoped the painter had thqronghly 
recovered, as he was “ entitled ” to do, from Ms injuries. 
The appeal was decided in his favour, their LordsMps 
expressing their surprise that the amount of damage 
claimed was only twenty pounds. Fiaii justiiia ruat 
Coelum, Poor Coelum, after aU, can hardly he said to 
have faUen on Ms legs. Can the poor paiuter be assisted 
from the Boyal Academy Charitable Fund ? 


2. PROFOs of the Suez Canal, of which subject everyone 
is just now heartily tired, Mr. Cotton wrote a letter to 
the Times last week, commenomg — 

Sir,— As I had no opportunity of addressing the House on 
Monday eyening last, I shall esteem it a favour if you 'rill kindly 
permit me to make the folioring remarks in the columns of tke 
TimesP 

Good Heavens I if the Editor of the Leading Journal 
should allow all the SBent Members who, night after 
night, have no opportunity of addressing the House, to 
make their unspoken speeches in print, what would 
become of the news, the telegrams, and the leading 
articles ? Let us hope that tMs will not be considered 
as a precedent, and that the cautious Editor of the Times 
will intimate to Mr. Cotton, should he want to run 
another few lines off Ms reel, tnat it reelly won’t do. 


While Oulda was writing her latest novel, it was 
noticed that she was more distraite and eccentric than 
was usual with her. The reason is now evident. She 
had been struck by an idea, and had taken to Wanda in 
her mind. What a wanda-f ul mind ! . 
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TT-rue flies a Post I 

Marvel of the day. 

Better bird than most, 

Match him if you may ! 

Wondrous strength of •wing I 
Wondrous breadth of back ! 

Pelion you may fling 

On him, he ^11 not slack. 

Carrier-pigeon swift, 

Does his mile a minute. 

Then his power of ^ / 

Mercury not in it ! 

SPLENDID SPECIMEN 

What would Lesbia say ? 

Ah ! her dove-borne letter 
Q,uite eclipsed to-day ! 

She would own this better. 
Far beyond her dreams I 

She might vent her passion 
Now in quires or reams, 

(Were that still the fashion) 
Send not only things, 
Feather-light and tiny, 
Kisses, blossoms, riagSj 

Tresses small and mmy ; 

r OF A OABEIEB.” 

She could send her slippers, 

Nay, ah. rniaor luggage, 

Such as tourist-trippers, 
ia. this trunk-and-rug age, 
Comfort-marring, cram 

Into railway carriages. 

World is not all “ jam,’^ 
Billets-doux and marriages ; 
So our flying post 

Not alone Dan Cupid 

Serves, but all the host 

Of Interests grave and stupid. 

Merchant and his bales, 
Youngster hoop that trundles. 
Tradesman hot on sales. 

Old dame sweet on bundles. 
Here the flier’s health I 

Business well may boast, 
Lov^Law, Wisdom, Wealth, — 

“ Here flies a Post ! ” 

A Chimnet-Sweepee’s life has 
its ‘ ‘ Sporting ” side. He is deeply 
interested in Sweep’s takes 1 


Lixeeabt LiaHT EEPiUEsmcEi^T.— We see aimoTiaced Turnovers Ramsbotham says, Ipret' 

from the Globe. This puhEcatiou prohahly he foUpwed hy Tarts to all his other^ J 

from the Times, Miringues from the Morning Tost, Twists from the very much. But ® J 

Telegraph, Dough-nuts from the Daily News, Sausage-Rolls from make a play out of tlie sad story of 


legraph. Dough-nuts from the Daily JSews, hausage- 
( Standard, and Amsangwitehes from the Advertiser, 


ike his seBtimeutal and rkeumatic plays 
s she cannot understand wky he <ndn’t 
story of OiraA CBOXWEiiL and CHAitLES 
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THE PARLIAMEHTAHY PAIBIKTa SEASONT. 

“ The restrietions upon Pairing' have now been relaxed, and it is expected that by the end of the weeh a large number of IMeiiiljers 'will hare left- to¥3a ” 

JStatzdarc^j Jitly 31- . 

Souse of Co7nmons, Monday Nighty July 30. — ^Mr. Small, the Debate on Sir Sta^ppobd !Nob.thcote’s ItesolTitioii oo. Six.ez Caiia.1 
latest messenger of peace from Ireland, made a start to-nignt as lasted all nifflbt. Not yery liyeLy alBBair. Chief interest in lesmlt oi 
legislator. A^ed the Parliamentary Seeretaiy to the Local doYem- Diyision, yrnich sho-wed a naajoxity of 09 for the GJ-oveDCjurLent, 
ment Board whether he Isnew to what hour the Master of the Poland setting them up at end of Session, 

Street Workhouse stopped out at night, and whether he was in “What dVou think of Ithat for a majority on the 3Qth og JiiHy? 
possession of any inf ormation that went to show his average hour of said Grand Old Man. “More than I expected, or amybody else. 
■ going to hed ? Eeally feel necessity of saying this is not a 3 *oke ; It ’s a triumph of good whipping*, and eonyLacing proof of LoyaLtyof 
matter of solemn ana serious fact. Small gravely gave notice of Party. GEOSyEiiroii often hears xuuriniirings whieii majorit-y oxi 
this question : it appears in printed list of jflty-eight addressed to Division, somethnes taken by siiTjjrise, accidentally falls off. ¥oiider 
Ministers to-day. When turn came, Speakee called upon him, and whether he ^U. hear as much of this ? MCust go and thank kLm 1> efore 


he rose in High Court of Parliament, put the question, and Parha- 
mentary Secretary of Local Government Board, with equal gravity, 
answered him! 

“It^s his modesty,” said Mr. Gibson. “Am not sure whether 
he ’s an Irishman bora, and bred, but representing an Irish constitu- 

ATYOTT Ifl AnATKyll Tn rtnl ftc+zi WTrt-rtmvkl/io .Q-RrATT^ei 


I forget.” 

Tuesday, — House adjourned at Twenty Minutes to this 
morning. 

“Blake did it,” Tebvelvan yawned, as we walked home toge^ther. 
“ Biugae spotted him in^the GaUexy, and they detemined. to make 


ne s am irismnan Dora ana bred, but representing an insh constitu- Jdiggae spotted him m tne Gailexy, and they detenioneci- tomakie 
ency is enough to inculcate principles of 'modesty. Small his the most of the opportunity. DonH often see a resideu-t Mlaeistfato 
name, ^d small h his question. But it is better to begin in a small except on the Bench, and them he has rather advantage of tikenx. 
■w^ and work upward than start at the other end and come down.” How they had him, and they’ve giyen binn a Tbenejfit. lutst ireally 
Understand that this sort of thing is likely to extend. Mr, Bjealt beg Blake, if he comes in a^ain, to shaye off his mLonstaeL’e, iweax a 
will give notice to ask Peime Ministee whether it is true that the wig, or otherwise disguise himself.” 

Charwomanof the House of Commons has broiled bacon for breakfast, Gieat excitement at commencement of Sitting this azitermoom. 

muQh ? Cavendish: Bentinck brought up to tlie Table under strong escort. 


JU. OV, JLLV VV XU.UV/XI. i 

^ Mr. Biggae to a^ the Home Seceetaex whether he is in posses- Looked like bad boy found stealing apples, making fatces at a 
Sion of any information he can communicate to the House as to policeman or catapulting a Team. Seems tie’s only got iiL"to wtong 
rumour of Policeman A 278 having been observed in area of house in Lobby. 

■ Bdgrave Square, and whether there is any reason to suspect he was “ Found myself,’’ he says, “ in company witli thirty-sewenof the 
: mcqmmjtocation.^tii the Cook f , * , most confounded Eadioals in tHe ECouse. Meant to Tcfce' -Aye ’and 

Mr. O’DcGKSoaL to ask the Under-Secretary of State for India got into ‘ Ho ’ Lobby.” 

TOe^er he em inform the House at what hour in. -^e morning the Finblatee teH ing for Ay«s. Duty to inform. SpDEAE^ESoi Ca. 7 en- 
1 - T which side of the hed he is accus- dish escapade. Wnat with, excitement of the momerit "wba-t 

toMea to ,s^ct I or descent? with Cavenmsk prompting birp by fui^vely prodding nii’u io. tHe 

jjiese only sample of questions framed on basis of Mr. Small’s, back, Findlatee coiudn’t speak. Tongue moved, eyes rroUed 
■where unsatisfactory answer is given, Adjournment between Cavejsbisk on his left and SpEAHSEin aTifTdra.aiestiimtlx€‘ 
wiU be moved. Chair ; but'no sound issued." Honse cried Bar I Bari” CA“VEir 3 Disa: 


making fatces at a 
only gofi m."to wtong 
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'^th. Ms indescribable roll, trotted down to tbe Bar, and faced about. 
Loud cheers and laughter. Speechless Findlatee, led on one side, 
brought to with a glass of water, whilst Catendish, called up to the 
tabl^ was cateoMsed by the Speakee. 

“ Did you hear question put/’ says Speakee. 

Ffo,” says Catendish, bold as brass. 

So Speaeee put the question to Mm sohis^ as if he were the whole 
House of Commons. ‘^Will you vote Aye or Ho ? ” says Speaeee. 

‘‘Aye,” says CAYENDiSHjin firm yoice, feeling called upon to 
sustain the dignity of the House. So Ms intelligent and yaluable 
support reckoned to “ Ayes,” and Cayeedisb: retired to make a quiet 
inspection of both Lobbies, and learn once for all wMchis the “Aye ” 
and wMeh is the “ Ho.” 

“ Used to manage it once,” he says, “ by turning up cufi of right 
sleeye. ‘ Ho ’ Lobby on the side coming in. But somehow it was not 
there when you went out, duite reyersed, in fact. Heyer could 
make it out. Then Mt on scheme of watching Irish Members. They 
always go into ‘Ho’ Lobby. Consequently other must be ‘Aye.’ 
But once, out of pure cussedness, they changed about, and I got mto 
mess. Mosh remarkable things thesh Lobbies. Sort of tmng no 
fellow can understand.” 

Business done, — ^English Agricultural Holdings Bill read Third 
Time. 

Wednesday, — Scotch Agricultural Holdings Bill carried through 
report st^e by little strategy. At a Quarter to Six rule of House 
required Debate to be adjourned. Ever^hing was settled except the 
formal question that the Report be agreed to. Should Otway make a 
plunge and put question? 

“We ’re oyer the border,” he wMspered to Sir Faeeae Heeschel, 
neryously looking at clock. 

“Heyer mind,” said the Solicitoe-Geneeal, “many questionable 
thiu^been done on the Scotch Border.” 

“ Well, I’ll go Farrar and hope we won’t fare worse,” said the 
Chairman and he did, putting the question, declaring the Report 
Stage carried and getting out of the Chair as quickly as ^ssible. 

‘ ^If there ’s a row perhaps the Speaeee had better deal with it. I 
must go and write a letter.” 

There was a row, of course. Tm Healt indignantly protested 
against breach of Rules, backed up by Callan. 

“If there ’s one thing that hurts me in tMs House/’ said Tnr, “it 
is to see any breach of order.” “ And me, too,” said Phu Caixast. 
But Speaeee wayed ofi champions of order and went on with business. 

Scotch Members said noting; were in truth exhausted mth- 
excitement of earlier scene. House being cleared for a Diyision, 
Daiey 3U[PLE rose to address Chairman. .Dragged down by coat- 
tails. Reminded he could ^eak at present juncture only seated, and 
with hat on. On other side, LoEn-AnyocATE 'also held down by 
main force. “ Put your hat on ! ” they Mssed in Ms ear. 

But LoED-AjoyocATB in same position as Peemiee when similar 
crisis arose last Session. Hadn’t got a hat with Mm. Moegan 
OsBOEioi proffers Ms, wMeh, after critical examination, Loed-Adyo- 
CATE declines. Mr. Duet forces Ms upon Right Hon. Gentleman. 
He takes it in hand, turns it round once or twice, and hands it back, 
Soiicitoe-Geneeai., warned by former experience, makes no offer. 
Remembers how Ms hat wouldn’t do more than coyer a few bumps 
on massiye brow of Peemiee. Hot going to run that risk again. 
Other hats pressed upon LoED-AnyocATE. Examines each care- 
fuRy, but, apparently for yarious reasons, rejects them in turn. 

“Heyer saw a man so particular about a hat,” said JuDOE-Anyo- 
cate-Geneeal, eyidently huffed. “ Thinks he ’s going to be charged 
for the loan.” Whilst Lobe- Adyocate hesitates, time files, sand| 
falls in glass, question put, and opportuMty gone. ^ ^ 

- Business tfowc.— En^sh Agricultural Holdings Bill read Third 
Time; Scotch passed the Report Stage. 

Thursday, questioned as to date of Prorogation, says he I 
‘‘.has not Said aside the 'hope that it may take place on the 25th.-” 

I Members asshmC air of ionised resignation; ' The 25th is Christmas 
' Day,, and of course .the;^ must adjourn then, if Only for a week. 

' Thought perhaps they might get off by 25th Hqvfember. Ps El M p B 
; explains*; means 25th of August. General feehng of meredulity, i 
! pi^tinglnto sentiment of joy. *' - 

“ Hioe state of things we ’ye come to-uuder Liberal- Goyemment,” 

’ Says Hestor Hewdeoate. “ House of Commons positiyely thankful ^ 
i tO-get away by the 25th August. Comparatiyely new, Members qan 
! reiSi^ber-when to jbo here on the 12th August was regarded as high 
! And House rarely sat after the 8th, They ’U go on from bad 

! tb ^bSc^e,’ ’and during ‘CBABiBEEiAiF’s Prenner^p- there ’R he no . 
' recess e:^6ep(; two - days at -Christmas, -and-we ’ll* have the- House in 
Supply on Good Friday,” ’ ■ * ; . “ . mt. 

; ffoi^se ,itt .Supply tMighti - Scotch yotes under- discussion, 

^ bdpmhg ^i^ionT'of €9iairiSaansMp*'of Fiehery* Boards fanned into 
blaze* GitoBCfE- Baleoue ’And Mr. - B-AAolat. Seems ; 

pres^*Ghaifman’ ie* sometltng'iii the '^ticaiery IMe. '“Why a 
Btajioner?^’- pipes Sir Geoege "Balfoue tremulously pathetic ; 
'feneB*.'" -“‘Wh? not a retired LieutenantrGeneral, formerly a member 


of the Military^ Finance Commission of India, Assistant to the 
ControRer-in-CMef of the War D^artment, a Liberal, and in fayour 
of the abolition of the Law of Efypothec. These he qualifications. 
But why a Stationer ? ” 

“ Why a Stationer ? ” Mr. Barclay asks, his general discontent 
wi^ life receiving fresh access as he contemplates an ex-Provost of 
Edinburgh in tMs comfortable berth. “ Why not a Merchant SMp- 
owner and Farmer, six years Town Councillor of Aberdeen, a Liberal, 
and a supporter of Mr. Gladstone ? ” 

House answers, “Why?” and proceeds to discuss the vote for 
Lion King-at-Arms and the Petty Bag Office, topics which excite the 
deepest marvel in Bjeney’s ingenuous mind. 

‘ ‘ wTiat is Lion Ring-at-Arms ? ” he asks. ‘ ‘ Got one under the Trea- 
sury Bench, or in the Secreta^ to the Treasury’s office ? Could he be 
brought up to the Bar, or might Son, Members have an order to see 
him? And the Pet^ Bag. What’s the Petty Bag? Happen to have one 
in your pocket ? Could we have one placed m the library ? Is it 
made of leather, nickel-plated lock and fasteners to outside pocket, 
fitted with soap-glass, pomade-jar, scent-bottle, tooth and naR-bmsh, 
glass, all with eleetro-sRver mounts, tMs price £18 10s., or with 
sterling sRyer mounts, £25 ? Bring in the Petty B^, and let ’s look 
at it before we vote the money.” Business done, — ^votes in Supply. 

Friday,— Conservative demonstration promised for to-night. 
Effects of Monday’s Vote on Suez Canal to he retrieved. Lord R&on 
to he hurled from Vice-regal chair ; Ashmeai) Baetlett M reign in 
Ms stead. At Three Minutes past Hiue Ashmead, haying made 
special contract with the Water-works Company to lay on mam, rose 
rejoicing in certainty of constant supply of water. Maceaelane 
rose at same time, moved Count, and House forthwith adjourned. 

Business done, — ^Hone. 


RANDOM SHOTS FOR THE TWELFTH. 

{By Diml-Crarribo Juni(yr.) 



Eenting a Well-stocked Moor. A Shooting Party. 



GiTing ’em both Bffltela. ' Dropped bis Bird. 
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MUSIC AT HOME. (THE EGOISM OF GENIUS.) 

MmiTient Fiolinist “Dell me— who is dat liddle pald old Chendlemak viz ze Yite Yiskers and ze Bince-nez, looking 

AT ZE BiGCHDS ? ’* 

Rostess. “ It ’s mt Uncle Bobertson. I 'm grieved to say he is quite Deaf V* 

Eminent Fiolinist “Aon, I am zo zorry for him ! He vill not pb able to hear me blay ze Yittle !’* 


THE LOVING CUP. 

Air — the Bumper Fair!*' 
Sir YT-ll-m H-rc-rt em^s — 


Bill the Loving^ Cup I 
Everjr drop we swallow 
As we tilt it up 
Speahs of— jfuu to follow ! 
Wit now softly flames, 
Mutual flattery passes ; 
We call uo bad names, 
Idiots, dolts, or asses. 

Bill the Loving Cup ! 

Yet each drop we swallow 
As we tilt it up 
Speaks of— fun to follow 1 
Icarus, they say, 

Soared on waxen pmions, 
TiU. the solar ray 
Lost him air’s dominions. 
We, in rhetoric warm. 


Let ’s be kind and gay 
Whilst the bumpers warm us. 
When careless John wakes up, 
And takes to close inquiring, 

Then but fill the Cup, 

I am not now firing 
Bhetoric’s shot all round 
Deputation flying ; 

(Smith, I fancy, found 
Situation trj^g). 

Bill the Loving Cup, (&c. 

Some drops in this howl 
Savour scarce of pleasure ? 
Well, gou ’re sound and whole ! 
(Thank our lack of leisure !) 

I ’d had the power. 


VYe, in rhetoric warm, ....n 

Soar ’midst bumpers iiright’ninff. q *' ^1^ well, 

(That is, till Eefom ^ “ 

Sends to soa^ Ugttoing.) Qifg Ao Wt bafk 2 


Bill the Loving Cup, &c. 

Would you know how long 
S^ely you ’U inherit 
Braits of centuried wrong ? 

Long as Bmx will bear it I 
Best enjoy your day, 

Brief, — so seers inform us, — 


Cits who won’t hack me 
When I ’d fight you buffers, 
Yet on bended^ee 
Ask my help-ythe duffers I 
But flu the Loving Cup ! 

Every drop we swallow 
As we tip it up 
Speaks of— fun to follow ! 


, * - ■ ^ — — 

ThAToast OB THE (Pahliamentahy) Seabon.— The Happy “ Pair ! ” 


MANITERS AND CUSTOMS OF THE CITY OF LONDON. 

{By Macaulay JStigginSf O.C.) 

Chapter I. 

London was founded by King Lud, as everybody knows ; but 
very few people know that his Palace was situate in the North-East 
comer of Ludgate Circus, and can- be viewed at any time between 
the hours of nine a.m:. and twelve p.m. on applying to the Bestaurateur 
or Restorer of it. A small fee is expected by the fair attendant, in 
return for which slight refreshments are iirovided. As the primaev^ 
inhabitants of London were not a literary race, — and, indeed, their 
descendants have never been distinguished iu that particular line — 
the King divided the City into twenty-six districts or Wards, so 
called from being parts of the large Lock that was connected with 
the City Q,uay. These twenty-six Wards were named after the 
letters of the alphabet, as a means of teacMug the ignorant inhabi- 
tants their ABC, 

After a time the Wards were named after their most distinguished 
inhabitant, or from some peculiar circumstance connected with them, 
and retain their names to this day. Bor instance, Aldersgate was 
named from a row of Elder Trees near the (3^ate, from the berries of 
which fine fruity Port was first made. Bassishaw was so called after 
a certain eccentric Bashaw with three tales, which he recited on every 
possible occasion, and who resided generally iu the Bankruptcy Court 
in Basinghall Street in that locality. Candlewick was named after 
the inventor of the celebrated farthing msh-lights ; he afterwards 
retired to Hampton Wick, and died iu -the odour of tallow. Dow^te, 
or Doughgate, was named after the discoverer of the renowned Baking 
Powder warranted always to rise to the occasion. 

The Ward of Portsoken was obviously named fe:om the jovial habits 
of its inhabitants, it being customary for the rude mob to salute them 
as they staggered home from the London Tavern as Port Soakers. 

Bread Street Ward was inhabited principally by Bakto* who, on 
the many occasions when they were convicted of sellmg bad Bread or 
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^ving short weight, were drawn, through the City on hurdles for the 
first- offence, for the second were put in the pillory with a full-sized 
milL-stone' round their necks ,* for the third offence they were 
banished the City, and had to go and set up in business in the Strand 
or over the' water, No Baker was allowed to deal in Starch, Alum, 
or Potatoes. In the reign of Henily the Pirst a penny bun weighed 
ten pounds, and, being so weighty, was called awirdujpois, 

Yint^ Ward was full of Yintners, always a jovial and prosperous 
mce. B found guilty of selling bad wine, they were compefled to 
drink every drop of it, but not in larger quantities than sixty-three 
gallons a week, which measure, from that peculiar custom, was always 
called a Pub^s Dread, since corrupted by time into Hog^s Head. 


Charlies. In the reim of Wixtjak the Fourth their coats were 
taken from them, and they were consequently called Peelers, but 


oiassicaj. language sponen m tnat locality, especially m theiar-famed 
Fish Market, which was estabhshed by Edward the Third for the 
benefit not only of Corporations in general, but of the Coiporation of 
the City of London in particular, who, after enjoying their rather 
fishy monopoly for about five hundred years, generously gave it up, and 
allowed all kinds of fish to go to the cheapest Market, except smelts. 

Broad Street Ward was so called because, being the home of the 
Stock Exchange, it was denounced by the first Bishop of London as 
the Broad Way that leadeth to destruction. 

The principal Ofidcers of the City were originally the Lord Mayor’s 
Fool, the principal Gorger, who tested the foodj and the principal 
Gauger, who tested the drink. The oldest inhabitant of each Ward 
was called its Elder, or Alderman, and about a dozen of the commonest 
f^ows in each Ward, .who had nothing better to do, were called 
Common Councilmen, and their principal duty in those wild days 
was to keep watch over the City by night, their reward be^ an 
ample supi^ly of the food that had been tested by the principal 
Gorger, and of the drink that had been tested by the 
Gauger ; ' but, as^ the best wine was sold at fivepence 
probably they did not consume any great quantity, 
received twopence per night. 

As no one was allowed to leave his house after Curfew, the duties 
of the Common Councilmen were probably not over burthensome. La 
me reign of Charles the First they were superseded by ?arofihial 
Dogberries, who were dressed in white great coats, and #lled 


une Kaxou Jiingiisn ot those days was oi the purest character: tor 
example, we read that “ Johh Gollylolly the Dieghere left Whyt- 
crouehstrete for Grenewyches.” 

Bribery and treating seem to have fiouxished like a green hay-tree : 
for instance, twelve salt fish, a swan, six rabbits, and one hundred 
shillings were sent by the Sheriffs to William Overdone for Ms 
Christmas box, who must have felt a little overdone on Boxing Day. 
William Fullburn, Baron of the Exchequer, had for Christmas 
twenty salt fish, value 6 s., one hat of heaver, lined with cloth of 
scarlet, value 7s. together with bread, wine, and poultry ; and 
Sir William de Norwich received one swan and six capons for 
Christmas ; fand for Easter, one beef carcass, one pig, one weal, 
twelve capons, and a silver-gilt Ewer, value ^ 65 . so ids services 
must have been great iudeed to be so bounteously rewarded, _ _ 

It is satisfactory to know that in 3Ir. Punches own Ward a gallant 
draper, named John Gedeney, absolutely refused to serve the ofidoe 
of Alderman I He was thereupon sent to Prison, and Ms shops 
dosed,* and Ms goods and chattels sequestrated. His proud spirit 
was thus broken, and he consented to serve the hated office, wMoh he 
did for twelve long years, during a portion of wMeh time he had to , 
do penance for marrying a widow who had made a vow of chastity. 

TMs seems a siagular Law^ and rather difficult of comprehendon : — ; 
The fare of a boat full of people from London to Westminster was ' 
twopence, hut after it was full the price was threepence. i 

The Lieutenancy of the City of London was created by Henry the 
Seventh, who, bemg a very stingy Monarch, compelled every man ’ 
who left his tenancy in arrear of rent to join the iimy or pay a fine j 
of ever so many marks. In process of time, what had been con- 
sidered a disgrace came to be regarded as an honotir, and when it was ’ 
kindly enacted that they should never be sent out of the Coirntry, ; 

S 'iin case of an invasion, all the wealthy Bankers and princely * 
ants petitioned to be added to the Corps, whose brilliant ' 
uniform is as much an object of envy to Civilians as of wonder to the 
regular Army. They are forbidden to draw their swords, except on ' 
Lord Mayor’s Day. 
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A LiaHT lOIET OF LAW. 

The Late Dr. Fobees Wrers- 
low, thewell-knoTvii authority 
upon mental ailments, once 
'wrote a very excellent book, 
called Lighty wherein the 
title-subject was treated ex- 
haustively, A few days ago, 
in a case relative to the copy- 
right in photographs, the claim 
of the Sun to derive profits 
from the sale of his o'wn Sun- 
pictures was seriously aryued, 
on the score that the lunmiary 
in question might be considered 
their ‘‘Author I” Had this 
point been decided in favour of 
the centre of the Solar System 
a dozen years ago, the learned 
writer might have found 
materials for an additional 
chapter to one of his volumes. 
But it is probable that, in ded- 
iug 'With it, he would have 
discarded ZigM in favour of 
his standard work upon The 
Obscure Diseases of the Brain I 


Amostg the remarkable in- 
stances of escape duriim the 
terrible earthquake at Isclda 
were those of Prince Badini 
and his son, who were playing 
cards, the entire audience at 
the theatre, and the actors, 
among whom was a comedian, 
one Ktho, in a Punchinello’s 
costume. Facts worth noting 
by the Pharisaical denouncers 
01 eardplaying, theatrical en- 
tertainments, and actors. 


PUNCH'S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 148. 






A PARALLEL, 

(“ Sistory repeats itself,^* — Old 
8a%o,) 

“ "WTien the pursuit reached 
Ulundi Kraal, Cetewayo fled 
hurriedly. He tried to mount a 
horse, hut was unsuccessful. He 
then fled on foot and unclothed 
for about a mile and a half, when 
he was spied by some of Usibepu’s 
men, who stabbed him twice. 
Daily Telegraph, 

A DiEMOKY ? Nay, fresh re- 
cord ; yet it seems 
Like remmisoence in the world 
of dreams. 

Strangely familiar, shadow- 
ishly like— 

Those feet that fiy, those cruel 
spears that strike, 

That horse nnmastered! 

Keenly these recall 
That hour of horror when the 
trario fall 

Of the brave boy, Imperial 
France’s trust, 

Smote sharply as the assegai’s 
cold thrust 

On English hearts. Pathetic 
parallel ! 

As fell the gallant Prince, so 
later fell, 

In the same Afric wilds, the 
swart-faced King, 

Those ^ spearsmen’s lord and 
victim. Time’s s-wift wing 
Brings quick reverses in its 
mighty range, 

But seldom one more rapid or 
so strange. 


Mes. Ramsbotham says that 
her Cousin, who has long held 
the dignified post of Reporter 
of his native town, has recently 
been made a Debenture of the 
Loner Temple. 


INTEElIATIOlSrAL CEICKBT. 


{A further Extension of the British Umpire.) 

to give aa. International otaraeter to all 
fnen^y athletic contests haymg decided the Committee responsible 
1 ^®ded Lam of Criekrt 

rqresentatives of several 
Continental aad other nations, the foUo-winv satisfactorv, 
modifications and suggestions have! 
^5^ the Secretary. It is istood Xt 
, once resume their labours, with a view to 
fax as IS possible, into some practicable 
« greati thongh hitherto exclusively English game 
may at length possess a truly cosmopolitan oharaoter : — 

_ Eeeitcb:. 

{From the “ CfiniraUr^Chg" of »Xe TrovMuo Club de Jeu de 
Cnequefte ” at Asnieres.) 

■fJ:l vf M be six-feet Mgb, and one and one-balf of a 

^„^«‘^<>f‘‘Hayj”xeaohinghisearfromZ1at&Xilh| 
S^^^ITrge “th^e ”, 

o. . A .-fi 1 . - 


a regrettable embarrassment, he must, when desirous of rr^Mr^ p‘ the 
run, have recourse to the “ drive.” 

5. The dri'^e should be the drive for six. This 'will be ia a light 
omnibus, and the batsman can take with him the bowlsman, the 
keepers, le Long-on, Points, Sqnarr-leg, and the gentleman 
umpire. When the field is large, this excursion is enjoyable, and 
mounts the score. 

“ Erench-game,’’ the ball is not so terrible, beiag of 
naimel, gaily coloured, enclosing air, and maybe approached, even 
by the slip, with cheeriul to. When the ball is thus innocent, the 
dress oi the batsman may correspond. He can wedb pantalons of 
sato,^sp^e shoes, epaulettes, and a crimson “top -at.” 

‘ batsman encounter difficulty in his effort to beat the baR, 

tnus light and m agreeable appearance, to a desirable distance, he 
may pur^e it feipusly with successive strokes to the quarter he 
has selected for his ‘ ‘ itr 

Q Tm it . - - 


Perceives that by this process of 
producing the it, there is noting left of the bdl wherewith to 

proclaim ^^sh to the scoresman and loudly 

^ scoresman concludes 
the Match, which is now said to he an “ over,” 

RussiAjy. 

[Notes from the Ledger of the Imperial Bomanoff Cricketing Sotnety, 

not he pitched on the field selected for the 
Match, but somewWe else, knojm only, the night before, to the Chief 

MeKita ’of AT” ^ 


ciroumferbuoe, 

4 IfthewB^btofihe protective armour produces on the batsman 
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ASSURING ! 

Passenger [faintly). “ C’lect Faees — ’fore we get across ! I thought we 

Mate . ’Beg y’r pardon, Sir, but our Orders is, in Bad Weather, to be partic’lar careful to collect Fares ; ’cause 
IN A Gale like this ’ere, there 's no knowing how soon we may all go to the Bottom 1 ” 


3. The hall must not be fiUed with* dynamite, except when an 
unpopular Member of the Diplomatic Corps is at the wicKets. 

4. It is understood that the destination of both xunpires, after the 
Match, is Siberia. 

5. The Czar can go in when he likes, and never gets out. 

American. 

(From the Slickvilk, U.S.A., Fair Play Wanderers^ Chih.) 

Ruuss 1 to 45 (British style) can be taken as fixed right enough. 

46. Deals with the umpire. Thus : — ^An umpire shall be boss of 
the money going on any given Match ; but to put his character above 
suspicion, he mustn’t be known to have been bought' more than five 
times deep by both sides. 

47. He shall not be got at earlier than three clear months before 
the date fixed for the game. 

48. Drugs inay be given to the bowler the same, and of the same 
strength as at the London Maiylebone Club, St. John’s Wood. 

49. While one Eleven is in the field, the captain of the other may 
“educate” the refreshments. But he must stop at Hux Yomica, j 
Strychnine, the stronger Bromides, and Bunker’s Family Knock-me- 
down. H.B. — ^It is smarter cricket to keep the last_ in hand for a 
second innings, where the play is a good deal speculative. 

50. The wicket-keeper may have an eight-shooter inside his knee- 
pad ; but he mustn’t mtroduce it freely into an innings until there ’s 
an unpleasantness about the gate-money, or till one of the umpires 
has had a hole made through him, in a temper, by the last man out. 

The Bajjerwee Islanders. 

(From the Mem Fetish-Ball and Thigh-hone Club Customs 
Register.) 

1. The toss for the innings shall be decided by the meeting of the 
two Elevens in ambush at daybreak, armed with the Curjin^ or sacred 
Bajjerwee brain-knife. 

2. What is left of the two Elevens after “the toss,” shall then 
commence the Match with a war-dance [ the wickets having been 
previously covered with fresh tripe in anticipation of victory. 


3. The baU shall be the skull of the Honorary Secretary of the 
local cricket-ground, lent for the occasion. 

4. The victorious Eleven will eat their opponents at the conclusion 
of the game. 

5. The skin of each umpire shall belong respectively to the family 
of the opposing long-stop. 

Other suggestions are pouring in fast ; and one, that both Elevens 
should go in simultaneonsly in top-hoots, and armed to the teeth, on 
horseback, sent by a Eirgnis Ekan^ has been well received by those 
members of the Committee who are m favour of rapid cricket and the 
one-day Match system. At present the desirability of ironing out 
the howling, and keeping the champagne^ on the popping crease, is 
occupying much attention. Rule 40, enjoining on the wicket-keeper 
the necessity of not making any noise to impede or startle the bats- 
man, is to be further amplified. He will not be permitted to stand 
on his head, suddenly imitate the cackling of poultry, trip up the 
hitter, or, on the dehveiy of a hall, sing “ Tom Bowling ” without a 
protest from the umpire. It is decided, too, that the stumps will in 
future not he drawn^ but pbotograpbed. The issue of the Com- 
mittee’s report is awaited with much interest. 

A Seasonable Hint. 

(For City Gradgrinds.) 

“I’m sick, and want a holiday.” The plea 
Of the poor Clerk with long-drawn drudgery pallid, 
Dlorical, my man ! Can yon not see 
“InvaJid ” reason cannot he held valid ? 

Complaint without “ Grounds,”— The Suburban Householder’s 
grumble at the absence of Garden. 


The Australian Mosouito Fleet. — “{Q,uite a small fleet of 
powerful gun and torpedo-boats,” Gnattyllittle cruisers. 



72 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVARI. 


[August 11, 1883. 



CHILDE CHAPPlE^S PILGRIMAGE. 

CAJSTTO TEE FIEST. 

I, ^ ^ 

OHj tiiou ! so oft invoked in gloom or roixtli, 

Muse I gay or sombre at tbe .warbler’s -will ; 

Eeaven-lit, or toucbed mtb lurid 
fires of eartb, 

Wilt tbou once more forsake thy 
tri-forked hill, 

Or let me dip in tby muck baunted 

nn 

Lips little used to augbt save 
earth’s red wine ? 

Lo ! WTrmvfAN, Wilde, and Tut- 
PEE twauffle still, 

Percbance tbe most good-natxired 
of tbe Mne 

Will even deign _to grace a prosy 
tale like mine. 

n. 

Lately in London’s maze there 
dwelt a youth, ^ 

Who in that aimless labyrinth 
took deHght. ^ 

He skimmed his Worlds he trifled with his Truths 
He watched Burlesque’s belauded lamp at night. 

Ah me ! he was in sooth a shallow wiAt, 

MuchTgiven to crackling'chaff-aaid honow-glee-; 

Few earthly things found favour in his si^t, 

Save ballet lelles and bibulous company, 

And Turfdom’s sordid thralls of high or low degree, 

nr. 

Childe Chappie was he bight :~-but whence that name — 
A s6bri<iuet~—it needeth not to say ; 

Suffice it that it was of modish fame, ^ 
iJke buck ” or “ dandy ” of an earUer day ; 

For town’s loud losel-swarms, CTegarious aye, 

Are now, as in the mightier olden time, 

Slow, sheep-Hke souls, informing common clay"; 

Not ah Society Journals’ prose or rhyme 
Can make their dullmts bright, their stupid lives sublime. 

IT. 

Childe Chappie basked in Fashion’s fullest sun, 
Disporting in Mayfair like a Mayfly, 

Heedless that when his tittle day was done 
Came the long night of moody misery 
That lesser mseets know not ; the dull eye 
And nerveless hand of the exhausted “ Swell,” 

The desert waste of dull satiety. 

That loathly limbo where drear memories dwell, 

More Joyless and more lone than eremite’s dark cell. 

As yet Childe Cpl&ppie was alert of heart, 

And with his fellow-froHckers would flee 
From home’s calm haven, forum, fane, and mart, 

For oyido scorn congealed all fantasy . . - . 

And qnick affection of fresh youth, and he 
Regarded these as tame and awfully slow.” 

He loved all haunts of modish revelry, 

Where pleasure rolled in full and feverish flow. 

And e’en for change of scene descended yet more low. 

VI. 

And none did love him, though the town he ’d scour 
With youths who called him bonny boy” and “ dear.” 
These were but comrades of the cheery hour, 

The sharers of his fizz ” or bitter beer. 

Yea, none did love bim — not Ms chnm most near, 

Nor she who' willingly his gi£ts would wear, 

For only the false Eros haunts the sphere 

Where ^olly’s moths dance in the hlmding » 

And callous Circe flaunts in aureate-tinted hair. 


1 . 

Adieu ! adieu! Home Life ’s.a bore 
' ^yhien one IS twenty-two ; 

Nights were not given to snooze and 
snore, 

Day’s hours are all too few. 

When the sun sets o’er land and sea, 
life’s beacon blazes Mgh. 

Farewell, domestic fiddle-de-dee ! 

My early Home— good-bye ! 

2 . 

A few short hours, and Sol will rise, 

To give ^ey morrdng birth ; 

We shall Be prone with sleep-orown’d 
eyes, 

Dreaming of night’s mad mirth : 
Whilst yondeis round my father’s haU, 
My sisters, dear, but dull, 

Will toss the early tennis-ball, 

Or pull the morning sonll. 

3. 

Let love be hot, let wme run high, 

I fear not love or wine. 

From tame delights of home I fly, 
Life’s fiery press be mine I 



I mean to do the whole mad round. 
Stage, Sport, Club, Friendship, 
Love ; 

For in these things do joys abound 
Home’s doldrums far above. 

d. 

My she will “ row/’ me vigorously, 

My mother sore complain, 

But o’er Hfe’s wildest waves I ’ll 
fly 

Ere I touch shore again. 

Let sermons scare the goody-good 
From “ Stage,” or Bar, or Ring; 

But I, who am of gayer mood, 

Intend to have my fling, 

5. 

With, ye, my bonny boys, I ’H go 
The fastest pace that ’s set ; 

With hopes to lead the field, you know, 
And cut all record yet. 

Welcome, the riskiest game that ’s 
on! 

Brim, brim the beaker Mgh ! 

Life’s fizz tUl the last bubble ’s gone I 
My early Home — good-bye ! 


EQW TO MAKE THE HAPPY, 

{A Fragment that ought to he picked up in the Twentieth Century 

The poor Old Man woke after Ms sleep of just a score of years. He had fallen 
off to slumber after the Alexandra Park had been closed, as a place of entertain- 
ment, to the Pubhc. His drowsiness had been caused by the tones of a popular 
lecturer. He was recalled to consciousness by the hrigrht voices of clean-looking 
children. A particularly cheery lad was standing beside Mm. 

Fardon^ monmur^ mats vous ete$ ?” said the boy to the Old Man, in 

excellent French. Rue was too feeble to reply. 

Then the lad addressed him in ten different modem languages, each of wMch 
he pronounced without the vestige of a British accent. 

I do not understand you I ” gasped the Veteran. 

“ English ! ” exclaimed the lad, Why, from your poverty-stricken appear- 
ance, I believed yon to be a foreigner. But allow me — ^you require refreshment.” 

And before Rip could answer a word, the lad had felt the Old Man’s pulse, 
and administered a restorative. 

“ I know a little about medicine,” tbe boy observed, with a smile. “ In fact, 

I know a little about everything. My weakest point is my knowledge of languages. 

I frankly confess that I scarcely know a dozen words of Chinese ; and as for 
Hebrew, I only read— not speak it.” 

You must be some young Gentleman of quality?” queried Rip, now perfectly 
recovered from Ms recent fatigue. 

‘‘I’m only the son of a bricklayer, and come from an educational establish- 
ment that has been recently opened in the neighbourhood. I belong to the 
Universal School (originated by the Combined Metropolitan School Boards), and 
am one of the dullest of its scholars.” 

“Marvellous!” murmured the Old Man. “And now, as my eyesight is 
rather weak, can you describe my surroundings ? ” 

“ Certainly ! ’’ promptly responded the lad. “ Yonder is a ground used exclu- 
sively for athletic exercises. Many years ago, the same spot was a race-course. 
But we have improved upon that. The large huflding at the top of the hiU 
is a puhhc library, very extensively freqnented on a Saturday afternoon by 
the costermongers. That Park to the right is a very perfect botanical garden, 
much in favoizr with the coalheavers, who have recently devoted the greater 
portion of their leisure moments to the consideration of the European flora. 
Beyond, a cricket-ground, a croquet-lawn, and a field devoted to archery. The 
public swimming-bath (once private property) is also a feature. That excellent 
road running up from the Railway Station (in conjunction with the Metro- 
politan Hne, upon wMch engines worked by compressed air are, as you probab^ 
know, now only allowed to be used); to the Farthing fish-dinner Saloon, is made 

from the chqpped-up stones once forming Temple Bar. Then ” 

“But where am I ? ” asked Rip, impatiently interrupting the hoy as he was 
about to describe a hundred other improvements. - 

“"Where are you!’^ echoed the lad. “WTiy,-in the grounds of the old 
Alexandra Palace.” 

“ But to whom does it belong ? 

^ “To the People, of course,” replied the urchin. “ Tweniy years ago the-place 
’was purcha^d by the London Ucomoration for tbe use of the inhaMtanffesw the 
Metropolis for ever. They followed the adviee of Mrs. Gxa.sse, ‘ first catch your 
air,’ and- have made the most of that air ever tinceJ’ ' 

“ Are you reaRv tellmg the .truth ?/? , ‘ ‘ 

“ Certainly. The Alexandra Park Estate was bought by the City in 1383, and 
will he a boon "to the Public to eteffiity.”: ' , * , . , , - 

Rip was delighted to find that/the Corporation xoid&d had - 

■adeep! . * . ^ 
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A DISOOBD nr BLACK AND WHITE. 


Souse of Co 77 imons, Monday Nighty August 6. — Great sensation 
in House to-niglit. Appearance of Hoestee in military un^prm. 
Marched up House mth sword clanking at heel. Gave pmtary 
salute to teAXES. Pound Dr. Ltoxs in his seat. Sign^c^tly 
touched hilt of sword. Doctor heat hasty retreat, and Right Hon. 
Gentleman, entrenching chin behind stock, threw out Ms ham in 
skirmishing order, and deploying Ms legs so that they formed an 
impregnable laager, awaited the sound of the trumpet. It came on 
Goest’s Motion to reduce Yote by salary of British !^sident m 
Transvaal. General Poestee then advanced to the front, and, 
saluting, made spirit-stirring speech. 

Give me,” says he, five thousand men and a hundred thousand 
pounds, and I *11 undertake to make the proud Boer bitetlm dust. 
I*IL re-establish Macaeoiot, Blaxo Mae-^e, Tippttywitohit, LAirax- 
and all the other noble savages for whom it is oim duty to 
pour forth our blood and treasure. H^ot our own personal blo^, oi 
course, nor exclusively our own treasure ; but tiie blood of our 
soldiers, and the hoarded savings of our taxpayers. Por myself, i 

An<N-nn'^4/N-ner of Ha-nix TATc-n anH TnATlrtA 


seat amid loud cheers from Mr. WAETOisr and Mr. Alderman Powuee, 
“we*re aU. proud of you. Believe, if you got the chaime, OliVE 
would be nowhere ; ana how well you look in uniform I But aren t 
you — ^hem I — i^n’t the lower part rather short ? * . , . i 

Yes,’* said but Only Other General, looking down at his legs. 
“Pact is; I borrowed Aolanb’s uniform. Much stock 
when he mude speech on moving Address. But His a little short m 
places ” ' 

down Corridor half-an-hour later, met large tree in flower- 
pbt * apparenliy moving along. Coming nearer, caught glimpses 
trough foliage of a familiar collar, and presently aware of the 
gleaming of a well-known eye. 

“Has Birnam Wood come to Dunsinaner” , ' , _ - , 

“ Ifo,” said Grand Old Man—for ’twas he-j“ rt’s come bv Parcels 
Post. Just carrying it into my roQim M.ean to retosh myself 


occasionally during evening as long as it lasts. Much troubled about 
Poestee,” he added, putting the tree down, and dexterously lop- 
ping off a branch here and there with Ms pen-kmfe. “ Gone on 
the war-path now. Asks me i£ I ’ ve given away new Pield Marshal- 
sMp, which, as HAETProTOisr savs, weTe going to create ‘ as a cmt^ 
kind of compensation to the Army,’ because Co!N1S'AUg-ht s nohhled 
another Colonelcy. Hints that he knows someone who would 
just suit the post. But don’t see how it’s to he done. Give me a 
lift up with tMs pot, dear hoy. Thanks. See you again later. 
Just been making a speech on Transvaal. Will make another on 
Zululand a little after mitoght.” 

Business done* — Y otes in Supply. ^ j 

Tuesday* — Waetok in very subdued frame to-night. Grand Old 
' Man made several statements at Gnestion Time, and long speech on 
' National Debt Bill, -and he did not once interrupt Mm I 
i Pact is, had a bad time of it tMs morning. On Saturday, three 
Bills he has blocked all Session escaped Mm. Got into Committee, ^ 
and thereafter blocks inoperative. At tyo o’clock this morning, 
SATvr MoELEX proposed to go into Committee on one of these, pro- 
Mbiting payment of wages in Public-houses. Wastox rose to pro- 
test. House, delivered from Ms thraldom, jeered at Mm. Waetox, 
affected almost to tears, feels for Ms snuff-box. 

“ Oh, 'go on 1 ” cries Donns, in sarcastic tone, like small street- 
hoy jeering Policeman from safe distance. TMs too much for 
Waeton. ’■ ^ 

“ I appeal to you, Mr. Chairman,” he said, ^ broken voice. “ Is 
it decorous, when I am takmg breath, 'for ;-a^ Hon., Member to say 

'^Goon!’ inthatTW?” \ ^ j « ' -j xi, i! •xi.ji, -t 

House laughed ; Waeton sobbed. “ Nev^^TO^ faithM 

Tokliesok, handing Mm fresh pocket-h^&eroMef . They would 

have jeered at Wolsex in the hour of Ms fali.> W aetok still 
stauding tremulously taking snuff. ^ Sir Aethxje Oivtax goes on as 
if no human soul near at hand were in direst anguish. ^ ^ 

“ Clause 2 stand part of the BiH ? As inany of that opmon, say 
Aye, contrary' No ; think Ayes have it. Clause 3 ? > Clause 4 r 
Clauses?’* ! , 
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trousers. “OfEto the Baltic. About the roughest sea 
one can find this time of the year. hFoETHBEooK is 
satisfied with the Solent. Grive me the blatant, bluster- 
ing, billowy Baltic,’’ and H.'W. sheered ofi, with his legs 
wme apart, as if the terrace were adrift in a heaw sea. 

Business dbwc.— Eeportof Corrupt Practices Bill. 

Thursdai^.-^lnsh. Members back in force and high 
spirits to-night. Paper crowded with Q,uestions. Out of 












. ‘ i 


OH, WOMAN! WOMAN! 

Mamma, ** Both Smythe and Robson were most attentive to Celia last 
NIGHT, Papa ! Robson ’s as good as gold, with the temper of an Angel — 

LIKE HERSELF I — AND SMTTHB ’s A HEARTLESS, SELFISH, DISSIPATED YOUNG 

Fiend ? I do hope it will be Robson ! " 

Fajpa, ** Well, I don’t know. If Robson ’s really all you say, she ’ll 

PRECIOUS SOON GET TiRED OP HIM. WHERE AS, FROM YOUR DESCRIPTION OF 

Smythe, I fancy she would be able to Love him faithfully all her life 
LONG, Any Woman would 1 ” 

Each proposal received no other challenge than a sob fromWiETON, which, not 
being recognised in Parliamen^iy procedure, passed vdthout notice. Bill through 
Committee in five minutes, ana Mr. Moeley, who in some places passes for a 
kind-hearted man, actually moved that the Third Reading ^should he taken. 
This hrou^t up Waeton, with new emotion. , z, 

^‘The Hon. Member for Stockton has interrupted me,” he wailed. ‘His 
conduct is exceedingly rude,” he whimpered. . , , ^ 

House ought to have been abashed at this. If Waeton had been m habit of 
rudely interrupting other Members, feom the Peemiee downwards, it woiud 
have been different. But with his blameless life it was painful to :^d him 
subjected to this. House, however, only laughed. Bill read Third Time, and 
Waeton went home through the fresh morning air a Crushed and Heartbroken 


of us just over from Ireland, peremptorily summoned 
by Paenell. Would have to write or telegraph to say 
arrived safely. Instead of that, put question to Tre- 
velyan in House of Commons about the thickness of the 
porridge in Ballymooney Workhouse, or as to whether 
it’s true that one of the Sub-Commissioners under the 
Land Act is not on speaking terms with his mother-in- 
law. Q,uestion and answer telegraphed to Ireland, and 
people at home know we ’re all right. Besides, some 
of our feUows haven’t come up to the scratch, and it ’s 
well for your constituents to know that you’re here 
makiug things hot for the G-overnment,” 

Trevelyan’s patience marvellous. Temper imper- 
turbable. Irish Members shout and jeer, and make 
melancholy imitation of laughter. 

“ ‘ Pot-house Party ’ better name for them than *Par- 
nellites,’ ” says Haecouet. “ Pabnbll at least knows 
and observes the ordinary manner of a gentleman.” 

It was this booing and bellowing that used to drive 
Forster off his balance, and deliver him up to the enemy. 
Tbevbltan takes no notice. Answers question, and 
sits down. 

“ Difference between Forster’s way of dealing with 
Irish Members and Trevelyan’s,” says Mr. Glbson, 
“is that Forster came to his work with assumption 
that Irish Members had no right to question CMef 
Secretary. Trevelyan graciously and abundantly con- 
cedes right, and answers the most ridiculous and insolent 
question in matter-of-fact, official, and always courteous 
manner. I believe if Harringxon, Kennx or Small 
were to ask him, ‘ How many are twice two r ’ he would 
simply answer, ‘ Foifir.’ That’s where he has ’em. They 
chiefly want to advertise themselves in Ireland ; and the 
cheapest and surest way is to have a row with Chief 
Secretary. But when Trevelyan takes their question 
seriously, and answers it fully, they can do nothing but 
bellow, and they know that won’t recommend them to 
their constituents, who feel that the lowest amongst 
them could do it as well.’’ 

Business done.— Yotes in Supply, 

Friday Night.— one being in the Clock Tower just 
now, have got permission from Speaker to send down a 
few things, and take up my quarters there. Find, on the 
whole, it’s more convenient. Scarcely any use going 
home after House adjourns. Hardly turned in before 
time for House to meet again. Adjourned this morning 
at twenty minutes to three. Q,uite early as compared 
with Monday and Tuesday’s sittings. Going to sit all 
night now, meeting again to-morrow at noon. Much 
better live on premises. Have arranged accordingly. 

Business dovng, — Slowly, hut firmly killing us all. 


Business done.— National Debt Bill read a Second Time. 

' Wednesday 4/^^^oon.— Members clearittg out at increased rate. Pairing the 
first Order of the day. Takes precedence of Notices of Motion. Came across 
H. W. Smith walking on Terrace this afternoon, very neatly dressed.. Glazed 
straw-hat, several sizes too small, on hack of his head ; blue shirt widely open ^ 
at throat, with black silk handkerchief loosely tied in sailor’s knot ; short 
jacket ; trousers exceedingly tight at the knee and round the hips, with much 
waste material about the ankles ; telescope tinder arm. 

“I think she ’R weather it, Mate,” he said, fixing his telescope on a barge 
immin^ under the bridge forty yards off. “ But wim the wind in that quarter, 
and a (mopping sea, you can never make sure unless the skipper knows every rope. 

’d have done m'qch better if he ’d hanled on the bowline at Chfelsea Bridge, 
sorted Ms starboard scuppers, let go his taffrail, and put the helem hard a-lee. 
But a man must be brought up iSl his life to the sea, or at least been First 
Lord of the A^feiralty, before he can thoroughly understand the river.” 

“ Going anywhere r ” I ask. eyeiug his toggery, “ Off to Teddington Look ? 
or, peradventoe, to Putney ? ” 

“ No,” said H. "W*., shutting up his telescope with a slap, and hitching up his 


Impromptu. 

{By an over~worIeed M,F,) 

Fag-end of the Session ? Thou cynical wag I 
Beginning, or middle, or end, it ’s all “ fag.^’ 

Discovery or Invention ? 

In connection with the alleged discovery of a certain 
Moahitic Manuscript, it has been stated tiiat a message 
had been written “to the Consul at Jerusalem, Baron 
VON Munchausen, desiring him to prevent Shapira from 
making the find public.” But M. Shapira did puhlidi 
it nevertheless. Qwery:— Had anyone ascribed the 
authorship of the wonderful document in question to 
Baron Munchausen ? 


The Practical Eastern Position.— F acing the situa- 
tion in Egypt. 
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A VERY SWEEPING MEASURE! 

-. “ After a private consideration of the Manchester Ship Canal BiU for not qnite ten minntra, the Chairman of Committees in the Ho^ of Peers 

announced that ‘ they had arrived at the deciaon that it was not expedient to proceed with the Bill mthe present Session of Parliament. The decision 
caused profound surprise.” — Daily Taper, . 


The new Minotaur, must be stiff in the back 
DOBBS! As classical lieseus or ISTursery Jack. 

[Mr. Dobbs has been finally successful iu his contest with the Grand He’s the hero who tackles hercidean jobs, _ 

Junction TTaterworks Co., the House of Lords having set aside the judgment Though he bear the scarce classed rnmen of DOBBS. 

of the Court of Appeal, and restored that of the Queen’s Bench Division.] The fame of which name ma^ t he Shghter or shorter 

■rr * T. 1x1. X • 4. 4.^ M-.. Because, in one sense, it is ^written m water I 

1 TTii^p-p. a health — not m water — ^to stout Mr. Dobbs, 

; "Who has ffoor^ the big ogre who bullies and robs. 

Hot mighty Achilles, *too fought with the rivers, cause aih) eefect. 

' wonder at Oo«m being oo^sionally rough, when we 

; mo tracks thronghihelahyimth windings of Law , oonsidear how contmuaUy it w crossed i 
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FREE-(AND-EASY)-DOM AT DRURY LANE. i 

Thebe IiaTe "been so many disputes about recent events in Egypt, | 
that it must be a matter of satisfaction to the Student of History to 
learn that Mr. Augustus Haebis, in conjunction -with Mr. E. 
Eoto, have settled the matter between them. We have the authority 
of Lord WoLSELET of Cairo and other talented persons for believing 

that the pictures of 
battles presented to us 
a few months ago by 
the jGLrst- named of 
these Gentlemen, in a 
drama called Youths 
i| absolutely start- 

irom their reality, 
-I \ ill] 1 1 1 and anyone who ever 

saw Mr. Eyuer in the 
' character of a retired 

‘ Ecclesiastical Masher, 
W\ piece in which 

^ pictures ap- 

peared, must have 
vw5pSr.^§x^((r^^^v V shared the expressed 

^ V of file Ifov. 

Mr. PEirarD^roTON-, and 
the (no doubt) secret 
A Substantial Shelter. The Captain and the conviction of the Arch- 

Captives. hishopof Canteebuby, 

that Mr. Habbts knew 

the Clergy and their characteristics — to put it collognially — 


member of the harleguinade-guartette refrained from capping them. 
The reason this individual does not refrain is the more easily under- 
stood when it is remembered that the representative of the Yankee 
is Mr. Or , E. Eowe, one of the Authors of the piece. Captain Gas- 
coigne Harris has not only secured the more and less attractive 
Irish-Egyptian females, ‘but also their master, a wholesale slave- 
dealer. This vindictive person (for he is very vindictive) has been 
covered with chains by the Captain’s command. And here we have 
a ^hmpse at history. The English Naval Officer appeals to the 
British Consul to imprison the wholesale slave-trader, and, at the 
instance of Araf Bey^ his reguest is refused. Whereupon the 
Captain vigorously upbraids the Consul in clap-trap artfully con- 
trived to snare applause, and then with his dozen portly mariners 
crosses bayonets with the Eg5^tian troops. Imposing tableau^ and 
first escape of the hero of the piece from instantaneous death. 

In Act Two the forgiving Captain has made it up with the timorous 
Consul, who is, in fact, conducting the marriage of the emotional 



A Substantial Shelter. The Captain and the 
Captives. 


the Clergy and their characteristics — to put it colloguially — 
down to the ground. With such a guide, then, as the Lessee of the 
National^ Theatre to conduct us, we cannot do better than take 
the “children home for their holidays” to Drury Lane, to brush 
up their knowledge of Modern Egyptian History. 

The Eirst Act of Freedom is introductory. We are in a bazaar, 
where Eastern Merchants are busily engaged in the rather fruitless 
labour of folding and unfolding a sfep of carpet, while native 
women carry, on their heads, jars, at an angle conclusively proving 
them (the jars and their heads) to be empty. Then we are told by 
a retail slave-dealer, who, although Egyptian by birth and in 
appearance, is ungnestionably Whitechapel by edncation, that a 
certain, or rather uncertain Araf Bey is in love with the daughter 
of a local British Banker, Miss Constance Boring, the betrothed of 
one of the noblest, the most talkative, the most energetic, the most ! 
patiiotio and the bravest of men, Captain^ Gascoigne, B,Jy, When 
it is added that tHs hero of superlatives is also one of the portliest 
of Naval Officers, it may he readily and accurately imagined that the ' 
part is thoroughly well filled by Mr. Augustus Habbis. But Arcf] 
Bey has a better half, a sort of Egyptian Mrs, Candle, who deter- 
mines to thwart his plans, and it is ultimately this tartly-talkative 
Lady who kindly kills him ofi in the middle of the Third Act, when 
his presence in the Drama is apparently a canse of some embarrass- 
ment to the joint Authors of the piece. Araf Bey explains to those 



Stiange Proceedings at an English Wedding in Egypt. “Nautchy,” but nice. 

Naval Officer with the Banker’s daughter. The Consul has thought- 
fully engaged a baUet to entertain the wedding-guests, who, as the 
whole of the court-yard is occupied by the dancing, watch the 
movements of the nautch-girls from some flights oi steps. The 
bride is very property seated in the place of honour under an 
umbrella. Captain Gascoigne Harris and his fat lads enter, the 











The Harlequinade- Quartette ; or, Eehearsing for Boxing-Day. 


a Yankee, and a Dutch Courier, whose oharacteristies are almost 
identical with those of Clown, Columbine, Harlegtdn, and Pantaloon. 

When this would-be merry harlequinade-quartette have done a 
little easy tumbling, the English Banker, in me person of that fibae 
old representative of the worst "types of Dramatif YiLlaany, Mr. E. E. 
Edgab, is introduced with his daughter to asdst at the grand 
entrance of stalwart Ca^ain Gascoigne Harris and Ms egually 
stalwart crew. Captain Habbis is also accompanied by a number of 
female slaves, varying in age from early childhood to extieme 
maturity, and wearing rags peculiar to the land of the Nile and 
also to the Emerald Isle. These slaves fondle Ms knees, evi- 
dently .regarding him as a substantial shelter. He makes many 
patriotic speeches, wMch would be more effective if the Yankee 


umbrella. Captain Gascoime Harris and Ms fat lads enter, the 
latter bearing bouguets. There is no chaplain apparently to be 
obtained for love or money, sofhe Naval Officer marries his bride off- 
hand, or rather on hand, by placing a ring upon her finger. ^ Then 
the Egyptian Mrs, Caudle enters in a gorgeous sedan-chair, briugiag 
a f splendid wedding-present from Araf Bey. Then, somehow or 
other, an Smeute tskee place, and the bride is sent away in the gor- 
geous sedan-chair. Then the British Banker appeals to the moh, 
and being, no doubt, recognised by them, in spite of Ms respectable 
disguise, as Mr. E. E. Ebgab, a Yeteran Theatrical Buffian profes- 
sionally conversant with Stage Tice in all its branches, is, not 
unnaturaUy.immediately 
shot. Then Captain Hab- i..- 

BIS is patriotic about the 
British Elag. Then there 
is a great deal of firing on 


both sides. The.Egyp- 
I tians swarm over the 
walls— imposing tableau 
— ^and second escape of 
the hero of the piece from 
instantaneous death. 

In Act Three Constance 
has fallen into Ihe power 
of . 4 m/ but is saved . 

Tty the Egyptian Mrs, 

Caudle, who rescues her. 

Her lover, however, is 
seized by some comic 
assassins, who, earlier in 

the piece, have assisted . ...... 

in the “ knockabout A Quriain.Lecture. Caudle Bey.<^tie;^r|g 
business ” with the harle- 

gxdnade-guartette, just as he is on theeve of escaping tyom aBhidd 
Castle that has been “adapted^’ to the banks of the Nile. The fu 



and third escape of , the hero of the piece from ihstantaneouji death. 
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In the Last Act, poor Captain Gascoigne Harris has been terribly 


what grotesque by being tied to a drom^a]^. When he com- 
plains of thirst, his merciless master shows him water, and then, 
with a cry of “ JS'o, you don’t ! ” spills it iu the sand. In fact, the 
unhappy Naval Officer is the subject of a number of cruel and 
even raither vulgar practical jokes. In the nick of time, however, 
a British gunboat comes at the rate of about two hundred knots 
an hour up a canal which hows conveniently beside the Pyramids, 
and brings to ” in front of the wholesale dealer’s eneampmenf It 
is unnecessary to state that the hero and heroine are imme^ately 
united, the wholesale slave-dealer suppressed, the harlequi^de- 


rentiy point blank at the Captain himself I Imposmg tableau^ and 
last escape of the hero of the piece from instantaneous death. 

^ much for JF^eedom from one point of view. Its chief c^ae- 
teristic is a certain laissez aller — a free and easy manner, notioeaMe 
in its construction. However, it would be unjust not to praise the 


the Acting. Taken as a whole, the play is good. But taken as a 
part, with the dialogue well pruned, and the harleguinade-CLuartette 


part, with the dialogue well pri 
halved, H not entirely omitted, 


it would be better, 


St. Stephen’s Epitomised. 

(By a Weary MS J) 

The rule of the House is a paradox quite, ^ 

Por what do we witness here night after night r 
Perpetual Motions ’’—with scarce ^y movement*— 
Amendments ” eternal — and little improvement, 

4 A Novel Notioe. — ^T he last popular romance, Unspotted from the 
I WorMj has a misnomer for a titie. As a matter of fact the book has 
I been spotted by the world— as a very good tey. 


^^YIVE LE EOir^ 

“ Mr. Ashlet thought we might conclude that Cetewayo was still with 
US. (Zaughter.) 

Sir M. H. Beach said he tested Her Maje^^s Grovemment would not 
incur the very grave responsibility of doing nothing.” 

From Ashley^ JDoicning Street^ to Btdwer^ Fietermaritzburg, 
j TTas he really turned up again ? If so, interview at once. Pre- 
pared to treat handsomely this time. Mean to do something. Pile 
ft up if necessary. Wire back lowest terms. 

From Bidwe?', Bietennaritzbiirg^ to AshUpy JDownmg Street 
Have seen him. Successful. Complains bitterly of being badly 
used, but on receiving a new waDdng-stiek, pair of epaulettes, top- 
hat, free admission to the Crystal PalaCe, and two dozen of marma- 
lade, with an autograph letter from Hbe Majesty, is prepared to 
return, with five hundred fuUy armed foEowers, to Melbury Hoad, 
and have another palaver for a few months all round. One or two 
more supplementary conditions to follow. 

Fro7n Ashley y Doming Street^ to Bulwer, Bietermaritziurg* 
Excelled, ^vemment ^uite agreeable to everything. Only 
waiting supplementary conditions. 

Fro7n Bulwer^ Pietermaritzhurgy to Ashley y Downing Street 
TT-r-rp. they are. Madame Tussaito’s Collection complete. Jomr 
Dune’s head in a fish-kettle, the skin of the Hon. Secretary of the 
National Temperance League, and twenty-two dozen of a sugary 
receipt for sea-sickness. 

From Ashley y Downing Street to Bulwery Pietermaritdiurg. 
Certatnxt. With much pleasure. Is there anything else ? Shall 
have them all by Parcels Post — shortly. 

From Bulwer, Pietermaritzburg y to Ashley y Downing Street 
War-dance and compliments. What does shortly ” mean ? 

From Ashley y Downing Street to Bulwer ^ Pietennaritzburg. 

Eh ? Why, when Parliament ’a up ! 
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REFLECTED GLORY. 

Shojprtian, ‘‘Here ! Hi ! Are toxt His Grace the Duke or Batswater V* 


Magnificent FlunJcey. “I ham!” 


CUT AND COME AGAIN ! 


WooujiAN", don’t sjjare that tree ! 

Tour efforts it tax ; 

Its fan we scarce may see, — 
’Twin try the keenest axe. 
Ygtosil’s self would not 
Prove a much touffher task, 

A lon^-and arduous lot 
Of labour it wiB ask 
From axe, and bill,- and saw ; - 
As lignum vitee tough ; 

Forester stout, but raw, 

find that labour rough. 

Of wide and ancient growth, 

Been root and spacious spread, 
Some looHsh souls were loth 
To s^e it bow its head 
Beneath the Woodman’s stroke ; 

But ’tis not of th^ stock 
Of sturdy British oak,' . 

I Thatbraves the tempest’s shock. 

It is a tree of bane, 

For all its leafy show, 


It grows and spreads amain. 

But nttle lives below. 

So, Woodman, spare it not! 

Cut, Woodman’s boy, and hack, 

Fufi strength or finished §nack. 
Lop if you may not f eB, 

Prune if you cannot top ; 

It cannot but be weB 
Its growth to check or stop. 

Ply bm or saw until 
The axe may have its way. 

The ancient Woodman, Will, 

In forestry grown gray, 

Knows that to lay it prone 
I Is hopeless task to-day ; 

Or one sharp axe, his own. 

He at its root would lay : 
Watches half smilingly 
Loppings though smm not vain : 
“ They ’B thank us by-and-hy— 
Cut, lad, — and’ come again! ” 


what’s xer a kajie? 

We have aB heard of afamous pedestrian known as Blower Browit. 
We are now told of an expert swimmer who rejoices in the appeBation 
of Blew Jones. We are only waiting for a good “ aB round man ” 
to he named Blown Hobinson, and we shaB be perfectly happy. 


The Railwat Passenoee’s Duty” {from Railway dom’e point 
^ ««w). — Open your purse and shut your mouth, and see what 
Watkin sends you. 


MINISTERS AT THE MANSION HOUSE. 

Ip ever there was one important body of men whose werry soles 
ought to he fiBed with gratitood to another eguaBy important body 
of men, it is Her Majesty’s Ministers as regards the Grand old 
C opp eration. 

We begins our horgies with ’em at GildhaB in Howemher, and we 
finishes ’em with ’em at the Manshun House in Orgust. Mo matter 
whether they are our trends or our foes, conserwatives or raddieles, 
reformers of good things or conserwaters of bad uns, we never goes a 
hinch from the strait Tine of time-onered custom, hut sets such a 
egsample of igh-minded forgiving horsepitality as praps the world 
has hardly never seen. 

And so it was at the gorgeous Bankwet on Wensday last. 

I couldn’t restrain my natral curiosity to see how “ my rite hon- 
nerahel frend the Lord Mare,” as the Aldermen allers speaks of him, 
would receive the Hed of the Government as is pledged to their 
destrucshun ; so, when I heard him enounced, I peeped out of the 
Egipshun All, when nobody wasn’t a-lookiug^ and had a good look 
at ’em. Ah, the site as I took at ’em was a site indeed ! 

It was a tr3dng moment for both those elustrions men, and, as they 
drew nea^ as the poet says, “the boldest took his breath for a 
time”! There was a sort of half-and-half smile on both their 
wisages, but it was, about as reel as the shake hands before the fight 
between the Game Chicken and the Artful Dodger. Both tried their 
best to look easy and dignifi.de, hut ony one succeeded, need I say 
witch ? There was a carm look of quiet satisfacshun with things in 
meral, about the ’Lord Mare, that fair^ puzzled his would-he 


oisn 01 stewed lung witn isaLary Jsauce, ne looked at me with quite 
an umbel look, and said, “ Mo, thanJ^on, Robert ! ” 

But where was the owdacious Sir wilixah Yebbant Harcourt ? 
His own beloved Horgan, the Daily Moose y that has the largest circu- 
lation of any Liberal Paper in the World, whatever that may mean, 
enounced that he would cum, then why was he conspickuous by his 
absense ? Must I reweal the naked fac ? Then be it known to aB, 
that the bold Secretary of State who denounses the Corporaskun 
behind its broad backs, in langwidge that I dare not repeat, and even 
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I A FAREWELL TEESE. 

As it is possible that one particular dramatic star, now 
about to set for a season beyond tbe Atlantic, will yet 
Have time to dazzle tbe provinces a little before bis final 
departure, and need perhaps an encore verse for tbe 
f^qus Lyceum Ballad, tbe singing of wbicb an enthu- 
siastic contemporary insisted made fair women grow pale 
and faint, and sent strong men streaming in tears into 
tbe lobbies, — ^bere is one for him : — 

"When other slips and other stalls 
Their tales of frost shall tell, 

And SHAs:sPE.yEiE but tbe bouse appals, 
Though it be papered well ! 

"When Juliet is far too stout, 

And Hamlet ’s eighty-three I — 

Don’t ask me if I have a doubt 
That you ’ll remember me ! 

To which may be added the folloving iinal verse, 
that might be sung by the rest of the company during 
the voyage in half a gale of wind : — 

"When Yankee talent fumes and frets, 

And London ^'awns and stares 
To iind, instead of Heney’s “ sets,” 

But flats, with painted chairs I 
YHien ’mid Atlantic’s “ Much Ado ” 

We’re hopelessly at sea, — 

And' fai‘ too ill to thirds of you— 

P’raps you ’ll remember we I 


The Bake Teuth.— A truth announced in a somewhat 
remarkable notihcation : — Niida Veritas restores grey 
hair to its original shade*” Does it. Kuda Veritas* as 
to hair may be supposed to signify baldness. In order, 
then, to be effectually apjplied as a restorative of grey 
hair, does it require the head to be shaved ffrst ? 


Dirge. 


INCORRIGIBLE! 

Irish Attorney {to his QlerJc, who has taJcen the Blue Riband, and lias been 
celebrating the evenV’)* ‘‘I’ll not stand it, Suer! Wid yer Plidges I 
Instid o’ takin’ Plidges te ’ee always ereakin,’ ye ’d better make no 
Promises at-all-at-all— and kape ’em ! ! ” 


{By an iin-paired M.B.) 

Is life indeed worth living ? Truly yes ! 

When tramping on the Twelfth the heather o’er; 
But August at St. Stephen’s wiH, I guess, 

Make him a pessimist whose joy is less 
As his desires are Moor I 


aeceps their generus inwitation to dinner, no sooner sets Ms two 
estonished eyes on John Tenniel’s Mghlj flattering Cartoon, than, 
instead bf jining all the rest of the world in their harty laugh, as 
every wise and senserble feUer would, he sends off to the Mansion 
House to say that he has just thort of a werry speshal engagement, 
and can’t come ! And it is wispered as how he has follard it up by 
ordering no more Punches to he hrort into Ms sollem manshun. Poor 
Sir William: ! He fust loses Ms temper, and then loses Ms dinner. 

The Bankwet was upon the hole p^aps the most suecessfuliest as 
was ever given in that nohel AIL of Horspitality. I missed the long 
row of Eoyal Attendants with their lovely gold buUyem epperlets, 
as we has when we has lots of Princes, hut even this was partly pur- 
wided by the wonderful amount of what the French call ‘‘ cheek ” of 
Ms grace the Book of Westminstee. Wishing ewedently to Mve a 
sort of sample of how he means to cum out when he is elected 
Loed Maee of Hew London— long he the day 1 — ^he had acshally 
asked for. the loan of two of Her Mamsty’s Hoyal Footmen, and there 
they was not only standing behind his cheer hut acsbMly condy- 
sending to wait upon Mm and his heautfful Dutchess I However the 
Loed Maee as usual was guite equal to the^ occasion, and bordered 
up his Coachman and Postillion to stand behind him, who, tho’ they 
wasn’t of much use and got a good deal in everybody’s way, made a 
werry respectful show for our stable old Institution. 

Hearly all the Minis ters of any importance was there. The lowly 
minded Gent from Brummagem didn’t put in an appearance, being 
probberbly engaged in toiling or spinoing, or some such low ooFOJ- 
payshun, but that didn’t seem to smle nobody’s appetite, and the 
ahsense of the Senior Member for Chelsea, harcades hambone, as 
Beown said, which I bleeves is sarcastic French for a nice pair ! ” 
was endured without a murmer. It is said Ms Kepublican instmks 
is shocked at the sight of so many Livery-men. 

The Loed Mare of course made the speech of the evening. In fac 
he didn’t leave much for the Magnificent Elderly Gentleman.to say,, 
hut nevertheless, he made a grand speech, and wound up with words, 
of hope for all on us, as would have cut Sir Wh >x«i a h ’s hard hart 
to the werry core, | 


Hext in importance to the speeches of the Lord Maee and, of Mr, 
Gladstone was the Speech of Lord Darby, tho’ it was about the 
shortest, and why ? because he rewealed one of the profouhdest and 
importantest Cabinet secrets as ever was diwulged even after dinner. 
In Wino Werytas, as Beown said, which me^s, I believe, that 
** good wine needs no gooseberry-hush,” in witch I quite agrees. 
Lord Darby acshally said that wen they are about to appoint a 
Embassador, or Governor, or a Secretary of State, the %st question 
they asks is, not wot brains has he got, not what egspetience has he 

f t, not what noliedge of the world has he got, but, what sort of 
'if e has he got ? 

Ah I my Lord Darby, no wunder you ’re such a f avrite with the 
fair sects! A sweeter complement or more heHegantly put was 
never paid ’em since our werry great granfather gammoned Eve. 

I wunder what the Government will do for to shew their gratitood 
to ihe Lord Mare . They can’t make Mm a Knight as Ee is one 
every day, and they can’t very well make him a Barren-Kmght as 
he has got a werry numerus number of offsprings all ready, so p’raps 
it will he a Wicount, like Lord Matchbox Sneerbook, who was 
present, ... 

I ’m amost afeard as he spoke out too strongly for his own interests, 
both Brown and me we hotii thort so, and so did His LordsMp’s 
Postillion. He’s a man of werry few words, of course, being a 
Postillion, hut he thinks a lot, as he ’s plenty of time to do, and wot 
he says he means, and what he did say was, “I thinks as if 
Lordship had rid ’em a little more with the snaffle, and not quite 
so much with the curb, they might have jogged on together pretty 
cumferal for some time longer,” But when his public dooty stands 
in one pair of scales and Ms privet interest in the other, I knows 
from a long egsperienee wM<m will have to go to the w'all, 

Eobeet. 


Mrs, Eamsbotham considers a sHee of a good Best failure ham, 
nicely broiled, and a dii^ of Matter-of-fact peas, one of the best 
things you can have for luncheon at the present time. 
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ARBANGEMENTS FOE, THIS 
DAY— MONTH. 

{Forecast for the tcse ofFarliamentary 
Ohstriictivest) 

Officul Eeception of anybody 
and eye^body by the Beadle of 
tbe Burlington Arcade. 

Annual Shutter Closing in 
Eaton Square. 

Marylebone Club, Lord’ s. Single 
Pitch - and - toss Match by the 
Gate-keeper against himself. 

Gener^ Afternoon Meeting of 
nobody in the least worth know- 
ing in Piccadilly. 

Coyent Garden Party in Bow 
Street. 

Sweeping out of the rooms of 
the Eoyal Society, and appoint- 
ment of new Charwoman. 

Purther Exhibition of the Wel- 
lington Statue at the comer of 
Hamilton Place. 

Ee-chalking of Courts of 
Princes. Admission without 
youcher. 

Pwo-in-hand Club. Random 
Meeting eyerywhere all day of 
the General Omnibus Company. 

Intemational Bathing Match in 
Serpentine after half-past Eight 
F.M. 

Perambulating Flower Show in 
Seven Dials. 

Levy— for arrears of Taxes in 
the neighbourhood of St. James’s. 

Drawing-Room Entertainment 
at East-End Music-Hall. 

Public Recitation of Oh. 
SoRtudCj where are thy Charms ! ’’ 
by the Smgle Horseman in Rotten 
I Row to the Policeman on duty. 

And Farewell Dinner to the 
SPEuqsaL hy the remnants of the 
still sitting House of Commons 
on the occasion of his temporary, 

I but sudden departure for Colney 
Hatch. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 149. 







STANZAS TO SALT. 

[The Lancet is given to understand 
that amongst other follies of the day 
some indiscreet persons are objecting 
to the use of salt, and propose to do 
without it. Nothing, says our con- 
temporary, could be more absurd.] 

Wht shouldst thou incui* an un- 
merited odium. 

What hast thou done now, and 
what is thy fault ? 

Why will people not eat thee, 
Chloride of Sodium?— 

That is thy chemical name, 
Common Salt. 

For whether our diet be wholly 
leguminous, 

Or if we eat both our mutton or 
beef, 

You aid in the decomposition 
^ albuminous, 

Giving our nature the proper 
relief. 

Why should all our functions he 
terribly sent awry 

By leaving salt out when eating 
our me^s ? 

The doctors have said the canal 
alimentary 

Steady improvement from salt 
oft reveals. 

We know that the cow and the 
horse and the buffalo 

Rush off to salt-licks” in 
prairie or wood : 

So, even if you should a friend’s 
feelings ruffle, oh I 

Warn him that salt does him 
infinite good 1 


ELLIS ASHMEAD BARTLETT, ESQ,., M.P., 

An inquisitive Button-Holder who represents himself ; in 
FACT, A Specimen of “ Hook and Eye.” 


Mrs. Ramsbotham says there 
has been a good deal of annoy- 
ance caused at the church she is, 
in the habit of attending, on ac- 
count of the Rector introducing 
two Aconites and a Thoroughfare 
to take part in the servioQ. 


CHARITY NOT AT HOME. 

(j?Vom ^ Diary of a Patriotic PMlanthrojyist ) 

.^plication for a subscription to the Local Dispensary* 
Too absurd ! I make a point of always contributing to the collection 
on Hospital Sunday once a year, and this institution must have 
benefited by my almsgiving. 

Letter fiom the Secretary of the Lone Widows and 
Poor Oi^hansHescue Society, asking for my help. As the Associa- 
tion claims to have been founded one hundred years ^o.it must 
have been very badly managed to need assistance now. Refuse* 
Wednesday . — Circular from the Discharged Prisoners Anti-Con- 
taroination League. No s3Tnpathy with this movement. Do not 
believe that convicts can he reclaimed hy getting them employment 
on their release. Throw the circular into the waste-pap^ basket. 

Appeals from no less than one dozen Hospitals, all 
telling the same story — closing Wards on account of failing funds. 
Yery sorry, I am sure; but really these institutions should be seH- 
su;wrtmg. 

Ffiday. — ^Polite note from the Secretary of the Institution for the 
Relief of the Foreigners of Europe, sending me a ticket for a baR. 
Must consider this, as strangers deserve our sympathy at all times. 
Pigeon-hole envelope and enclosures. 

Ah, a charity after my own heart ! Society for the 
Support of Prosperous Natives of the Equatorial States. Of course ! 
Must help the prosperous natives of countries distant thousands of 
miles from England. Distinctly our duty to increase their prosperity. 
Sent off a cheque to the Secretary for £1000 as a first instalment. 
Shouldn’t have slept comfortably if I hadn’t ! 


DUPLICITY. 

A Rondeau on One who has Bounded on Us, 

[A Eeuter telegram says that in many of the seditions letters seized in the 
Pnnjauh significant mention is made of the Maharajah Dhulebp Singh’s 
visit to India.] 

D’tou leap^ sing, feast, or wed, or build, or bury. 

We said, scarce six months since ; 

Would you make mourning, or would you make merry, 

We asked, 0 Nut-brown Prince. 

You “ Ranked” the proudest tribute for a statue 
(Leech, bard, clown, king. 

You didn’t care) ; and now sedition ’s at you, 

Dhuxeep Singh. 

No more your diamonds shall shed a fairy 
Li^t o’er patrician halls ; 

Hindu Parnell, preceding Hindu Caret, 

Black Healys ! ochre Smalls ! I 
Tour Eastern mug must pour froth like a fountain — 

That ’s the seditious thing — 

And you ’ll become an Asiatic Mountain 
Dew-leep Singh. 

Can the proposed subsidy of £120,000 a year to Abd-itl-Rahman 
be looked upon as Ameer tnfle ? 

Mrs. Ramsbotham caught cold the other day. She has had, she 
says, to use a gargoyle for ner throat every morning. 


Drawn Game.”— A Picture of Still Life. 


A Fee-Simple.— The “ Inquiry” Fee to a Jew Moneylender. ’ 
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The Ghost of Dumas Fere. Gk>iiLg m for original 
copy, all of you, eh ? Well, suppose everyone of you 
who tahes something out of my works only twice a 
year deposits my drous d^autmr at the foot of my Boule- 
vard Malesherbes statue — and— and even Alexa^bb, 
who lives close at hand, won’t have fingers long enough 
to collect the bank-notes. 

Omnes. En vUa un geneur ! 


'"FOR EXAMPLE” 

Paier. ‘‘Well, my Boy, and how do you like College I Alma J^Iatek 

HAS TURNED OUT SOME GOOD MbN ” 

“ YmoTig HojpefidF “Ya-as— she ’s just turned Me out !” 

\£[e had hem es^elUd ! 


ADAPTING: BT THE GAUL. 

{About the Moral of the Sardou-Ucluird Case.) 

Mario Uchard [suddenly alive to the fact that he once wrote sortiething about 
a wife going wrong). Here, I say, cher ami (for I ’m not going to quarrel with 
you, even though you do out me out of the playbilL and the pay-bill, too, 
of the Auteurs Bramatiques), you know that ^ my idea, a wicked wife with a 
i child — original situation m French literature, hein f 

Sardou. Well ; and who cribbed it from Diderot ? and what about Eiole 
I DE G-ntAHDiN ? Besides, I ’m an Academician, and I make more sta^-rights 
in a month than you by your books in two years. But if you Kke to denounce 
Herr Yon Potztausbnd, who has just reproduced two scenes out of my Fedora 
at Berlin, I am your Dramatic Author, ^We ’ll make a flaming franc pamphlet 
of it in the interests of dramatic morality. 

Alphonse Baudot. J’mnot going to bring an action ag^st you, Claretie; 
sihete. I find my books^ manage to sell without that kind of advertisement. 
But you know, you mdusirious chiffortnier of letters, that if Numa Jdoumestan 
had never been written. Monsieur h Ministre would never have been played, 
Claretie. Well, if a writer in this enlightened Republican era can’t paint 
the pitfalls and deceptions of undue ambiuon, I may just as weE put all my 
reams of papier Scolier (two reams a day is my figure) in the waste-paper basket, 
Zola. I am a Pontiff. I am above such pitSul recriminations ; and I only 
just mention the fact that there is such a book ^ Son Excellence Eougon. \ 
Claretie. Oln yes ; quite so, [Convulsed with indignation.) But look here I 
— look at this Italian paper — ^the miserable robbers have actually put a Minister i 
of Public Works on the stage, and made him come to mef in the same dinoument 
as mine. WRere is international honesty — ^where is the Gendarmerie f ^ 

Octave Feuillet. And they are playmg the Monde ou Von d ennim all over 
the Dnited Stati I . . , , . -n i • 

Paul Feral. I have given up my it is played in EsI^o. 

Calulle Mendes. They have the Meres Ennmdes in Russian, only they turn 
them into fathers for political r^sons. n % m 

An Anonymity. And they are going to play my ^^FschuU^ F^hutt^ Fschutt ! 
at the next Handel Festival, with yrords by M. dims George Gilbert ! 

Omnes. Plundered on every dde ! Unhappy, too genius France I 


A CHARING CROSS CAROL. 

A BUSY scene, I must confess. 

The Continental Mail Express ! 

The babbling of boys and porters, 

The shouting of the luggage-sorters. 

Indeed a vast and varied sight, 

Beneath the pale electric light ; 

The roll of trucks, the noise, the hustle, 

The bawling “By yer leave ! ” and bustle. 
While anxious tourists blame and bless 
The Continental Mail Express 1 

Though wauting minutes ten to Eight, 

StiU pe^le hurry through the gate : 

How London’s dull, the Seasou over, 

They flit from Charing Cross to Dover ; 

They take their tickets, pay their fare. 

They’re hooked right through to everywhere ! 

To lead a life of nopeless worry. 

With Bradshaw^ Baedeker , and Murray. 

And yet they hail with eagerness 
The.Continental Mail Express ! 

I think of toil by rail and boat. 

And cackle at the table dlhote ; 

Of coin of somewhat doubtful mintage, 

And wine of very gruesome vintage ; , 

Of passes steep that try the lungs, 

And chattering in unknown tongues. 

Of Rhenish Mils, Italian fountains, 

Of forests dark, and snowy mountains 

To start, I ’d give aU I possess, 

By Continents Mail Express ! 

’Tis Eight o’clock, save minutes two— 

Here comes a stout, fur-capped Mossoo ; 

He ’s iu a fluster at the wicket 
Because he eaimot find his ticket ; 

And over there may he espied 
A pretty little two days’ bride. 

How bored she ’ll be with six weeks’ spooning, 
How wearied with the honeymooning I 
Yet lots go, leaving no address. 

By Continents Express ! 

Eight-five ! ^ The la(^g is complete, 

The last arrival in his seat ; 

The porters’ labour ’s almost ended, 

• The latest evening paper vended. 

We wish departing fnends “ Good night ! ” 

A whistle blows, tne Guard says “ Right ! ” 

We watch the red-light’s coruscation, 

Then slowly, saSy, leave the station. 

All London ’s gone, say more or less, 

By Continental Mall Express ! 


Recent Publication. — Cash, What Shall 
I Bo with itf A new Work for the Guidance of 
Investor sl^ Additions answers— Buy shares in Joint 
Stock Mining and Manufacturing Companies on the 
fSth of CircSars and Prospectuses wMch you receive 
by Post. Invest your Spare Cash in German and other 
Lotteries in reliance upon Advertisements sent you by 
the same conveyance. Subscribe to the erection of 
Statues and Testimonials, in order that your name may 
^pear in print. Forward contributions to the Anti- 
Tobacco and Anti-Yaccination Society, the Restriction 
upon Marriage Perpetuation ^ Society, the Society for 
keeping Museums and Galleries of Art closed on Sun- 
days, and the United Ringdom Alliance. If you have 
any Spare Cash that you don’t know what 'to do with 
remaining, remit it to tiie Headquarters of the Salvation 
Army. Invest your Spare Cash regardless of any sus- 
picion that you may possibly do worse than nmke ducks 
and drakes with the money. 
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CHJLDE CHAPPIE'S PILGRIMAGE. 

CAiraO THE SECOND. 


CoiEE, blue-eyed maid of heayeu !— but tbou, alas ! 


Art little like this epos to inspire, 
Grodaess 


Grodiess of Wisdom! Were tke 
Grolden Ass 

A hopeful subject to arouse tby fire ? 

The &ilded Youth for whom I wake 
the lyre 

Would deem thy wisdom owlish, 
tedious, slow, 

The leaden sceptre and dominion dire 

Of Boredom dread in thine Olympian 
glow, 

Thy grave broad brow, and strait- 
laced breast of virgin snow. 


7 Ilf li' ^ where’s Childe Chappie? I 

^ vM M ' ' ^^st not forget 

III To track that dawdling pilgrim. 

Jm I Yestured brave 

Jm ^ sheeny hat, and collar closely set, 

Snowy as ever laundry-maid did lave 
^ Or deft j‘^’clear-starcller’’ stiffen, see 
him wave 

A morning greeting to his comrades dear, 

Chanting the Comic Opera’s latest stave 
In husky atones he vamly strives to clear 
With deep astringent draughts of foaming Bitter Beer. 

ni. 

The night’s hot fever yet his pulses feel, ^ 

He hatn a head,” and nodding to his friend 
Makes the brain whirl like the revoking wheel 
Of hurrying Hansom, and his back to bend. 

To flick a dust-fi.eok from his bright boot-end. 

Brings feelin^ps scarce of comfort or of joy. 

Alas ! why did they liquors wildly blend’? 

What they quaff this nausea to destroy I 
• Shall it be B.-and-S. or bumpers of the “ Boy ” ? 

IT. 

At least they will not miss Aceasia’s wiles, 

Aceasia brassy-tressed, with bistre deep 
Eve-ringed, who at yon counter stands and smiles, 

Tne bar’s blonde siren, to whose haunt fools creep, 

And o’er her calculated witcheries keep 
A jealous watch, as with her Lamia ghde 
She hands the hoys, their sapless brams to steep, 

Potations ; they self-deemed astute and “ snide,” 

Of nous bereft, low chaff the har-queen golden dyed. 

V. ! 

Her reign is brief, soon are her glories gone ; 

But London’s Lamia hath full many a lair. 

Oomus at every bar erects a throne, 

‘And each may find a newer Circe there. 

Crass Chappie ! could another ever share 
That shrewd and. callous heart it were not thim. 

Bolls of the trim-drawn tie and sleek-smoothed hair 
In dozens daily bow at that coarse shrine, 

Each deeming to his suit her favouring eyes incline. 

VI. 

Away !, nor let me loiter in my song, 

Chappie hath many a pathway yet to tread. 

To Waterloo they swiftly howl along, 

He and his chums,' by fond delusion led 
Brawn from the iSporting Spafiker^ lately read, 

O^er a late hi^akfast ,* little schemes dedp draught 
With hopes Utopian circlin g in each head, ^ 

, Of tips ” and morals.’' With such Ipre? are caught ^ 

■ The Turf’ s green guHs, by no experience trained or taught. 

vn. . ^ • 

' Eegiott of Eascalrj^ where Sbnlac rose, 

Star of the fool and warning cff the wise ; ' ' 

' He who, sore baffled by remorseless foes, 

' Shruhk'ftom Ihe fight, and lost the longed-for prize. 

- Begion-of Rascally 1 turn honest eyes ' 

thou ha;^y*>'haunt of sordid pienl ‘ 

, ; Wlka*€rhOnour falls, and only tricksters rise, ' ’ • ’ 

Where the pale .Swell, hard hit, Ms high again ' ’ 

To foil the Rahab eyes that glitter in his ken. 


Childe Chappie deems the winner he can spot, 

He hacks Penelope^ swift as the wave. 

And lon^limb’d Teddy’s mount ; puts on. the pot. 

But the Turf’s maw ’s insatiate as the grave : 

Bark Sappho wins. Chappie sits blanched, hut brave, 
Swell breasts are so imbued with pluck and fire. 

Could he have won, though, — at the odds they gave ! — 
Well, had luck ’s not eternal, but will tire 
Pursued with dogged grit. Once more awake the lyre ! 


Hail, glorious Goodwood I Thy promise afar 
Gives hopes to the Pluuger. The fortune of war 
Shall change when the summer shines bright on thy lawn, 
Thy tints of crushed strawberry, lemon, and fawn. 

2 . 

Ah ! who is more brave than your Johnny of note, 

With his snowy shirt-front and his dainty dust-coat ? 
He leaves London’s streets to the hucksters’ dull flock, 
Amd comes down by the Special with hat at full cock. 


Mayfair hath sent forth her fair dames to the race ; 
For the turf they abandon the Park and Hans Place, 
Ah ! those roseate cheeks shall glow redder before 
The last gloves are won and the last race is o’er I 


The Beauties of Stagedom, red-lipped and long-lashed, 

Who teach the pale lads what it means to he mashed, 

Have left the dull Strand and the dingy stage-door, 

And^re here to win gloves and maybe something more. 

5 . 

Oh, taUc not of ‘ cutting it’ ! ‘ Form ’ knows not fear. 

I ’ll pull it all hack upon Junket^ my dear. 

Fate has floored all the Prophets this time— it ’s a bore, 

But there ’s Goodwood to come, and Newcastle Town Moor ! 

6 . 

“ A'oro];)per I ’ve come, but it shall not be said 
That this Johnny’s a cocktail blue-funked off his head. 
When Junket romps in for the Cupj from tho ranks 
Of the winners shall Chappie be missing ? No, thanks ! 

7 . 

“ Let ’s liquor ! There isn’t much harm done so far. 

Hail, Goodwood ! ’Tis there we ’ll renew the wild war. 

The Lawn that so often has seen us before, 

Shall see us — and see us as winners — once more ! ” 


Woman’s Right.— Not to be left. 

HORTICULTURAL CUTTINGS. 

Culled "by Dwmh^Crambo Junior. 






Peeler-go l-nymn ! Haughty Culture. Gee-rainy- (um I). 





Ran-unple-us. . 


Prim-you-la ! V , A-rumLily. 
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SHALL DOBBS HAVE A STATUE ? 

“ Who oh earth, is Dobbs ? ” asks Jones of Cheapside, as he hur- 
riedly gobbles down his elegant breakfast at his suburban Tilla at 
select Surbiton, fearing to lose his train. We will tell Jones, and 
the rest of the world at the same time, and then we will discuss the 
question with which we began. ^ 

Mr. Abchibaxd Dobbs, then, is a gentleman of remarkable energy, 
courage, and pubHo ^irit, as will be readily acknowledged when we 
inform the world of London what he has done for them. Being dis- 
satisfied, as most of us are, with the price charged for the supply of 
water, he appealed to the Magistrate, contending; the charge ^ould 
he based upon the rateable value of his house, and not upon its gross 
value, but the Magistrate decided against him. ISTot having a very 
high opinion of the legal attainments of a Police Magistrate, he 
boldly appealed to the Court of Ciueen’s Bench, and they decided that 
the Magistrate was wrong, and Mr. Dobbs right. The Water Com- 
pany, well knowing the importance of this decision, immediately 
gave notice of appeal to the Court of Appeal. Matters now began to 
look serious. However pnhlic-spirited a man may be, the fitting 
at law of a wealthy public Company is no joke. So Mr. Dobbs 
appealed to the Pubhe to assist him. But the Public is a very curious 
body in relation to such matters ; and while they readily follow a 
Eoyal lead au 3 rwhere, or for any object, are very slow in assisting a 
man in fighting their battles, and, with the exception of some assist- 
ance from the Corporation and from one or two of the Testries, the 
response was but smalL When the appeal came on before Lord 


by about one-sixtb, the saving to the Metropolis by this plucky pro- 
ceeding will be about £150,000 a year. Now for the question with 
wHch we began. Shall Dobbs have a Statue? Certainly nq^ it 
might be as hideous an abortion as that just removed from Hyde 
Park Comer ; hut surely some means can be devised by which the 
Public might show their appreciation of good judgment and great 
pluck combined for tbeir mterest. In one large City house, of 
exceptionally high rental, where the consumption of water is but 
small, it is calculated that they could lay in as much beer as they 
consume water, and at less expense. Mr. Dobbs has begun a great 
work with conspicuous success, and if his effort be properly appre- 
ciated, others will be induced to continue it, until the giant water- 
monopolists be brought to reasonable terms. 


to be in the wrong. 

Some men never know when they are beaten, and, fortunately for 
all of us, Mr. Dobbs ia one of them. So he boldly appealed to the 
House of Lords, and tl^y have decided, xmanimously, that the 
Police Magistrate was wrong, that Lord Colebidge and the two 
Loids Jusfioes were even more wrong, for they ought to have known 
better, and that gallant Mr. Dobbs is right, 
i Now, let us see what the result will probably be. As their decision 
‘ wSd rieduoe the power of the Wato te u» fer water 


THE PEEBS TO THE PB.EMIEB. 

It ’s truly disgusting ! You rive us no work 
TiE too late at the table to be a beginner. 

Pray what is the use of a good knife and fork 
You can^t use till the end of the dinner ? 

THE PBEMIEB. TO THE PEEBS. 

You swear your light labours your zeal disappoint ? 

As Political Cooks you our toils would be halving P 

Go to I If the times are so much out qIJoM, 

’Tis because of ycMr “ cutting and carving ” ! 

Mbs. Bahsbqthaj^ cannot exist without her fashionable and Court 
InteIligenc0. Miss Lavinia. commenced reading aloud a para^aph 
from iWiA, The Queen has also commissioned the .Duke to invest 
his father-in-law—” when she was interrupted by her Aunt exclaim- 
ing, “ Good gracious! Lavinia! What on earth could he be invested 
in r But go on, my dear ; I am most anxious to know who was the 
broker, as I should like to go to him myself,” 

An ‘‘JUeeul Itesto^^The foliceman’s. 







HOUSE "-BOAT, OR A PARLIAMENTARY THAMES-BANK HOLIDAY. 

{^Suggestion for next Year, instead of the Cfreenvncli Dinner,^ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTitACTED PEOM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons* Monday Kight^ 
August IS.—Donnybrook Fair in House to- 
nifffit. “But,’’ as O’Shea says, regret- 
fiuly, “Donnybrook under disadTantages. 
Been raining all night ; slush up to your 
ankles, and the whiskey bad,” 

TVTiole thing had too much air of pre- 
arranged performance. Hot been a lively 
Session for Irish Members. 

“ We ’ve never been the same men,” says 
T. D. SuLirvAsr, with a sigh, “since 
Foestee left us. He was the making of 
us as a party. Always foresaw the conse- 
quences. Told Healy he was doiag a bad 
thing for Ireland — that is, for us— when 
he and the rest combined to drive out 
Foestee.” 

What with that, and stoppage of American 
funds, things gone hard with the patriots. 
Felt necessity of having at least one good 
burst before Session closed. The nearer 
the end the more useful the effect. G-overn- 
ment obligingly assented. Irish votes post- 
poned from week to week till to-night, when, 
after due notice, they are moved. Large 
muster of Irish Members. Severe competi- 
tion for Grand Prix, to be won by Member 
who can heap on absent men the coarsest 
abuse without being suspended. Healy 
very good. HAEEiyGToy a poor creature, 
making shrill echoes of Healy’s invective. 
The O’KELLYmoderately explosive. Q’BEiEy 
intense, not to say too-too. T. P. CoisoroE 
Hustering. AH the delicate nature and 
Mghly-sfiung temperament of Mr. Caixa^ 
vibrating at what, falling in love with his 
own sarcasm, he frequently alludes to as 
“ the chaste and virtuous BoLTOisr.” But 
the palm and the prix carried away by 
Joseph Gnus. Something so delightfully 
ludicial in his manner whilst saying most 
norrible things, and over all the air of con- 
viction and ingenuousness, that endear 
Joseph to the least susceptible heart. 
Moreover, he reaches heights unsealed even 
^ the venomous weakness of BUeelisiGTOIT. 
He represents the murderers of Lord F. 
Cavee’dish and Mr. Bueke as the helpless 
victims of Government machinations, done 
to death by bribed witnesses and packed 
juries. ^ 

“I suppose now,” I said to Mr. Healy, 
“ that this sort of thing goes down in Ire- 
land? A little wearisome here after the 
seventh hour. One feels as refreshed as if 
he ’d been bathing in the Thames by a sewer 
outfall. But of course you must live.” 

“ Sorry for you, Toby,” said Tor, who 
isn’t such a bad fellow, after all. “ But 
we’re obliged to do it. As you say, we 
must live. But won’t trouble you again. 
This ’ll see us over the Recess.” 

Business done . — Some Irish Yotes passed. 
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Tuesday . — Quite affecting scene in House 
i-night. Bankruptcy BilL comes up on 


“ Hever was such a Minister,” s ays M r. 
Ritchie. “ FTo, never,” says Mr. W hitely, 
“Well, hardly ever,” says Mr.^ Dixoe 
Haetlahb, who, having fought Bill tooth 
and •nail ia Grand Committee, reels necessity 
of coming down gently. 

Gener^ chorus of testimony as to skiU, 


“ Talk about the lion lying down with the 
lamb 1 ” says Haecodkt, who doesn’t re- 
member any time when his undoubted 
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RETROSPECTION. 

Scene — jBsthctic Keiglibourhood. 

Converted Betting Man {pUys First Cemeertina in Salvation Army Band). “Pooty *Ouses 
THEY BUILDS IN THESE SuBXT'BS, Mb. SwAGGET.” 

Mr. S. [Reformed Burglar and Banner-Bearer in the same). “Ah ! and how ’andy theh 

little BAL-CO-NIES would 'a* BEEN IN FOBMEE ” r . . , 

\_A warning flourish on the Concertina, and Mr. S. drops the sucgect ! 

excellence was acknowledged from Conservative Benches, “nothing to this. Does anybody | 
know where I could find a cockatrice’s den ? Should like to go and put my hand m it. ^ ; 

‘ * Better try your foot,” says Attoeney-Geneeal. ‘ ‘ More accustomed to putting that m. 
“Teh you what, young fellows,” Haetington says tom under the brim of his hat, 

“ Chahbeelain’s done more than saved the Banlmiptcy Bill. He s saved Grmd Committees. 
If his Committee had not done more than yours, James, we should never have dared to propose 

McAethue wanted to ask “ How about Madagascar ? ” 

I the subject, proposes to ask the worthy Alderman How about Lami^tn r .Not 

I sure, however, that he’d make much of the question. Few scenes of equal interest to that 
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witnessed in one of tlie Committee Rooms tlie other day, when. 
Sir ^niiASi received visit from large body of his Constituents. 
HadnH called to ask him to sit for his portrait, or to receive piece of 
plate, or even to invite him to dinner. Simply looked in to ask him 
to resign his seat, 

“ Can’t imagine,” says Mr. Woodali, anything more uncom- 
fortable or more embarrassing than to be shut up in Committee Room 
with twenty or thirty of your Constituents, who insist upon your 
resigning.” 

But Sir WiLLiOE equal to occasion. I^othing could exceed urbanity 
with which he beamed upon them through his spectacles, or the 
personal interest with which he turned from one si)eaker to the other, 
anxious not to lose a single word of so interesting a conversation. 
When all had finished, Sir Wxlliaii, leaning grracefuUy upon his 
gingham umbrella, blandly explained that, whilst anxious not to 
offend anyone’s prejudices, he really could not, in the interests of the 
vast electorate of Lambeth, yield to the solicitation of deputation. 
Ko anger ; no resentment ; no scornful words ; only the hland sniile, 
the benevolent presence, and the gingham umbrella persuasive^ 
pointed to the door through which the deputation presently tiled, 
agreeing that they hadn’t made much out of the visit. 

Business —Tremendous. Irish Parliamentary Registration 

Bill passed through Committee, Bankruptcy Bill finally disposed of, 
and Irish Tramways BILL read Second Time. 

Wednesday Aoxew doesn’t speak often,” Lord 

Harttngton said just now ,* ** for, like myself and other L^oashire 
Members, he feels responsibility attaching to our position. As 
Shakspease says, ‘ What Lancashire says to-day, England thinks 
to-morrow.’ So, except at Salford, Lancashire chary of speech. 
But when Aoxew opens his mouth he says sometlung. Only wish 
he ’d opened it sooner on this particular point.” 

These remarks, somewhat extended for Haetixoton, refer to brief 
address by Aunew on question of Warton’s Wednesdays. Warton 
always comes down at noon on Wednesday with fresh supply of 
snuf^ steongly suspected of being medicated. Members about to 
enter House find him there. He offers snuff. The unwary take it, 
become violently agitated, and, instead of following original inten- 
tion of entering House, retire. Come round iu from half-an-hour to 
an hour, according to strength of constitution. But in meantime 
Speaker been waiting for House to be made, and legislative 
machinerv at a stand-still. Members begin to fight shy of snuff of 
late, so Wartox bodily blocks the way. Tries to prevent them 
entering. Agstew brings this under notice of Speaker, who utters 
grave rebuke, and Wartoit temporarily snuffed out. 

Business done.SGotch Local G-ovemment Board BiR in Committee. 

Distinguished visitor at House at night. Mr. Mar- 
wood, havingprofessional engagement at Newgate on Monday, runs up 
to town a day or two before. Where shall he go ? Madame Ttjssahd’s, 
the Tower, or Houses of Parliament ? Tpssaud’s a little melancholy 
with its chamber of departed ac^uaiutances. The Tower a place 
where, Mr. Marwood has heard, in the Dark Ages they used to get 
rid of surplus population by taking off their heads with axe. That ’s 
low. Mr. Marwood will not countenance it even at this date. 

“ Shall call on my friend the ’Ome Sbokrerart at the ’Ouses of 
Parlyment,” he says. 

Sir WiLLTAK unhappily not at home when his colleague in the 
Executive Government called. Pact is, had been rather let down at 
question time by so inconsiderable a person as HARRiyoToy. .Having 
to answer question about dog-fight at Blackburn, Grandiose Old Man 
naturally not content with ordinary reply. Couldn’t resist chance of 
“ going^ for ” the newspapers, which, I am told, don’t habitually esti- 
mate him at Ms own value. When gentlemen read these accounts 
in the newspapers,” says he, with a comprehensive wave of Ms arm, 
“ it will save time and trouble if they assume they are not true.” 

** Does the same principle apply to information given in American 
newspapers ? ” Harrutotoit asked. House, recalling familiar spectacle 
of last year, when Grandiose Old Man was constantly appearuig and 
reading in sepMchral tones extracts from American newspapers de- 
scribing the doings of the Land League, laughs and cheers. G. 0. M, 
doesn’t like being laughed at, so goes home, and thus misses oppor- 
tunity of showing Mr. Marwood over the House. 

In Ms absence distinguished Hanger-on of the Government does 
very weU. A nice, quiet, mild, elderly Gentleman, of affable 
manners, and even benevolent countenance.. Peers* pame to peer at 
Mm through glass door of Stiangers’ Gallery, 

** Wears a high black stock like me ! ” cnea Lord Wavenex, with 
a look of terror coming into Ms eves. 

Held quite a levee in^ Lobby of House of Commons, but is not at all 
stuck up. Listened with decent politeness to Lord Wemtss, making 
tMrteenth speech on Agricultural Holdings BiR. 

**Now he uses the long drop in Ms speech, if I may say so,” 
Mr. M. ob^rved. patronisingly. Whether tMs professional remark i 
allnded to length of address, or to neatness in despatching sMgect, 
left problematical. 

After visiting Lords, Mr. Marwood not at aR above looking in on 

Commons. Sat for an hour in Speaker’s GaRery. Most of the time 
had Ms eyes fixed on Benches below Gangway on Conservative side, 
where there was a large muster of Irish Members; ^ , 

“ What are you thinking about, Mr. Marwood ?” I ask, observing 
Ms concentrated attention. (No hang-dog look about Mm. Not 
a bit afraid of talking to Mm). . 

‘‘Ah!” he said, slowly rubbing his hands together, drawmg m 
Ms breath, and emitting it with kind of hungry sigh. Curious 
person to talk to. Mysterious and monosyUabic. 

Business done.— Mr. Heaxx paid off Sub-Inspector Cameros?- for 
endeavouring to keep the peace at Wexford, Sat late, and got some 
Votes. 

Curious instance supplied in House of Lords to-night of 
power of phrase. Cruelty to Animals BiR passed in Commons hv over- 
whelming majority. Getting on very well in the Lords tiR Wemyss, 
making twenty-third speech for the week, severely denounced it as 
“ a germ BiR.” “ What’s a germ Bill ? ” Lord Deishan- wMspered. 

“ Don’t know,” Wemyss re]^ed. “ But it sounds weR.” Lords 
didn’t know either. But felt there was something darkly mysterious 
about a germ BiR. Had heard of “ germ theory.” Distinctly impr^er 
thing. Might have something to do with that ; so throw out Biu 
by 30 Votes to 17. 

ANOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

The Start— Training Notes— Inquiry— My Companion— Wahing 
Moments — Observatmis — Stoppage — Acj'oss the Border — JElarly 
Wit—Shw Progress— An Offer— Arrival— Emlarhatibn— The 
Steamer — Laudation — Ex^anation — Live and Larne — The 
Quay— The Harbour— Beception— Welcome— Off to the Yacht. 

With what an air of annoyance ana reckless contempt one fellow- 
passenger always treats another feRow-passenger’s bag ! 

Every man thinks that the whole carriage belongs to Mm, and 
looks upon every other person as a trespasser and a nuisance. 

Awaking, or partiaRy awaking, about 4’30 A.M. on a lovely morn- 
ing, I am informed, by a Guard or Porter, that we are stopping at a 
place caRed Penrith. This name having a decidedly Welsh sound, 
it occurs to me suddenly that, in spite of aU my precautions at start- 
ing (when, to begin with, the Station-Master’s clerk, confidentiaRy, 
and as a great piece of politeness, put me into the wrong carriage, 
from wMch the Guard forcibly rescued me, thereby eanmg my 
gratitude and a couple of shillings), I have either made a mistake in 
the train, or that that part of it, in wMch I ought to have been, has 
gone on to my intended destination, and another part, with me in it, has 
turned np in WMes, where, as it seems to me, we are at tMs moment, 
when we should be in Scotland, or, at aR events, at Carlisle, 

There is only one supposition, inadmissible in aR raRway travelling, 
and that is, that the &ver doesn’t know Ms way, or has taken a 
wrong turning in the dark, and lost it. A stage-coach, handled by a 
coachman new to the road, might do tMs, but an engiue-driver can’t. 
We, my travelling compauion and myself, examine Bradshaw. 
This process is always accompanied by a series of impatient exclama- 
tions varying in their intensity according to the difficulty of the 
inquiry. I cannot at a moment’s notice define the precise meaning of 
“ ^jurgations,”— but as, in the course of our Bradshaw Inquiry, we 
do not use very strong language, I am inclined to the opinion that, in 
tMs ease, we use “objurgations,” and wMle we are^ about it we 
objurgate freely. If objurgation doesn’t mean tMs^ it is such an 
ugly word in itself that it ought to. The result is that we find 
Penrith in something under ten minutes. 

Being perfectly satisfied that we are on the right route, my com- 
panion, who has kindly undertaken the iaquiry, throws down the , 
IlaRway Guide-Book with a “Confound Bradshaw and reclines, 1 
with an air of utter exhaustion, at fuR length, on the seat. Certainly, ' 
the study of Bradshaw at 4 a.m., after a series of short snoozes, — 
say, as far as I am concerned, twenty spasmodic attempts at sleep, to 
be calculated at forty winks each,— is certainly very trying. ^My 
companion, who, like myseH, is to be a ^est on board our friend 
Meidevhle’s yacht, and with whom 1 have a slight previous 
acquaintauce, has commenced the journey by sayiug that “ he never j 
sleep in a train, and hoping that^ if I do, I won’t snore.” I assure 
Mm, of course, that I am never gmlty of snoring, and should have 
prepared myself for a chat, with our cigar, had not my experience 
told me, with certainty, that, whenever a man begins by informing | 
me how he finds it impossible ever to sleep in a train, he is sure ' 
to snuggle himself into a comfortable comer, graduaRy become 
huddled up aR in a heap, so that at last he resembles a hadly-stuffed 
dummy waiting to he carried about on the fifth of November, the 
oMy indication of life being a persistent snore, wMch slowly increases 
in tone, until the noisej having prevented anyone else from getting a 
wink of sleep, suddenly reaches such a pitch of intensity as to wake 
the performer himself, who, however, merely gives a discontented 
shrug, huddles MmseH up again into another helpless attitude, and in 
less than a minute is again sound asleep, and bringing out the 
second series of Ms MgMy unpopular snoring-entertainment. ' Whea 
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he wakes for good, hotirs afterwards, he at once complains of the 
impossibility of getting to sleep when you (his unfortunately wakeful 
and long-sufEemg companion) will make such a confounded noise 
with your snoring.” ^y companion is no exception to this rule, and 
so I try to get to sleep mrst ; but I make a false start, and he wins 
by three snores to nothing. 

At Carlisle, beiug late,— it is rarely my good fortune to travel by a 
train that keeps to its time,— we have bmy an eight minutes’ wait. 
Everything in the way of refreshment is at the other end of the 
platform, a distance apparently of a quarter of a mile. 

Awaking to this fact, we run. 

Much can be done in eight minutes, but not everything when you 
have a considerable way to go there and back, when vou"are strange 
to the place, when you are on the alert to catch the slightest indica- 
tion of a whistle or a bell, when you are immediately prepared to 
drop your hot coffee, cram your bread-and-butter in "your mouth, 
chuck down any coin tto comes &st to hand without waiting for 
change, or, if engaged in a ^freshing toilette, you will throw down 
the brush, put your travelling-cap on anyhow "(deranging your hair 
a^^), hustle on your coat, nearly assault the attendant who is 
civilly coming at you with a clothes-brush, but give him sixpence, 
and then, feeling as if you had brushed your hair the wrong way, and 
were dressed in somebody else’s clothes, you run down the platform, 
the traiu having moved farther off than before, and anxiously visit 
every carriage, until, just as you are iu utter despair of finding the 
right one, you see a friendly porter halloaing to you from afar off, 
or your travellmg companion (though he is the very last person to 
afford you any assistance, having generally gone wrong himself, 
or, if right, having re-settled himself comfortably, and probably 
wondering what on earth can have become of you) signalling to you 
wildly to “ come on,” as if he were ehallengiug you to a combat of 
two. By the way, a jfropos of “challenging,” I do notice this in 
my travelling compamon, that when he is awake there is a certain 
asperity in his mann^ as if he wanted to have a row with me. 
Seeing thisj I prepare soft answers, and avoid any topics likely to 
lead to difference of opinion. In fact, not being at all certain of 
my man, I humour him on every point. “ Birds m their little nests 
agree,” says the poet, with remarkable poetic licence by fhe way, 
and two fellow-travellers in the same compartment ought to be 
unanimous. Happy Thought, — Be unanimous. 

The consequence is that my companion appears to be better pleased, 
with himself, at all events, ii not with me, and when once across the 
Border, we begin— I start it and he follows suit— with that fevered 
and unnatural jocosity that will exhibit itself at five when you 

ought to be a^eep, but can’t— to attempt imitations of the Scotch 
brogue. We don’t get much further than pointing out a labourer 
in the fields — (healthy work a labourer’s in the fields at five a.m. — 
what|s he doing ?— probably like the early bird, catching the worm— 
or, still more probably, catching the early bird itself)— and saying, 
“ Eh, Sirs, there ’s a mon 1 ” or “ There ’s a wee hit lassie I ” and we 
talk of a “ drappit in the ee,” hut we don’t risk taking it at five a.m. 

With the same forced gaiety we play:My point out to one another 
several Ahhotsfords, a variety of nnaginarylbirth-places of Robert 
Betjce: of course we select a pig-stye, and ask “who was bom 
there ? ” the answer being “ Hogg ; ” and then we indicate several 
Burns’ Monuments, and some hives as the place where the Bawbees 
dwell ; and then we inform each other (for les grands espndts, &c.) 
that a lot of natives in a field are Scots wna hay-making. 

After these feeble specimens of early wit and humour, the con- 
versation becomes desultory j then we sleep alternately, each waking 
up by turn fresh, for a talk, only to find tne other adeep, and to be 
annoyed with him. Gradually we feel the pangs of hunger. 

Tlten the train begins to dawdle. At the small stations they 
apjpear so pleased to see a train that they cannot make np their 
mmds to part with it. Guard, Station-master, jporters, all chatting 
pleasantly for awhile, and then dashing into business. The business 
seems generally to be suggested by the head’.ofSlcial being suddenly 
strackhy the idea that, as the visite of a train are fewand far between, 
our ^gme, on the present occasion, may as well be utilised for^the 
moving of a few coal-trucks. More delay. We seem to have got into 
a line of McDawdles* 

To give some sort of colour to the protracted ^^ages, someone (if 
possible, in an official undform, hut -anybody will oo) opens the door, 
and requests to see the tickets. This process is repeated— sometimes 
twice over, by mistake, at the same station — once within eveiw 
twenty minutes. At last a porter opens the door, and asks if we’D. 
have breakfast on board the steamer (an hour hence), because, if so, , 
he ’E wire on. ‘ We hesitate. At least I do ; for, coUapsing as I now 
am with hunger, I feel, from painful experience, that to order a 
breakfast beforehand on hoard a steamer which has to cross the sea 
to Irela^A may ©ad in bitt^ disappointment, and be a waste of 
moriey* "This last reason I think arises from the atmosphere of the 
oouniry ; I am becomi^ acclimatized, and the first symptom is a 
partial exhibition of ScbteE caution. 

^ It is very fine ; it is warm, scarcely a breath of ^ air to move the 
trees ; hut, as I point out to my travelling companion, we are not 


going to have much to do with trees, and appearances inland are but 
very untrustworthy authority as to the real state of the case on the 
coast and on the sea,— and so, my companion being evidently of a 
hasty temperament, and the porter on the doorstep appearing im- 
patient, the former decides, autocratically, “Wire breaHast for two 
on boam ” — ^and I assent, hoping it will he for the best. 

At Stranraer. On board^ the steamer in corre^ndence with 
train, — a correspondence which, I am glad to say, is published iu 
Bradshaw, — ^plying between Scotland and Ireland. It is for the best. 
Excellent breakfast. First-rate fish, first-rate eggs, better toast was 
never crunched, and better marmalade couldn’t be found anywhere 
in Scotland. Bravo, Steward and admirable Stewardess I The latter 
when at work as stern as Zadg Macbeth, and with a brogue that abso- 
lutely so frightens me at first^ that I refuse to let her take away my 
cup to fin it with coffee and milk ; but insists, and I thnidly yield, 
and she returns with it, made exactly as I want it, real cafi au lait 
On no passenger-hoat that I can remember have I ever met with 
such a possible breakfast. There is a choice of about half-a-dozeu 
things m fish and meat — for the small sum of two shillings a head, 
cut and come again as often as you like. But to be just before I am 
generous, nay, lavish, of praise, I should add that on no passenger- 
boat do I ever remember myself being so well, with such an appetite 
for breakfast, or (which is five points out of six in my favour) the 
sea so calm. I am therefore viewing the commissariat department 
under exceptionally favourable conditions. 

One traveller, who looks like Boh Boy Macgregor badly dis- 
guised in a modem tourist suit, goes through the whole course, for, 
having to return to the saloon in the course of half-an-hour^ I 
find bun stiH at it in the most unabashed maimer, evidently t a k in g 
ont his railway and boat-fare in a supply which would serve for 
three meals id one — tria Juncta in um — and last him the day. 
The Stewardess, Stewar^ and their assistant regard one another in 
an Uncertain manner. He comes up on deck at last, hut I don’t 
think they can have made much out of Mr. Rob Rot Macgregob, 
who, I should say, doesn’t often get such a chance when his foot “ is 
on ms native heath.” By the way. why * ‘ foot ” ? TOiy not ‘ ‘ feet ” ? 
The Macgeegoe was not noted lor generally standing on one leg 
like the figure of Mercury I And, if both feet were not on his 
“ native heath,” which one was ? and where was the other ? 

Solution of difficulty. If one of Rob Rot’s feet was in one county, 
perh^s the other was in Ayr. 

Ireland, bedad ! ’Onld Ireland I Lame Harbour. 

Happy Thought, — ^Arrange joke beforehand, to amuse them on the 
yacht. My travelling-companion shall say, peaking of Lame, that 
he “ didn’t know there was such a place.’’ To which my r^ly will 
be^ “Indeed I Well, you see you we got to Larne,” or “I always 
said you had a good deal to Lame,” or simply “ live and Lame.’’ 

On second thoughts, I won’t take my travelli^-companion into 
partnership over thisjflet^ de mot. From what I’ve seen of him 
when awake, I don’t thi-nk he is the sort of man to he entrusted with 
a part in a joke. I will perfect it before dinner-time, and bring it ont 
as an impromptu. This was Shebidan’s plan. History repeats 
itself. That ’s why Biistory is so dull. 

Some of the Yacht’s crew are on Lame quay, and iu a twinkling 
they have deposited our baggage in the gig, and in another few 
twinklings we have greeted our host, Melieviixe, the ovmer of the 
Crewsa,— naturally, but uuleamedly, pronounced “ Crwer”— the 
men “ give way ” — \_Happy Thought, — ^That ’s why a boat’s crew 
; should De so obliging, because they ’re always “ giving way and 
I we are now nearing the gallant schooner, Oreusa, 


A SEASIDE STUDY 


A 


Virtue of 


In natural History, 



A Goat and Two Eidfi. 


Opium. 

Cebtaijt Mis- 
sionaries in China 
declare, in a peti- 
tion. addressed to 
the House of Com- 
mons s^ainst the 
trade in Opium, 
that the use oi 
that driig “ eu- 
slaves its victim, 
squanders Ms sub- 
stance, destroys his 
health, weakens 
his mental powers, 


— ' ' deadeus 

Ms conscience, unfits Mm for Ms duties, and leads to Ms steady 
descent, moi^y,- socially, ,and phyrioally.” Among all these counts 
in tMs mdictident of Opitun there is one that may be thought to tell 
in favour M the .Mcnsedv^, Does, Opium really lessen self-esteem F 
If so, then pef^ps'^Me of the petitioners would do well to take it. 




- NTJESE GLADSTONE. 

KmifAJPEE ? Goodness gracious, not at all ! 

A Nurse, no more ; and e^en tkat avocation 
Is ‘‘temporary and exceptional.’^ 

Some people do want so muck explanation, 

Ask suck crass guestiona, 

And make suck strange and siaister suggestions. 

A Nurse ! An konourable office, surely. 

Wkat is tkere in a little loving dandling 
To stir tke catechists from Stajpf. to MosLiry ? 

The child needs husked repose, and gently handling. 
^ Why fuss and bother ? 

The Nmse is iMiul— loves it like a mother. 

The babe is backward, feeble for its age ; 

But then, aU prodigies are not precocious. 

!Ehe poor tkmg’s e^ly treatment was not sage* 

Shall we e::i^ose it, Spartan-like, ferocious, 

To dangers full rushes. 

Helpless, alone, like Moses in the buUrushes ? 

Suppose we did ! Who knows who might pretend 
To~falsely— play the part of Phabaoh’s daughter ? 
Some sly French honne its weakness might h^nendy 
Some CJoptio Herod it condemn to slaughter. 

No, no, by Isi^ 

We wonH forsake it whilst its fate’s at crisis. 

We ’ll “ give it a fair start.” What may that mean ? 
Now surely such a guery must be needless, 


Unless to satisfy the spluttering spleen 
Of Ashmeap Baetlett. Ouidnunos, hot and heedless, 
like that Faul Pry, 

May urge such questions ; but they ’re all my Eye. 

The babe, we say, is backward ; see, poor thing, 

How like a Mummy it is swathed and swaddled ! 

’Twill need a fbiger kind whereto to cling. 

When once it feels its feet has safely toddled, 

Why then its Nursey 

May safely leave the child to fortune’s mercy. 

Those feet don’t look like toddling ? Why contemn 
The tucked-up tootsies of this heir of Rakbses P 
When it has proved that it can trust to them, 

Then Nurse’s function ’s finished ; from the premises 
She wiU begone; 

But not — oh not — ^till it can run alone ! 


Amono the improvements to he made during the Yacation in the 
New Law Courts, “The Wells of the Courts occupied hyMr. Jus- 
tice EAt and Mr. Justice Chittt^ will be raised.” The two Judges 
eviden^ share with Truth the distinguished honour of sitting in a 
well. But surely this contemplated iteration is dangerous. Isn’t 


second part of his title. 


deprive 


Mobe Wobk POE THE POSTAL AxTTHOBiTiES. — ^To lay down the 
limits for “Parcels of Nonsense ” — ^in Parliament and elsewhere.’ 








ArotrsT 25, 1883.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


93 


SOMETHING LIKE A CIECUIT. 

J^OMANTIC IDEAS by the most 

The arrangements for tlie Loee Chtep Justice’s American 
Tour,” having, according to a Contemporary, at length been “ sub- 
stantially completed by tne Committee,” it is satisfactory to find that 
the whole nndertaking promises to prove a great financial success. 
It has long, of course, been known in legal circles that the beggarly 
pay^ received by the leading lights of the Bench, when taken in com- 
parison with the heavy sums made latterly by their more fortunate 
rivals of the Stage, ^ had led to a tension of feeling on the subject that 
could only find ultimate relief in some spirited outburst. And the 

j^jTAGNIFICENT LEGAL STAGE MANAGEMENT. 

n£lIE LEARNED TROUPE. 

fJIHE BOSS OF THESE UNIQUE ARTISTS, 

npHE LORD CHIEF JUSTICE OF ENGLAND, wiU, after 
JL delivering one of his 

determined and business-like prominence of the Lord Chiep Justice 
at SL recent Banquet, showed clearly in which way the wind was 
setting. It is therefore not a matter of surprise to near that by the 
engagement of an excellent man of business, ilr. Eluot F. Shepaed, 
Lord CoLEEiDOE, and the learned troupe who accompany him, have 
already managed before their anival in the States, to fill up nearly 
every one of their dates, down to the very day of their return voyage 
home again across the Atlantic. 

It is satisfactory, too, to note that, while business has evidently 
been the guiding motive of all the arrangements, there will be no 
lack of recreation for the hard-working luminaries en rouU* On 
August 28 a certain “Mr. Sloane” gives them a “reception,” and 
on me 29th it is announced that “ Judge Hilton will entertain the 
party.” At Windsor, Vermont, they will, on the 1st of September, 
be shown “ Mr. Evajbts’s guests,” no doubt a rare collection of per- 
sonages, and well worth seeing. The very next day, too, they will 
be treated to a private view of “ Fabian’s Twin.” All this is as it 
should be. The unusual strain of an extended legal tour cannot be 
lightened too much with pleasing little distractions of such a charac- 
ter, and it is agreeable to note that even the claims of private friend- 
ship will not be forgotten. “ On Saturday, September 8,” .says the 
Eeport, “the party will go to Fredericton, ISiew Brunswick, where 
Lord Coleridge will visit his old friend, Lord John Fbedericton, 
the Bishop of Fredericton, New Brunswick.” 

Nor is the Dominion behind-hand in graceful attentions to the 
hard-working troupe, deceptions are onered them freely on all 
sides. “At Quebec, ’’ the report proceeds, “they get a reception 

CLudi a This is Tianiisnmp. Ai: 'VLmfrAsl thArp is s. rA/van- 

J^UCID AND REMARKABLE JUDGMENTS, perform 

rpHE THEILLING AND HAZAEDOTJS FEAT of 

J^ASHING HIS OWN WIG. 

fJIHE LEARNED TROUPE. 

J^ORD JUSTICE BOWEN in his great and unrivalled 

J^OARING COMIC SCENE of 

JpUTTING HIMSELF OUT OF COURT. 

rpHE LEARNED TROUPE. 

jy^R. CHARLES RUSSELL, Q.C., and 

jy-R. INCE, Q-C., 

rpHE HIGHLY POPULAR PATTER SILK TAKERS, in their 

gERIO-COMIC CHAMBER DUOLOGUE of 

tion,^ hut no diimer. Ottawa also prefers to indicate its hearty 
cordiality in the same unobtrusive famon. There is hand-shakmg, 
but nothing more. But Lord Chief Justice Coleexdge, Lord Justice 
Bowen, Mr. Charles Russell, Q,.C., and Mr. Ince, Q.C., and the 
several other distinguished Members of the English Bar who make 
up the clever performing party, are not likely to resent the elimina- 
tion of the dining element from the tariff of welcome set before them. 
Even an injudicious sandwich or two might he too much for them, 
as a glimpse at the rough sketch of their own capital but arduous 
programme, suffices to show. In fact, a good deal of severe training 
will he requisite to enable them to get through it at all. 

StOl the programme, as far as can be gathered from the brief 
details as^ yet pubHshea, appears to have been capitally arranged 
with a view to securing the patronage of every class of the com- 
munity, and large takings may he confidently expected. Indeed, no 
expense has been spared, and no device neglected in order to ensure 
a run of excellent business ; and the followmg preliminary advertise- 
ment, drawn up by a well-practised hand, will, immediately on the 
arrival of the learned party, he mserted in all the leadiag journals, 
and continued without intermission daily, till the termination of the 
tour, as announced, on the 25th October next. 

rj»HE LEARNED BRITISH LEGAL TROUPE. 

^RUSH FOR A REFRESHER. 

^HE TALENTED TROUPE 

T^EVILLING FOR RUSSELL, with characteristic Chorus by 
several rising 

iy EMBERS OF THE JUNIOR BAR, -who mil dance 

COMPLETE BREAKDOWN OP THEIR OWN CASE. 

rjlHE LEARNED TROUPE. * 

rpHE LEARNED TROUPE. — “We have not seen such a clever 
JL set of right down cusses for a long time. ^ We will back 
CoLEBiDGE to divide hi-msftlf into fractions and sum himself up agam. 
Hxltox had better take to scissors grinding.” — Chicago SentineL 

mHE LEARNED TROUPE.-~“ Judge Bowen is a thing to be 
JL seen. He says he ’s game to cross Niagara on a chain of Ms 
own evidence, and we should like te have fijve dollars on it. He plays 
too, on the feelings of a jury — ^mthout Ms notes. Baeutitm: should 
come to terms at once.” — Nashville Straightcmter. 

yjOTAEALLELED COMBESTATION OF TALENT, comprising 

mHE LEARNED TROUPE will appear as under:— Niag^ 
a Falls, the Thousand Islands, Watkims Glen, Rochester, Bunalo 
(reception), Cleveland, Sandusky, Toledo, Detroit, CMcago (r^p- 
tion by State^ Bar), Milwaukee, St. Paul, M^eapohs, &oux City, 
Omaha, Council Bluffs, St. Joseph, Kansas City, St. Louis, Decatur, 
Logansport, Ladianapons, Dayton, Cincionati, Springfield, Colimbus, 
'TOeeHng, Cfiiattanooga, Pittsburgh, Oumherland, Harper’s Ferw, 

fJiHE LORD CHIEF JUSTICE COLERIDGE, 

J^ORD JUSTICE BOWEN, 

CHAELBS ETJS8ELL, Ci.C., 

Parkersburgh, Washington, Baltimore, Philadelphia, Mansfield, 
Salamanca, Syracuse, Albany, concluding at New York. 

For furtiier particulars apply to Elliot F. Shepurd, Managing 
Agent, New York. A few dates stilL vacant. 

INCE, Q,.C,, and several other 

TTNLISTINaUISHED MEMBEES OF THE ENGLISH BAE, 
wto ■wfll Tjerf orm 

Con. eqe Disteict Suhvetoes.— Why are rumours eoncemmg 
Mr. Gladstone and Prince Bishahck like Jei^-Btdlders’ hou^s r— 
Because they are generally found to be “ devoid of foundation. 

rjlHEIR ASTOUNDING FEATS, acknowledged by successive 

JgRITISH JURIES to have often produced on them 

Motto eoe a Sunday Moenin® SfirDecNiJ ipy Irish Obstruct 

“ The better tiie day the worse the work I ” 

^^STONISHING EFFECTS, exciting frequently their 

Jgj^UMAN INTEREST, and provoldng soiuetimes ev^ 

Can a -mATi who “ stands in Ms own light’^ be considered to be “ in 
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SOME PEOPLE HAVE SUCH A PLEASANT WAY OF 
PUTTING THINGS. 

the bye, let me congratulate you on your Article in the 
^EyroNviLLE TuLVEmsm It ’s admirable!'' 

*‘Oh, you flatter me ” 

‘‘No, I ASSURE YOU— IT *S QUITE SPLENDID — SO GOOD! I WAS NEVER SO 

surprised m mt life as when I saw your Name at the end ! ” 


PATIEXTS AT THE PALACE. 

A Sanitarium and wmter resort for invalids and elderly people, 
■within half-a-dozen miles of Charing Cross, is seriously proposed 
among the hygienic improvements of the future. Instead of going 
to a Southern country, leaving fnends and home comforts behind 
the invalids and elderly persons are to enjoy a climate made up 
of equal parts of Madeira, Algeria, and the South of France, at 
the Alexandra Palace, on ■uie Northern heights of the Metropolis, 
and full in vie'w of the Dome of St. Paul’s.”— Faper. 

Whenever the Dome of St. Paul’s is visible through 
the veil of smoke that habitually hides it, the effect is 
certainly very T)iotures<5.ue. 

I wonder if the fogs m Madeira in November are white 
and chilling, like to-day’s, or yellow and suffocating Lie 
yesterday’s. 

The Resident Physician’s manners are very pleasant, 
but even he cannot prevent my feeling rather uncom- 
fortable with the thermometer below zero. 

In the prospectus I notice that the Sanitarium is 
described as an “ airy ” building. Perhaps this is why 
the assistance of two men- waiters and the hall-porter 
is reauired to hinder one from being blown away on the 
grand staircase. 

•.The patient who would insist on sleeping with his 
window wide open, because “he had always done so at 
Madeira,” will he buried, I hear, some time to-morrow. 

Possibly the Resident Physician may be right in saying 
that the view of London from the sky-lights is far 
superior to the view of the Mediterranean from Mentone. 

The influenza which I caught going to the theatre last 
night, shows the enormous advantage which the neigh- 
bourhood of London possesses compared with Madeira, 
where there are no theatres and no influenza. 

By the constant yells I hear, I fancy there must be 
some more than .usually important horse-race going on 
in the grounds. 

The last application to wind up the Sanitarium was 
postponed owing to the absence of the Matron, who is laid 
up with rheumatism and bronchitis. 

How curions that another doctor has lust been created 
an Earl for Ms success ia curing the “Alexandra Park 
Cough ” ! 

Sport ! 

Fox-hunting cruel ? Bah ! What pack of hounds 
Equals the penny-a-lining, social spies 

Who break into our life’s domestic bounds. 

And hunt us with their yelping pack — of lies ? 

The tenderest heart might blamelessly determine 

To himt these hunters ruthlessly— as Yermin ! i 

Racing Mem. for Next TKiR. — There ’s many a slip 
’Twixt the “ Cup” and the “ tip.” 


“ Oh, anything rather than that!” shrieked the captive, and he 
immediately promised to execute the commissions wMch had been 
confldedtohim— promised, nay, swore! 

“ You can go,” said the man at the desk at the conclusion of this 
painful scene. 

The Prisoner wavered. At length he plucked up courage, and 
asked a Question. 

“ Have you any ohiection to telling me your profession ? ” 

“ Not in the least,’’ replied the man at the desk. “ You will And j 
my description in the Fost- Office Directory F | 

“ You must be the head of some terrible Secret Society— the Gene- 
ral of the Nihilists, or the Ring of the Irish Republicans.” 

“C^ainly not!” retuined the other, indignantly. “I am a 
person of the Mghest respectability.” 

“ And yet you have ordered murders, explosions, revolutions ! Not 
a conspirator ! Then, in the name of wonder, what are you ? ” 

The question produced an explanatory answer — 

“ I am merely a leading Stockbroker who has sold rather heavily 
for the fall ! ” 

Grousely Offensive. 

A Sporting sponge, a shooting bore 
Is Potts ; if he ’s a friend, he ’R tax him. 

His is the Tennysonian maxim : — 

“ Let knowledge grow from Moor to Moor.” 

The Tamatavb Q-uestjon.— Is it all Hova ? 


“Esa.’* 

[A Correspondent of the Standard recently suggested that Mister and 
Esquire shomd be abolished.] 

Bmks of Feckham uribosoTneth hvtnsclf, 

I haven’t got a title, and it would seem very queer, 

If e’er the 5 ueen should make me on some happy day a Peer ; 

I am not a J. P., I’m not a G.C. or M-D., 

I’m not a blessed Baronet, and not a R.C.B. ; 

And therefore, if you please, I have a passionate desire 
To stick to what I dare to claim— plain “ Mister ” or “ Esquire.” 
They call me “ Mister” when they write for taxes or the rates, 
And when they send the little bills they sometimes keep on slates ; 
But surely I am dubbed “ Esquire ” when I ’m politely dunned, 
Say for a small subscription to the new Church organ-fund ; 

And I ’m Common Councillor to no more I aspire, 

So leave me with my comforters — ^plain “ Mister” or “ Esquire.” 

Mrs. Ramsbotham says she intends to celebrate the Luther Festival 
by a visit to the Luther Arcade. She is carefully reading up the 
History of the Reformation, and supposes that the term of “ a Gay 
Lutheran ” must have arisen from the fact of the Great Reformer 
having given permission to the Landgrave of Hesse to provide him- 
self with a pair of wives at the same time. 

Tert appropriate name for the place where Lord W’olselet is 
staying for Shooting. “ Cannon Hall?’ Billiards in the evening, of 
course. Our only General is great at Pyramids. 
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CHHDE CHAPPEE^S PHGEIMAGE. 

CAl^TO THE THIED. 

I. 

“ Is thy face index to thy soul, dear child, 

Lxlta ! sole empress of my purse and heart ? 

When last I saw those 
clear wide eyes they 
smiled 

Upon Lord Meoas,— 
will e’en Midas 
“part” 

As I’m prepared ? — 
Awakening with a 
start, 

Ihe pillow neayes be- 
neath him : he is 
dry.” 

The clock lifts up its 
voice : his valet 
imart ^ 

Brings him his coffee ; 

noon is long gone by ; 
Dressing is dreary 
work with heavy 
head and eye. 
n. 

Once more on London’s yet once more, 

Though the llag^ock beneath him Hke a steed 
Gone groggy. vV'elcome to the Strand’s loud roar ! 

To nips ” and lemon-squashes it will lead, 

Though the strained hand now quivers like a reed. 

And the knit brow is ponderous and pale, 

Chappie must on ; for he is but a weed 
Elung forth on London life’s sw^t stream, to sail 
“Where’er its shallows sweep, where’er its floods prevail. 

m. 

In his youth’s summer he must have ** some Pun 
The rnimal law of the esurient mind, — 

And nun’s horizon is a narrow one, 

By Boredom’s desert hounded. Shall he And 
Cheer or content in service of his kind ? ' 

Ijhmms of serious thought ? Those dried-up dears, 

The Muses, and their sterile song ? Nay, hlmd 
To Beauty, save when stage-decked she appears, 

Ms aim is seeing life,”— love, larks, and bitter beers ’ 

IV. 

Something perchance of passion, hut the vain 
Short fever of the heart whose every string 
Twangles to Self’s monotonous hard strain, 

The song a satyr might essay to sing, 

If garbed and club-trained hke the cynic thing, 

The twopenny TUeoh with his shallow dream 
Of calculated gladness, who his Ai-ng 
Takes in the swarm, hke gnats adown a stream j 
To satire, if nought else, a not unpregnant theme, 

V. 

A heart grown aged ere the flrst light snow 
.Hath touched the head, flnds little joy in life j 
No longer wonder waits it, nor below 
Can love or sorrow, fame, ambition, strife, 
umoken-that heart again. To wield a knife 
' eager zest, to know right well 

What thirst seeks ’suaging in, that home and wife 
slow, dull, hormg things wherewith to dwell, 

Whilst manhood’s unimpaired ’s the lore of the young Sweh. 

VT. 

Like a Chaldean Chappie watched the “ Stars,” 
got of the heavens, hut the stage-^the bright 
Bold Beauties of Burlesque, pale Nenuphars 
Eta^ant m frailty : these were his delight ; 
g>uJd he have gazed upon them day and night 
He had been happy ; doddy souls so sink 

Thespaj^kinmmrtal.' A lank-Hmbed young sprite, 
Coarse-tongued, c^nmUe^ apt at smirk and wink, 
WoBldkeepSim me^ed amd masbed” oade^ration’s T^riTiTr 


— VH# 


'•r V 


diav<j gitihered then,— 
m limbs and its umb-wurshippers, and bright 
The Ikmps shine o’er flushed women and foded men. 


Breasts— if not hearts— heat feverishly, and when 
Whispers the void-brained vain voluptuous Swell, 
Eeen eyes look passion— which mean greed of gain— 
And all goes gaily as a j ester’ s-heU. : — 

But hush ! hark ! is that sound gay laughter or a kneU ? 


via. 


Think you they hear it ? No ! to Chappie’s mind 
Fate’s spirit- voice speaks not. Those Ups hok sweet. 
On with the frolic ! Chaff flows unoonfined. 

Decorum’s bosh when youth and pleasure meet, 

The glimpse of glowing breast, of silk-shod feet 

But nark ! — that still small Voice speaks out once more ! 
Is ’t a cloud-picture, the handwriting fleet 
Belshazzae saw that spreads thought’s gaze before ? 
To-morrow ? Bah ! get out ! To-morrow is a bore ! 

IX. 

To-morrow means— oh, doldrums, leaden, slow, 

And gathering duns, and 1ms that coldly press, 

Aud cheeks gone pale which some short years ago 
Glowed red and brown midst Henley’s strain and stress ; 
Means sudden partings, impecuniou’sness. 

And social ostracism, curious “ Why ? ’s ” 

And answers softly whispered, CmH you guess f 
Gone to the had^ poor chap ! A waniorCs prize ! ” 

Upon such joyous nights such joyless morrows rise. 


SUGGESTIONS FOR FRESCOES, 

To BE EXECUTED BY MONSIEUR HERBERT " IN THE PeERS’ ROBING-RoOM. 

{By Dumh-Crojm'bo Junior,) 



v.“ \ 



Meeting of the Old and New Peers Equestrian Portrait. Eyde Peer, 
at Brighton. 




The Lord Chaunt-SeUer. 

• ?! 


lUv 



An Early Bird. 


“ Motheth and Thales.” 



"Liko-htr-’GuB.” 


TO OOESESP&lfffiBiriS.— ];n na case ea: 
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THE BATHING MACHINE. 

A Study op a Rare Old Conservative. 

EHOLH an old relic of old- 
fashioned days, 
Recalling the coaches, 
the^ hoy, and post- 
chaise ! 

It has not advanced in a 
timber or wheel. 

Since first it was fash- 
ioned by Be^ja^ox 
Beale. 

It is not aesthetic, nor 
yet picturesque, 

’ Tis heavy and cumbrous, 
eiiroensive, grotesque^ 
And I feel very certaia 
M there never was seen 
1 / Such an old-fashioned tltog 

A a. Bathing Machine ! 

The windows won’t open, 
the doors never fit, 
The fioor is strewn over 
with pebbles and grit ; 
A looking-glass too, with 
a silverless back^ 

A pinless pincushion, a 
broken boot-jack : 
It'smells of old seaweed, 
’tis mouldy and grim, 

’Tis sloppy and stufiy, ’tis dismal and dim— 

’Tis a deer-cart, a fish-van, or something between ; 

Oh, a hideous hutch is the Bathing Machine I 

The driver says “ Right ! ” and he raps at the door ; 

He starts with a jerk, and you sit on the fioor I 
It creaks and it rattles, you rise and you faR, 

And bound to and fro like a mad tennis-ball ! 

Again there ’s a lurch, and you nearly faR flat, 

And first sprain your ancle, then tread on your hat— 

WhRe you ’re bumped and you ’re battered, bruised blue, black, 
and green, 

In that horrid contrivance, the Bathing Machine I 


HOW WILL IT WORK? 

According to a list we printed the other day, several EngHshmen have 
made vast acquisitions of land in the 'W'estem and Southern States of the tTnion. 
British dukes and earls figure in the statement for many hundreds of thou- 
sands of acres.”— laper. 

The highly interesting question here raised may be best solved by 
a brief extract from the BarRamentary Reports of the day— say, a 
generation or two hence, as under : — 

HOUSE OF LORDS. April 1, 1983. 

On the Loel Chaxcelloe taking his seat as usual on the Wool- 
sack at a quarter past four — 

The Duke of Dexver said,— He had no wish to he too smart on the 


informed why the sack on which his Lordship was fixed up m that 
House was stufEed with Colonial Wool instead of American Cotton ? 
The latter was far cheaper, and, he beReved, when properly doctored 
with fine shavings by a patent of his own — about which he guessed 
he would have something to say to their Lordships later— far softer 
as chair stufRug, as his Lordship would find out if he tried a speci- 
men or two he had brought with him, and now in the Lobby. He 
hoped he was not misunderstood. Meantime he would lay a pro- 
spectus of the concern upon the table. 

^ The Duke of BircoLEircH, who was proud to say he owned not a 
single acre beyond the seas, and ^oke as the largest holder of landed 
ppperty in the three kingdoms, denounced the proposition us another 
hit of encroaching Yankee impertiaence. It was •firue that, owing to 
the operation of successive Land Laws, aR that now was left to him 
was the freehold of his Park-like TiRa at Walham Green ; but stfil 
such proprietorship should, he trusted, have its legitimate weight 
with their Lordships. It was with a blush of shame that he reminded 
the noble Duke that his iRustrious ancestor, the Marquis of Saxis- 
BXJBY, was an EngRshman first and a speculator afterwards. 

Lord FoKEESCfUE considered such retorts simple downright cussed- 
ness, and cutely calculated to waste the time of the House. BTe 
wished to know too,, why the two dozen extra spittoons that their 
Lordships hM determined to have in the Robing Room had not yet 


been handed in. If Black Rod had been cornering over that job, he 
should vote that that sniggering official be skewered out of his snug 
box pretty sharp with an apple-sheer. 

Lord Aberdeex guessed he was of the same opinion. 

After some desultory criticism on the propriety of the recent 
fashion introduced by some noble Lords of amusing themselves by 
whittling during the deRvery of the Speech from the Throne, 

The Duke of lliCHiioxi), Goedon and Geiggstille introduced his 
BlR for the better preservation and expansion of the Tinned Pork 
Monopoly Acts. He explained its provisions. He said that, speak- 
mg with some warmth on behalf of the American pig-producing 
interest, the measure he now proposed would make the sale of 
British-fed pork practicaRy impossible. This would be simply 
effected by requiring a heaw Rcence to be taken out by the home 
producer, whRe the curing of British-fed bacon would be made penal. 
The impetus given to the American productive trade by such paternal 
legislation would be obvious. The Tinned Pork trade would receive 
a legitimate protection, and large breeders in the States, like him- 
self, would get that proper encouragement from the State that they 
not only expected, bnt had an hereditary and constitutional right to 
demand. 

Lord Caelixgeoei), speaking as one of the most powerful land- 
owners in h^ew Jericho, said he was darned glad to hear that obser- 
vation. Upon which 

The Archbishop of Yoee rose, and, amid a scene of some excite- 
ment, asked the Lord Chancellor if, as a Spiritual Peer, he was 
bound to listen to language that he had just been given to xmder- 
stand was more fitting to the atmosphere of an American drinking 
saloon. He did not like it. 

The Duke of j!s"orfolk said that, speaking as a genuine Frisco 
straight-outer, he would in that case advise the Right Reverend 
Prelate to leave it ; and he continued to point out that Did York and 
Hew York were not precisely on the same spiritual platform. 

Lord Rowtox was of opinion that second-class banter came hut 
badly from the Premier Duke of England. His peerage could only 
date back to the Yictorian era ; but he would rather sign himsefi 
fourth Baron than he largely interested in a Bogus Embalming busi- 
ness, and caRous as to the use of a big big D. 

The Earl of Slicksbhrg said that, speaking for Ms great ancestor, 
the first Lord Caiexs, he regarded the latter portion of the Hohle 
Lord’s speech as purel y p ersonal) and that he felt bound to argue the 
matter out forcibly. Whereupon 

The Lord Chancellor intimated that if there was to be any firing, 
he trusted to the good sense of their Lordships’ House, to give him 
anomie time to get safe under the Woolsack. 

The usual formaRties were then proceeded with ; and, after a brisk 
use of six-shooters aR round, the debate was hastRy adjourned tiR 
to-day, without a division. 


THE SILYER TEMS ! 

The butiful River’s a-running to Town, 

It never runs up, but aRers runs down. 

Weather it rains, or weather it snos ; 

And where it aR cums from, noboddy nose. 

The young sweR Boatmen drest in white, 

To their Mothers’ arts must be a deRte ; 

At roein or skuRin the gals is sutch dabs, 

For they makes no Fowls and they ketches no Crabs. 

The payshent hangler sets in a punt, 

WOlee ketch kold ? I oj^s as he wunt. 

I wotches him long, witdi I states is fax, 

He dont ketch nothin but Ticklebacks, 

The ijrudent Ferryman sets under cover. 

Waiting to take me from one shore to t’other ; 

I calls out “ Hover 1 ” aiid hover he roes, 

If he aint sober then hover we goes. 

When it ’s poring with rane and a tempest a-blowin, 

A penny don’t seem mutch for this here rowin ; 

And wen the River ’s as ruff as the Sea, 

I thinks of the two I ’d sooner he me. 

For when I ’m at work at Ampton or Lea, 

Waitin at dinner, or waitin at tea,^ 

I gits as much from a yewthful Pair 
As he gits in a day for aR that there. 

Then let me bless my lucky Star 

That made me a'Waiter and not a Tar i 

And the werry nex time I’ve a glass of old Sherry, 

I ’R drink to the pore chap as roes that ’ere Ferry. 

Robert. 

Mrs. Ramsbothah says her favourite poem is Gray’s Effigy^” , 
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FOR SUNDAY WEAR AT THE SEA-SIDE. 

Fair Ciisto7}ier (peUishly), **Onlt fancy walking up the Aisle op a Church 

WITH A THING LIKE THIS ON ONE’S HbAU I ” 


LEET IN TOWN. 

I WANDER up and down Pall Mall, 

In Piccadilly or the Strand, 

And hear like ocean’s thnnd’rous swell, 

The roar of traffic on each hand. 

The cabs are full, each ’bus and tram 
Is loaded, but of course I frown 
And sigh and say, it seems I am 
The only person left in Town. 

I wander into Drury Lane, 

Or else the Gaiety at night, 

My pilgrimage is not in vain, 

Polks view the play with much delight. 

Both pit and stalls are full, they roll 
Applause from where the ‘‘gods ” look dovra ; 
And still I am, it ’s really droU, — 

The only person left in Town. 

If at a restaurant I dine, 

The waiters bustle to and fro. 

And at the table next to mine 
Are seated several men I know. 

The same tl^g happens at the Club, 

But who are Smith and Jones and Brown ? 
If I am really, there ’s the rub, — 

The only person left in Tovm. 

Ko matter, I shall still declare, 

Since Fashion issues her decree. 

That Town ’s a desert everywhere, 

With ne’er a single soul to see. 

And though some minions remain, 

Of faithful subjects of the Crown, 

I vow I am, it ’s very plain, 

The only person left in Town. 


“Who shall decide where Doctors disagree?” 

What is the latest opinion on the state of Mr. Shapiea’s 
akm p “ ■^^at ’s the matter with it ? ” asks Mrs. Eams- 
BOTHAM. “ Why doesn’t the poor man go to Aix-les- 
Bains or Aachen ? ” It is now at the British Museum. 
What a lucky man to get rid of his skin like that. In 
the hottest weather he be able to realise Sybnet 
Smith’s plan,Iand sit in his bones. 


A TOUE DE.EOECE. 

Some doubts havmg been expressed in certain — evidently ill- 
natured — Quarters as to the real character of the “enthusiastic 
reception’*^ said to have been accorded by his loyal subjects .to the 
young Spanish M9nareh during the course of his recent provineial 
tour, the following stray leaf from his own private journal, picked 
up at Saragossa, wm be read with satisfaction and interest : — 

3 A.M. Boused early by Martinez Campos. Says he 

has heard privately from the Alcalde that several further attempts 
are to be made on my hfe to-day. Strongly advises me not to expose 
myself in public without the cover of a fish-kettle up my back, I 
refuse, simply replying, “A pretty kettle of fish for a ^g of 
Spain 1 ” He bows himself out with a respectful smile. Evidently, 
Ihave said a neat thing. A/em.— To cultivate this, and keep up my 
character. 

4 A,M. — ^Bother Martinez Campos ! Can’t get to sleep again. 
Never mind : pass spare time in thinking out “ neat tbings.” Seem to 
have got such a good crop of them that I rather hope I shSl be shot at. 

8 A.M.— Breakfast. De la Yega bi Armijos hurries in and begs 
me not to touch the cofiee. Says it is his belief that it is poisoned. 
Beply at once, “ Then I must see the grounds,” and empty tbe whole 
pot at a draught. Come, I think that’s a good one. Great enthu- 
siasm outside when he tells this to the troops. 

10 A,M. — ^Prepare to visit the ArohMshop at the Cathedral. Streets 
thronged. Martinez Campos here again, this time pale with emotion. 
Says he has just heard on best authority that a homh is to be thrown 

I nnder my horse, en route ; and, as his hnsiness is to ride behind me, 
implores m^in the name of “ that Spain we both so much love,” to 
let Db LA VEGA BI Armtjos take my place in the procession, dye 
my hair, and walk about with him, both of us disguised, in the 
crowd at the back. I instantly rejoin, with well-assumed asperity, 
of Spain never dyes 1 ’’ This is so startHugly fresh— (I 
think it is' Quite my best One as that it knocks Martinez 
Campos completely over. I don’t believe he ’U be able to come, after 
aB. Just like hi-m i 

2 P,M. — ^Procession over ! No bomb ; though I had a very smart 


hit of repartee ready for the occasion — if the horse had thrown me over 
his head. However, said a good thing to the Archbishop. Called me 
tiie foundation of the kingdom. Guickly cut in vtith Well^ come. 
Your Grace, you ’re the Coping Stone,^’ Don’t think he saw it ; hut 
blessed me heartily. Shall try it on the Archbishop of somewhere 
else. Saragossa perhaps. ^ ... 

4 p.M. — ^Arrived at Cardona. People fairly enthusiastic, hut seem 
to require rousing by some s&ring incident. ^ Looked anxiously out 
over the waving handkerchiefs for an assassin. Positively not one 
to be seen. Wish Martinez Campos could he thrown— or somettog. 
But he will mount such a quiet hack. Ha ! at last ! He has ridden 
over a gamin who has got in the way. Lucky. Express eager 
interest in dumb show. Mayor hurries forward, aud says hoy is not 
hinrt. I produce a pesta, and ask his name. Hobody knows. Now ’s 
my chance. “That’s odd,” I say, “for I thought everyone here 
was a card-owner.” Mayor in fits. Enthusiasm tremendous. Ofi[ 
as fast as we can. 

8 p.M. Saragossa at last, Beception really very fine, but De la 
Vega bi Armijos and Martinez Campos nagging me all the way 
about possible infernal machines. Don’t believe a word of it. ^ Say 
I ’U “ prove it,” and get off my horse and walk. Crowd electrified. 
Carry me on their shoulders to Archbishop’s palace.^ Good. Arch- 
bishop comes out in mitre and cope, bowing with his clergy. Fine 
chance. Compliment him on the salute of his canons. Doesn’t see 
it, hut blesses me heartily, and says the Ancient City of the Moors 
throngs to meet me. Thought he would bring in “the Moors.” 
Without a moment’s hesitation I rejoim “the Moor the merrier.” 
He sees that, and is removed in fits. Effect excellent. Dine with 
the Governor, and bring in something about holders of Spanish fours 
“being at sixes and sevens,” owing to spiteful rumours. Marttnim 
Campos and De la Yega bi Armijos still bothering about poison in 
soup. Forget my retort, but know it was kingly and excellent, and 
took twice. 

10 p.M. — ^To bed, safe and sound, arranging more neat things for 
to-morrow. 


Time for “ Playing Olb Gooseberry.”— The Silly Season. 



The Whole Duty of Man. 

[The drinking of hot water is now recommended to dyspeptics.] 

Oint modem adyisers can put it much shorter 
Than earlier Doctors—there isn’t a doubt of it, 

Their physical rule is ‘‘ take lots of hot water ; ” 

Their mental one, “ always keep out of it.” 

DID not think my Cousin would have taken offence,” said 
Mts.Uahsbothah; “but, to my surprise, he retired in high guageon.” 


‘^The Play’s (not) the Thing.” 

Mr- OscAE WHiBE’s Play, Vera, which the Herald dismissed as 
“ long-drawn dramatic rot**’ — (they have a neat style of criticism in 
New York) — ^was, from all accounts, except the Poet’s own, Yera 
Bad. Mr. OscAJt Wube has made Brother Jonathait wild. Will 
the j3Esthetic give us some more Impressions du Thidtre f If so, he 
will probably have something to tell of “ my Soul’s dread weariness,” 
and not very much to say in favour of “ my freedom and my life 
Republican.” Alas ! poor Oscab ! Played out ! Only one thing left 
for him, to become a trenchant Dramatic Critic, and deal demnition 
all round. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 



THE HOUR OF PARTIIN'O, OR TOBY’S LATEST PARLIAMEKTARY PROCEDURE. AU RJEVOIR I 


Blouse of Commons^ Monday, August 20. — Joseph G-illis’s 
power of expressing thouglit in brief language something remarkable. 
To-night, on Yote for Donegal Workhouse, Joey B., thrusting a 
thumb in either armhole of his waistcoat, and with a look of unwonted 
severity mantling his genial countenance, said— 

A Whig is anollow sham.” 

Critioism might be raised on point of relevance of remark. Whigs 
have nothing to do with Donegal Workhouse, nor Donegal Work- 
house with Whigs. But only poor mind would raise trivial objections 
of that Mnd. Sensible people only too glad to have opportunity of 
seizing great truths howsoever disclosed. Asked him later, “ 'Wnat 
is a WMg ? ” 

“A Whig,” said Joseph Gielis, in same sententious manne^ “is 
anyone I don’t like. Televelyah ’s a Whig : Gladstoite ’s a Whig. 
You’re all Whigs.” 

“ That, I suppose, is why you’re alw^s giving us a wigging.” 

The lower part of Joseph’s face slowly opened. Cavity widened, 
till I was afraid his ears would get buried in it. 

Joseph Gillis was smiling I 

Tery kind of him to encourage my little efforts to please. But he 
is just now in high^ spirits. For weeks been doomed by Pahnell’s 
new policy to sit silent, seeing Bills pass, and Yotes agreed to. 
M^ht occasionally, when PahneeIi away, cry “Hear I hear!” or 
“ Oh ! oh I ” but nottog more. How BSaxy broke loose. Gone on 
the rampage ; determined to show that Irish Parliamentary rowdyism 
onlv in its infancy. Joseph delighted beyond measure. 

“ Tim’s somethin g li ke a feller,” says he. “ Sometimes I suspect 
Paeheu. of being a WMg. Hothing of a Whig about Tim Healy.” 

“ No,” I said. “ Quite the contrary. Hair, if anything, cropped 
too close.’’ 

Said this -mth a purpose. Wanted to see Joseph’s seraphic smile 
again. Thought perhaps ou second attempt at least one of his ears 
might go. Interesting thing to note for a diary. “Remarkable 
natural phenomenon,” “ Ear to-day and gone to-morrow ” ; and that 
^rt of thing, ^ But J. G. too much engrossed in contemplation of 
Healy’s superior merits, 

“ Hard work to heat him on Saturday,” he oontiaued, “ When he 
accused Tsevelyah of murdering Irishmen and spitting Irish babes 
on bayonets, felt quite low. Sure I couldn’t top that. But when 
^and Old Man talked of probability of his presently going off the 
hooks, and 1 cheered the prospect, rather think I heat him. Don’t 
want to boast too much of it ; but Speaker says it ’s the most brutal 
remark he ever heard in the House, and he’s been here for twenty 
years and he^d all our rows of last nine years. Told TTra t.t this : 
m^e him quite mad. Says he ’ll beat my score before Session closes. 
If he d(^, must go Nap on him. Afraid it ’ll he hard work. But up 
to now I think I ’m ahead.” Business done , — ^Brought in Appropria- 
tim happy harbinger of end I 

Twesifoy.— House of Lords had high old time to-night. Threw out 
everything they safely could and mauled the remainder. 


“ We ’ll show the Commons that there are Barons in England yet,” 
said the Lord Markis, bending his beetling brows upon Earl Geah- 
viLLE. Gbahvilie nods, and smiles pleasantly. 

“ Go your way, my Lord,” he says. “ Grieved for the Irish and 
Scotch, but, from purelv party point of view, nothing better for us. 
Only sorry we couldnH manage to give you fuller opportunity. 
Already gven England a kick by mutilating the Agricultural 
Holdings Bills. You gave Ireland a whack on the head by throwing 
out Pamamentary Registration Bill, and you serve out a backhander 
to Scotland by throwing out Local Government Board Bill. Wish 
we had a Bill promoted from the Isle of Man, Jersey, Guernsey, 
Alderney, or Sark. You might as well go the whole hog. What a 
Leader it is ! What a Premier it would make ! ” 

^ Fancy this is sarcastic. But no doubt about genuineness of enthu- 
siasm on part of Lord Redesdale. 

“Spoke to you the other day, Toby,” says he, “about West- 
minster Abbey. Never mind just now. A little low then. Feeling 
disappointed in Salisbiery, But now he ’s better than ever. This is 
what I call Statesmanship. Wish it was not so late in the Session. 
Otherwise would certainly introduce my Bill for the Abolition of the 
House'of Commons. Salisbury in humour to back it, and Majority 
safe to carry it. Shall give notice for next Session.” 

ELarcouht looking on from Privy Councillor’s place by Throne, 
watched with much interest process of chucking out, 

“Curious,” he says, “to reflect on the Community of human 
nature. Often find, in studying Police-Court Reports, that when a 
man gets drunk he begins throwing furniture out of the window. 
House of Lords, politically inebriate, pitch out Bills promiscuously.” 

House of Commons debating Appropriation Bill. Staeeoep Noeth- 
COTE plays feeble tune on Parliamentary organ. Sort of quadrille, 
introducing all old and familiar airs sung through Session about 
Trausvaal, Beadlatoh, India, Ireland, and the rest. Glajdstohe 
comes out with brass band m fresh and strong, and completely 
drowns the wheezy organ. Ashmead Baetlett comes to rescue, 
and in luminous speech discusses everything, including Mr. Dobbs, 
whom he says he is accustomed to treat with profound contempt. 

“ Ashmeab,” says the Solicitoe-Geheeal, “ is a kind of ParHa- 
mentaxy Whiteley, a Universal Provider. Always in stock, pro- 
ducible at moment’s notice and anything you may want, 6om 
Tamatave to the Yentilators on the Embankment.” 

Ashmeab, by the way, started new motto for his family crest : 
“I for Eye.” 

Business done , — ^Appropriation Bill read a Second Time. 

Wednesday , — Glorious vioto^ for Markis. Carried by Majority 
of One his Amendment to Agricultural Holdings Bill against dis- 
agreement of Commons. Ooray I Wonld have been more only Duke 
of Richmoio) went with Liberds. A little awkward it seems on the 
face of it since Eichmoeb is special authority on Agricultural 
Policy. The Markis only liked it the more. 

“ Scarcely worth trouble to divide against other side,” he says. 
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‘‘ Can do tliat any day, and beat ’em. But if 'when you di%ide the 
Front Bench, ^o one ^^ay yourself and principal colleague goes the 
other, life begins to be \rorth living,” 

Soothed by this great victory, Markis doesn’t further insist upon 
his amendments. 

Suppose it’s all right,” says bold Btjccleuch. “ But confess I 
don’t quite see it. Seems to me, SALiSBinaY’s making us look a little 
ridiculous. Blusters and threatens the Commons, cuts their Bill to 
pieces ; drives tenant-farmers into arms of Liberals ; then, when 
Commons put up them back and stand by their Bill, we sneak off, let- 
ting them undo all our work. This may be high statesmanship. 
Fancy it is, since Salisbury arranged it, but don’t quite see it.” 

In the Commons, Indian Budget on at last. End of last Session 

t pron^e ^ven that ^ 

ever, instead of which it 

expect from Ana^cas 
^ d SHA: TO^,^s ay s !^ord 

surTOimdingSj^mak^ ^ 

to give the vacant Tii^e 

The IiAEQB Majoeitt op Ose. _ ** 

Uri Gr-n-ri. “ 

V v» hy, n e d eat 


beating, wind blowmg, streams roaring, and, far above, old Tiiiih's 
bald white head rising up cone-shaped. T^en I look across at 
Porter, just now, reminds me of that. Shape of head uncommonly 
like Tiiiis seen from some points.” 

Switzerland! Ah! Let’s ^o home, and pack. 

Business done, — Commons wind up everytning. 

Commons not sitting to-day. Lords have it all to them- 
selves. “ And quite right, too 1 ” the Markis says. “ ’Tisn’t often— 
only about once a Session— that we can thoroughly enjoy ourselves. 
Should be allowed to do it without counter-attraction of other House 
sitting.” So Conservative Lords gather together round hospitable 


oi tne succulent vegetable, To-aay only one, being me Amendment to 
the Agricultural Holdings Bill, which the Markis stoutly swore that, 








The Large Majority op ** Thistle to 

Lord Gr-n-rd, « Alone I did it ! ” h Jfi- 

\Binhs exhausted, ^ 

Of course Drumm not the name of the not too brilliant Peer. But 
Lord Roitau) Gower, hearing^ I was vmting a Diary, begged me of 
all things not to write in it spiteful things about my contemporaries. 
“ Caddish,” he says, to go to a man’s house, retail his conversation, 
sell it in two volumes to a Pubhsher, and print it hot and hot.” 

Roi^alp an authority on this matter. Mean always to stand by 
his instructions. 

Business done, — ^Peers cave in on Agricultural Holdings Bill. 

Thio'sday , — ^Last chance of doing justice to Ireland. Appropria- i 
tion Bill down for Third Reading. Now or never for emptying the 
sewer. Wouldn’t have supposed there was an3rthing left after Mon- 
day in last week and Saturday. Seems to be sort of return pipe. 
Tim can pour it out on Monday or Saturday tiU the sewer seems 
quite dry, and on Thursday on opening the mouth there is the stream 
as thick and as noisome as ever. 

Joseph Gulis confined his eloquence to occasional efforts to get 
House Counted Out, If he succeeded, all arrangements for Proroga- 
tion be upset. Speazer, Government, and about a hundred Mem- 
bers kept in town into next week. Joseph’s gentle eyes glisten at 
the notion. Tried once or twice. But Lord Rlcharb is, as he com- 
plains, “on the % Members troop in, House made, and: 

— ^then — ^troop out again, whilst sewer outfall continues, and swamps 
House otherwise nearly empty. 

Only Attorney-General lor Ireland on Treasury Bench— he and i 


must say last word for Lord Ripoz, and no one better than Lord | 
BLaetihgtoh. ^ sits and yawns audibly. Keeps him^lf awake by j 
balancing hat on bridge^ of nose. Once, yawn coming suddenly | 
whilst hat in critical position, it nearly fell into his mouth. This | 
woke him, and Sh George Campbell, pleasantly rising to “ expose : 
the qui lono ” of the adjourned debate, Hartihgtoh made capiM i 
speech, full of point and vigour. Not the slightest ^ace of yawn in it. 

But this came after the deluge, which went on till half-past eleven 
in monotonous mechanical style. Callah belching forth incoherent 
vulfirarity, O’Brien' hissing out hatred between clenched teeth, and 


Agriovltiiral Holbings Bill. 

come what might, he would stick to. Dish, borne shoulder high, 
carried round m triumph hy the Markis himself and Earl Rebes- 
DALB, as being representative of the type without which these joyous 
Salisbury saturmlia at end of Session could not be. 

“ Tastes differ,” said tbe Markis, setting the dish down in the 
middle, and seizing the solitary succulent between finger and thumb. 
“ But u there ’s one thing I like, it ’s the leek,” 

Then he ate it, and Conservative Peers went home more than ever 
convinced of the greatness of their Leader. 

Btmness Markis eats the leek, and the Agricultural Hold- 

ings Bill passes as settled by the Commons. 

Prorogation. Rather a dull ceremony. The Lord 
Chancellor and other elderly Gentlemen got themselves up in red 
gowns, and were nearly as determinedly funny as the Savages at the 
Albert Hall. Looking do'wn on scene from Gullery was Japanese 
Minister, Mr. Mom (mem. not ynemento), 

“ Getting up a Parliament down our way,” says his Excellency ; 
“ so just look^ in to see how it ’s worked. Better go over to J apan 
in Recess, Toby, and see our young Parliament. Ito writes me, 
‘ Getting on nicely. Have set up a Biggar, turned out a yew respect- 
able imitation of O’Donnell; now manufacturing a Cavendish 
Bentinck ; have an Ashmead Bartlett in our Eye, and hope soon to 
have a warton. Some difficulty about this last. Had to behead 
fourteen before we could get one to take snuff properly.’ . Ito wants 
to know whether there’s anything more wanted to make first-class 
House of Commons. Wish you’d go over and give him a few hints. 
Not far. Think it over.” I will. 

Business done, — ^AU. 

LE CHOLERA ANGLOPHOBE. 

SciENTiEic Report. — ^This grievous malady has been discovered 
by me to be essentially an affection of the stomach, and as such of 
course directly traceable to English sources- or, if the gravity of 
Science permitted, one might say sauces* For, it being a notorious 

f. . XI 2. -HA An 


Tm Healy working hmseJl up into »tage passion, meiooramaticauy 
malijmiag mankind in general and, in particular, “ thrampliug on 
the Saxon ” as did the lamented but obscure “ Gineral Jackson,” 
Much of the abuse levelled at Attorney-General for Ireland, who 
sits silent, immovable, and placid. 

“ Ever seen Tiflis in a storm, Toby ? ” says Mr. Botjrke, who, like' 
Ulysses, has travelled far. “Dooce of a row in the valleys;, rain 


steaks is peculiarly conducive to the propagation of Cholera. Then j 
look at the connection between Cholera and the national malady, 
the Spleen. I have also noticed several symptoms, in my experi- 
ments at the Hotel Dieu, whitffi abundantly support my theory. 
There is the Hueness of the skin-^d we all know the English love 
of “True Blue,” “Blue Ruin,” &c. There can be no doubt that 
Cholera is entirely En gliA in ite origin, and is perhaps used by the 
jT3fnfiflT Goyemment’to destroy life where its ships and its armies are 
ineffectual. J, Pasteur. 




A BOND OF UNION. 

Mrs. Leo ffunter {introdimTig emitient Actor to Ms Gh'oce, whose ancestor was ennoUed at Bos%oorth). ** I think you ovqht to know one 
another, Duke 1 Mr. van Scroope is goino to play Rio hard the Thirds you know ! ” 


THE EOD STILL IN PICKLE. 

The political Dr. Birch loquitur — 

My youn^ friends ! It is after a term of * extreme prolongation and 


gaining tne victory. ■ 

"Well, a deal of tlie blame is yonr own ; yon are — some of yon— so 
contradictory, 

Eebellions, and slnggisb, and rnde, and of obvions duties neglectful. 
That discipline mnst be anstere, just to keep yon at work, and 
respectful. 

WeUj well, at a moment like this I would drop the Orhilius plagosusj 
And if, when we start our next term, yon don’t waiste so much time, 
nor oppose us— ; 

Myself and my able assistants — ^ia what is our duiy^ remember, 

You may hope to break up and evanish before we ’re in sight of 
September. 

Your holiday letters X hope may have ^ven your friends satisfaction. 
(If so, some are easily pleased.) And I trust they ’ll approve of. my 
action * , . • 

In somewhat prolonging yonr labours, else might they have seen 
with amaze a 

Blank record, and yon mnst admit a long bill and a talula rasa 
Pair off very poorly indeed as the dual result of a term. It 
Is not very much you have done, and the prizes,— I’m loth to 
affirm it,— 

Have seldom been fewer. Yon, Chambeelain, really have done the 
School credit, 

^0 pnze has been better deserved, Sir, and even your rivals have 
, I said it*. 

jqn *re going at present, and do not get pert or uplifted. 
And i^g|^aows-wlmt honours may come to a pupil so palpably 


You, James, have done capital work in a branch not snioremely 
attractive, 

But vastly important. You, Harcouet, would fain, I’m aware, 
have beenactive 

Had fate not been adverse. Cheer up, Sir ! your chance will yet 
come. Por the rest of you, 

An optimist holiday mood is essential for making the best of yon. 

However, it might have been worse, and my young Irish friends, 
* though stiU prankfnl, 

And not .model boys by a long way, have not, I ’m exceedingly 
thankful 

To say, yet compelled me to take this particular rod out of pickle ; 


That I have not yet been constrained to — ahem! — ^to proceed to 
extremities. 

I would fain take the best view of it. Anyhow this I may tell ’em : — 

’Twin stiH be kept handy at need, in the brine-tub, this special 
flagellum. 

Verb, sap. Now dismiss I May you get through your fairly-earned 
holiday gaily. 

And resume all your studies next term in a mood much more * ‘ work- 
brittle.” Vale ! 


A Welsh Hare-bit I 

A Q-entlemait from Wales visiting London for the first time, 
obtained from the Member for his borough an order for the Speaker’s 
Gallery of the House of Commons on one of the evenings last week 
when some of the Irish Members (we follow a patient example, and 
won’t “ name them ”) so pre-eminently distinguished themselves by 
the violence and vulgarity of their behaviour and language. Being 
afterwards asked by his friend what he thought of the proceedings, 


he replied that they had not struck him as being very remarkable, 
as he happened to be the Chaplain to a large Lunatic Asylum ! 
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THE ROD STILL IN PICKLE. 

Head-Mascee. “ I CONGRATULATE TOU, MASTERS CHAMBERLAIN AND JAMES, ON YOUR SUCCESS. MASTER 
HARCOURT, I TRUST TOUR CHANCE Y m,L COME NEXT TERM; AND I AM GLAD MY YOUNG IRISH FRIENDS 
HAVE NOT FORCED ME TO ADOPT— AHEM !— EXTREME MEASURES ! ! ” 
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ANOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

The Gig — Companions — Description — Question — Discussion — 
Captain — The Merry One — On Board— Calin — Harbour — I 


Sheets in the Wind — Proposition — Fourth Party — Opposition — I again. 


suddenly it startles nie by coming out with, a savage rush, as it were 
at me, when luckily it is caught by some ingeniously-contrived ledge 
within, and prevented from tumbMng out altogether on to the floor, 
in which case I know that, unassisted, I should never get it into its 


Lunch — Di8turba7ice- 
Larne, 


On Deck — On Shore — tip-hill Worh- 


Ihe Happy Yalet, or epitome of all that is useful in man, 
s milin gly removes my bags, shows me where to put certain things in 
safety, where they won't fall about and be broken “when the 


steering, my travelMg comi^mon whose name is ^CK~I only than ever ; and iVeply, “ Ah I true I » L certain Teminiscen™fii 
A addre^ed by MELLE vmj: to^me, and I wonder if I am going to be a good sailor this time~or 

sociaWy. mi ! I am sure that when everyfiiing goes wrong, when the Yacht 
chair, sipported is heeling ov^when there's every chance of our all visiting the 
t abode of that w elsh Mariner known as “ Davy Jones’s locker,'^ this 

0 whether to caH hm Sapper or Young Steward, or Happy Yalet, wOl still be smiling and pleasant 

‘ o difficulty yuth me— L as up to the last; and in fact, as a Happy Thought, I name him (to 

myself-not pubHcly) as Mark Tapley, Junior,^ I should not be 
Amencanly as Boss, and do so ^ accordingly, simrised at hearing that this is his real name. 

Howover, WO UTG at anchor, and in Larne Harbour now, and it ’s 
yiJlk ^hom up luncheon-time, so away with morbid anticipations ! Let us eat and 

moment I have had not much experience, drink, and be happy while we can. But, dear me, these are not the 

csicept wJien_ a sta^ of early semi-conscious- sentiments with vmich to begin a holiday health-trip. Ho ! I am 

ness, and |jijcing a tendency to irritability, or longing to be out to sea, to be sailing away, any number of sheets in 
Kate and Tege- « ?Lo ^ o ®P and snorii^_ who has, I :tod, the wind— [ Query,— Eow did the expression arise ? Perhaps before { 

tables. ^ nasty ^’’ay of asserting as a positiye sails were inyented they used to use their sheets in this way by day, 

.H- sleep in 'em at night. But why does “three shee4 m the 

wind" mean a state of intoxication ^ Probably, because it is as 
not foi ms readiness so to mod^ ms origin^ ^atement w^teyer it much as he can carry. Then this would only apply to a compara- 
was, Neither very p^tely questioned, or i± left utterly uncontradicted, tively small boat. This hundred-and-forty tonner can set six or 
as to bring it mto substantial accordance with themost opposite expres- eight sheets to the wind, for example. But I 'll ask the Captain]— 
Sion of 'fche same subject. He at once protests agaynst my and to be going somewhere with a fair wind, a bright sky, and at the 

adoption of the tern “ Boss," and says, frowning, and m a hard, incisiye rate of so many knots an hour. 

toiw, ^ if his Yoice were coming up through a nutmeg-grater -(I My host asks me what I would like to do this afternoon ? My 
find .afterwards that he is a sw-eet smger and excellent musici^, impulse is to reply at once, “ Why, sail, of course. Start away, and 
and it is, I beneve, proverhial that all sweet smgers have had speaking sail awav somewhere, anywhere, everywhere — ^till dinuer-time, when 
voices, though I am not sure whether the converse holds good-as if i should like to be quiet." However, I don't say this, but suavely 
so, what a lot of ^discovered sweet smgers there must be among reply— for Meollevillb is himself the essence of courtesy, and a 
costermoi^ers, dustmen, cabmen, and, on me wole, pmctising bar- perfect host — “ Oh, whatever you*like — ^it 's all the same to me " — 
risters) Ktltj ck says, shortly shortly is the word, never was a which is a polite fiction on my part, as I am anything but indifferent 
happier description of Ins usnal manner-l^mcE says, .shortly, on the subject. “Well," he says, pleasantly, “What would you 
“Pooh! Hot^Bqss!' He's the ‘Governor."' I reply, mth quiet like to do, Cratlet ? " CRAXLETis the other passenger, our “Pomth 
determmation, seemg the man I have to deal with— (how thankful I Party," athin, delicate-looking man, who changes inherent lights— 
^.nowthat he was asleep aB the mg^ when I was awake in the [Happy Thought— m might bring himself out as a natural enter- 
tram I)— that “ I personally prefer ‘ Boss.' " To wkch Hdxxcb: tainment, caBed “ The Human ChameHon." Shan’t suggest this to 
a l®ss shortly than before, W eB, I should say him, as, on a short acquaintance, he mightn’t like it. fiouht if he 

Governor. would like it any better on a longer acquaintance]— and presents him- 

1 feel ^ would be in bad taste, m presence of M e ll eville himself, to self in various aspects, from twenty-seven up to fifty, and of whom 
pursue the ^scussion further. It heiim a matter entirely unimportant, no one ever sees more tbfl.-n balf at a time, as he has a way of doing 
I yieldj and address MellevilIiE as Commodore, whereupon Sjlrccr everything sideways, so that he is always in profile. He listens to 
i mm ediately observes, as a concession, ‘ ‘ that there is no real ohjec- you in profile, left or right as the case may he, as if he were perpetu- 
tiqn to ‘ Boss ' — only that it is not a tenn used in the Havy." I agree ally trying his ears to find out which was the more useful of the two. 
with him again, which seems to make him quite fidgety. TTis left eye has an easy time of it, as his right does aB the work 

Five minutes' rowing brings us to the yacht. The Captain is ready with tbft assistanee of an five-e*lass. He eves evGTrtbine* Ridewairfl. 


so, what a m 
costermoimers. 


with him again, which seems to make him quite fidgety, ^ ^ TTis left eye has an easy time of it, as his right does aB the work 

Five m inu tes rowing brings us to the yacht. The Captain is ready with the assistance of an eye-glass. He eyes everything sideways, 
to receive us. ^ He is a stout, square-built, pleasant-looking man, with screwing up the comer of his mouth, and frowning with his right 
a mild-speaking yoice (so many professional nautical men have mild eyebrow, which gives bi-m a puzzled expression ; and when he drops 
persuasive voices when they are unprof essiqnaBy engaged, so that if his glass and gives his left eye a turn, he elevates the side of his face 
it IS characteristic of a sweet singer, — as in Bjelicr's case, above- to which that eye belongs, and surveys everything with an air of 
mentioned, which sounds like quoting a legal precedent, the weB- wonderment, as though this eye was seeing it aB for the first time, 
ha.owji.KiUicFs to have a bad-speaking voice, so it is evidently and was quite surprised, hut stiB delighted with the treat. Our 

characteristic of a professional nautical person who can shout out Fourth Party is very natty in dress, and very quiet in 
Belay I " and, as the song says, “rant and roar like true British manner, 
sailors," to have a pecuBarly mild and pleasant-speaking voice for Craylet says he would like to take a walk up to the Druid's Stone, 
use in ordinary conversation. There is a bright-faced smiling young or go into the town. 

man — (he salutes us, and is as pleased to see us as is the Captain) — Good gracious ! I haven't come on board the hundred-and-forty- 
who at once possesses himself of our luggage, and disappears below, four-tonner merely to go on shore again and take a walk to see a 
whither we foBow him. ^ This bright young person is Steward, Druid's Stone, or visit a country town ! 

Butler, Yalet^ Chambermaid, all in one, equally obBging and ready However, I am agreeable to anything. Kellicr says, shortly, be 
iu each capacity, and is the personification of the Happy Yalet. “ doesn't believe that there is a Druid's Stone." Euxice is very short ; 

We are ^shown to our cabins. Mine is palatial. It is situated in fact, he gets shorter and shorter every moment. Crayley, exam- 
“ aft," and has the curious appearance of haying been built in per- ininglmiiwithaside-glanee, replies quietly, “ that this Druid's Stone 
spective. The cupboard-doors, the drawers, the lockers, and wash- is a celebrated one." With a view to sitting on and crushing 
stand are aB slanting towards a point of sight. There is a sofa, ExLmcK, I encourage Crayxey by inquiring, simply, “ Is it ? " 
arranged on the same principle— and everyihing in the oabiafoBows, ^ “0 yes," replies Crayley, turning his r^ht ear towards me— Oie 
so to speak, the same lines, so that the general arrangement is is my tds-d-vis at table) — and scrutinising me narrowly through his 
that of a scene on the stage, arranged to give an audience the effect glass in his light eye, as if he were assuring himself of my being 
of length and ^stance, ^ere is a lofty skylight, and plenty of air.^ perfectly in earnest— “ 0 yes ; this Druid's Stone is mentioned by — 

Each drawer is fitted with a small bcut outside, intended to be of by — ^um ! Here he orops his eye-glass for a second, and brings 

service in rough weather, by preventing tbe drawer slipping out, but up his' other ear to the point of attention, as though, nke Joan of 
at present these bolts are only irritating, as they insist on slipping Arc, he were listening for “ the voices " to reniind nim of what he 
down just when you want to open the tower, and, on being carefuBy is puzzling his brains to recoBeot. “IJml"— he goes on— “bless 
replaced, immediately falling down again when you have gotnold of the my soul 1 — was only reading the book the other day " — ^here he turns 
handles and have given the draw a first puB. I say *^a first puB," one side to Ejcleice. then round to METXT mrxE , and then again to 
because the drawers being, as I have observed, built in perspective, me, as if he was quitb astonished to find that none of us coffid teB 
theic peculiarities have to be considered. Baffled in my first few biTn what he was readin g the other day— “ Dear me 1 I do forget 
attempts at opening one of thein, I stop to consider which end is to names so I "—and here he is becoming quite annoyed with everybody— 
come out first— the smaB or larges I try each alternately, when | “ Ah !— um !— weB, I shall think of it presently "—as if he had 
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SALUBRIOUS! 

Mr. and Mrs. Trmler {at tlieir coaming Seaside Resort” haw a chat mth Affable Tradesman in the outskirts), “ We ’ve not visited 
Drainbridge before, but it seems a Nice Place.” 

Momvmental Tombstone Qutteir, “ Oh, yes, vert nice ! ITot much Trade in a general way ; but fust-rate for our Business ! 
'Always "ate our 'Ands full? 'Seen the Cemetery?” &c. \The T."s decamp. 


given up all idea of consulting sucB ignoramuses as we seem to be, 
and was going to trust to himself once more. 

Mellevxlle, in order, as host, to show some sort of interest in the 
subject, asks, vaguely, but most courteously, “ What sort of a book 
was it.r ” 

Oh,’’ replies Ceayley, with a half -turn towards him and his 
eye-glass up to “attention” again, “it was the well-known book 
by— 5)less my soul! — 0, you know it ! ” 

MmiLEVHiLE takes a small biscuit,^ and, out of compliment to his 
guest, assumes a meditative air, as if the name of the book and its 
author were at the present moment occupjring his entire attention. 

Bjllicb:, who has been silent ah the time, for the simple reason 
that he has been busy in helping himself to ever3rfching on the table, 
now pushes his plate away with the air of a man who is disgusted 
with nf e, and who, like an over-fed and rebellious Baddy Longlegs, 
i wih not say Ms grace- after meals, rises from Ms chair, and says — 
shortly, of course — “ Druids’ Stones are ah humbug.” And with 
tMs contemptuous expression of opioion. he puts on his cap with a 
jopk, and struts out of the saloon ; then he is heard pacing the deck. 
BLe seems to have included us — our host and ah— in Ms sweeping 
assertion about the Bruidical Stones. 

W'e decide, however, by three to one, Killick yielding with a bad 
grace^ on visit^ the Druids’ Stone. We go ashore on the side 
opposite Lame Harbour. Our host, who seems a httle nervous at 
this sudden disturbance, of wMeh he had received no sort of fore- 
cast, threatening the ^uiet of Ms cruise— for he and Crayxey have 
been yachlang companions for six weeks previous to our arrival- 
now proposes a move on deck, to wMch we at once assent. So our 
host leads. I come next, and Ceayley fohows, shent, thoughtful, 
and with a sort of haughty bearing that clearly expresses his annoy- 
ance. He gives an occasional sniff of impatience, as if Xiliige’s 
contradiction had got into his nose and stuck there on its way to Lis 
brazil. From the summit of the MU, a gentle ascent made under a 
hot sun wMeh has come out to remind us that Summer is not dead 
yet, we obtain a good bird’s-eye view of Lame itself, a very rising 


place, as eve:^ town ought to be when situated in a vaUey, if, that 
IS, it has aspirations as lofty as its surroundings. In a few years’ 
time Lame wiU be creeping up its own MUs. On a strip of land near 
the harbour there are some very modem-looking viUas, and a 
solemnly grand Hotel, which have the air of being a little in advance 
of their time, and to be patiently waiting the arrival of the residents 
and visitors, who so far have disappointed them. But as the old 
soug says, “There is a good time coming, hoys,” and our Lamed 
friends can afford to “ Wait a little longer.” 

AH EPITAPH. 

In disrespectful memory 

Of the Session of Eighteen Eighty-Three. 

Its days were exceedingly long, iu the land. 

Though it honoured nothmg. To understand 
Its raison d^etre, a man must loiow 
The use of rot and unlimited row ; 

With every feature of farce, — save wit. 

Like a “ needless Alexandrine,” it 
“ Dragged its slow length,” and feebly stang. 

Having naught of the snake hut its venomed fang. 

What was said of the dress of a modish dame 
Heeds hut reversal to sum its “ fame ” ; 

For its very best friends would sadly state 
It began too soon and ended too late. 

Exclamation op “the Heeo op the Tamatave Incident” 
(after suffering three months^ imprisonment^ and then being released 
because his Gaolers decided that he had never been guilty)^ — “ WeU, 
I’m Shaw I ” 

“ Feesh air, plain food, early hours, and plenty of exercise,” says 
Mrs. Eamsbotham, ‘ ^ are worth all the doctors^ rostrums in the world.” | 
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LAYS OT A LAZY 
MINSTREL. 

BAMBLING EONDEAUX. 
The Calais Boat. 

On Dover Pier, brisk blew the 
wind, 

Tbe Fates against me were com- 
bined ; 

For when I noticed standing 
there, 

Sweet Some-one with the sunny 
hair — 

To start I felt not much incHned. 

Too late! I cannot change my 
mind, 

The paddles move! I am re- 
signed — 

I only know I would I were 
" On Dover Pier ! 

I wonder — ^will the Fates be kind ? 

On my return and shall I find, 

That grey-eyed damsel, passing 
fair, 

So bonny, blithe, and debon- 
naire^ 

The pretty girl I left behind ? 

On Dover Pier ! 


‘‘Cheap Amusement eoe the 
People” [providedhy soft-hearted 
{and headed^ Magistrates), — ^Man- 
bashing, wife-beating, and horse- 
torturing. “ Fined Five Shil- 
lings ? Ooray ! ” says Bill Sikes, 
“Wy it’s ’ardly the price of a 
decent ‘drunk,’ and twice the 
fun. Bully for the Beaks ! Theg 
don’t want to rob a poor man of 
his— bludgeon.” 'iid he tries 
again. Perhaps if BiU were next 
to experiment on a Magistrate, 
or even a Magistrate’s park hack, 
he might do Society the sendee 
of showing the Law’s lenity in an 
even lovelier light. 


London’s Cloaca Maj^ima,— 
The Thames. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS -No. 151, 


THE BUEGLE SOXG. 



LOED CHIEF JUSTICE COLEEIDGE. 

As HE MAY Re-appeah on his Eeturn from the States. 


(After Tmnyson,) 

The darkness falls on Yilla walls, 
The family ’ s in the lower storey, 
This is the hour for jewel-hauls, 
The Burglar now is in his glory. 
Slow, Burglar, slow! 

Up the ladder hieing, 

Answer, whistle, answer low, 
Trying ! trying ! trying ! 


List -slippered swift he creeps 
aloft, 

His hand is in the casket dip- 
ping; 

But hist, a footstep’s coming! 
Soft! 


That hand in his side pocket ’s 
slipping I 

Shoot, Burglar, shoot ! 

Down the ladder swift he’s 
flying. 

Answer, victim, Xay^ he’s mute, 
Dying ! dying ! dying ! 


A BRIGETOX BUSTER. 

'is^<djDailgNews (23rd August) 
we read : — 

“ The Brighton Magistrates yes- 
terday ordered the forfeiture of con- 
siderably over a hundredweight of 
gunpowder which had been found on 
the premises of a builder named Bus- 
teh, who had no licence to store 
explosives. In addition, Btjstes. was 
fined 405 . and costs.” 


“ A builder at Brighton named 
Buster, who ]mt the whole town 
in a fluster ” — ^in point of fact he 
did no thing of the kind, hnt he 
might have done so had the gun- 
powder gone off before it was 
removed. Seeing how much 
Brighton has been recently blown 
up by the London Press, the Ma- 
gistrates naturally interfered^ to 
prevent the chance of a similar 
casualty being brought about by 
the inhabitants. 


THE LAY OF THE LOED CHIEF JUSTICE. 

Aik — The Lord GhmicelhrU Song in “ lolantheT 

A Lord Chief Justice, by common consent, 

Is Law’s most lovely embodiment ; 

For the Chancellor, though a thing of dread, 

Is a sort of a perfunctory figurehead. 

And that is wny the American Bar 
Have selected Me to travel afar. 

A very agreeable jaunt, and one 

That will lead, I trust, to some excellent fun, 

And furnish a capitd holiday 
For a most meBifluous Lord Chief J . 

All, And furnish, &c,, 

But though the compliment implied 
Inflates me with legitimate pride, 

It nevertheless can’t he denied 
That it has a — ahem ! — dangerous side. 

For I ’m not so old or melancholic 

As to he quite proof ’gamst the love of tolic,^ 

And there ’d be the deu well, a certain risk, 

If the Lord Chief Justice began io frisk. 

A possibility, I shpuld sa^r, 

For a peripatetic Lord Chief J. 

AIL A possibility, &o. 

I must keep on myself strict watch and ward, 

Lest in more than one sense I should he abroad ; 

For the Themis of America 
Is a very agreeable girl, they say ; 


She has affable manners — and customs free — 
And— laughs at wigs ! Oh ! deary me. 

I must he as careful as careftd can he, 

Lest I should forget Law’s dignitee. 

’Tis a sore temptation to throw in the way 
Of such a susceptible Lord Chief J . ! 

AIL ’Tis a sore temptation, &e. 


We read in a recent number of the Daily Telegraph ^at a 
Clergyman connected with Llanddyffnan-with-Llan±airma^v^- 
neithof, county of Anglesea, having been a teetotauer for the 
last three years and a half, has had his suspension relaxed. Ibis 
is all right and proper. But our only wonder is that an incumbent 
of any parish hearing such a name should ever have been anything 
but a teetotaller. Fancy having to say “ The country is t^y rur^ 
in the neighbourhood of Llanddyffnan-with-Llanfairmathavarnei- 
tkof unless your brain was at its clearest and your utterance the 
most distinct. 


The Poet Laureate Applied. 

Peers, idle Peers, I well know what you mean, 
Peers in the depth of sportsmanlike despair, 

In brooding on the happy Autumn fields. 

And thinking of long days that see no moor . 


“ I NEARLY quarrelled with him.” said Mrs. Ramsbotham. ‘ ‘ I felt 
inclined to say with ^iakspeare, Cry haddock, and let slip the hogs 
of wax ! ^ ” 
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CHLLDE CHAPPIE^S PBLGRIMAGE. 

CAN^TO TEE EOPRTH. 

1. 

So Chappie, iidy wearied, fared along ; 

Yet not insensible to all wMcb. here 

SaYOTirs of jocund 
health and man- 
hood strong. 

In scenes of 
strenuous toil 
and wholesome 
cheer, 

Where sturdy 
striplings smote 
the leathern 
sphere 

With Yahant Yi- 
gour, he would 
take his place, 

Of feelings boyish, pleasure frank and clear, 

Signs were not always absent from his face, 

When swift MA.CAxnLi.Y kicked, or swiped colossal GtRACE. 

IT. 

He had not cut ” athletics, though long days 
Of dawdling had not strengthened pull or thrust 
Of scull or i)unt-pole ; he could lounge and gaze, 

At Henley, in soft dannels ; the heart must ^ 

At time leap back to warmth, though cold mistrust 
Be the “ good form of worldlings. Chappie felt 
The strong spell of the PiYer : far from dust 
And crowded bars his mood would sometimes melt, 

As he in pleasant bower midst Thames’s boskage dwelt. 

in. 

And he had learned to love— we knew not why, 

Eor this, in such as he, seemed foreign mood — 

A quiet whifi in some backwater shy. 

Perhaps, ’twas early memories ; iDhat subdued 
To tastes like these a soul so far imbued 
With scorn of “ rot ” it little boots to know ; 

But so it was. Yet in such solitude 

Small time his chums left him to ‘ ‘ maunder ” so, 

Sentiment’s gleam died out with Ms cigar’s red glow. 

lY. 

And there were venal breasts, as hath been said, 

Whereto Ms life was linked by stronger ties ^ 

Than mooning hours could break ; long evenings sped 
In orgies wild, and far beyond disguise, 

Or shackle of the dull proprieties 

His life from healthful ease divided more. 

Talk of loose lips and play of wanton eyes 
May make a Capua e'en of Thames’s shore. 

Song to that stiver stream a bacchant strain might pour. 

1 . 

Eoofs of the joUiest of hotels 
Grleam o’er the river’s gleaming line, 

Whose silver breast hears Belles and Swells 
To dinner at the day’s decline. 

And Richmond Hill is tMck with trees, 

Like scattered stars the town-lights sMne, 

Sleek head reclinmg on my knees 
Art sleepy ? Soon the sparkling wine 
Shall part those lips I scarce can see 
In rosy mirth and rapturous glee. 

2 . 

And gay-froeked girls, with bistred eyes, 

And hands — in sixes ” — soft as flowers, 

Beem yon an eartMy Paradise 
Above all charm of feudal towers. 

Its sheeny roof, its walls of grey, 

Upon whose stones the moonlight showersf 
More welcome are at close of day 
Than PapMan grots or vint^e bowers. 

Rave not or castles on the BMne, 

Q?he Star and Garter’s ” roof be mine ! 

3 . 

LiiXiB ! Tho^ lilies, — ^plucked by me, — 

.Jfeiiden the bearer overmuch : - . 

' I kAbw" that they must withered be, 

B^‘tubbish cast aside as such ! 


What can you cherish long as dear ? 

So many oflerings meet your eye. 

Eh ? What ? The idiom sounds queer 
Erom gentle lips but dinner ’s Mgh, 

And Tamise ripe ” will “ lick ” the R-hine 
For savoury cates and sparkling wine. 

4 . 

The River nobly shines and flows. 

Its shores are sweet enchanted ground, 

But all the charms its sweeps disclose 
What are they in the revel’s round ? 

The coldest breast might hotly bound 
In the mad frolic reigning here ; 

In mirth and brimming caps are drowned 
Calm 1^'ature’s voice, wMch sounds less clear 
Where wanton eyes the stars outside 
By Thames or on the hanks of Rhine. 

V. 

Adieu to thee, fair Thames ! How long, delighted, 
Sound hearts would loiter on thy watery way. 

Not theirs these scenes ; passion and greed united 
In such wild Saturnalia seek their prey. 

Insatiate vultures, feeding day by day 
On self-condemning bosoms. The last cheer 
Of the vMd revellers on their homeward way 
Hath many echoes siMster and drear, 

Haunting the hollow life for many a wasted year. 

VI. 

The leman woes with her bright Lanna face, 

That mirror, where the ancient harpies view 
Their softened modern aspect in each trace 
Its beauties yield of Art-born tint and hue. 

It takes so much of manhood to look through, 

With a firm mind, the lure where fools behold 
Their fate ; and striplings of the Chappie crew, 
Self-deemed astute and in all life-lore old, 

Are swine of Cieoe’s herd or sheep of Lilith’s fold. 


OUR FISHING INDUSTRIES. 

By Dumb-Chambo Junior. 



Potting SMimps. Hooldng a Lobster. 



Catching iCn’ iiose on the ' First Thstaaoe of the Oure of Soles. 
Bridge. ' . {Tide life of St. Anthony.) 



TO In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Brawings he returned, unless accompanied 

» ^tamped and D^ected GoveW tfopi«s of MS, should he kept by the Senders 
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OUR GUIDES, 

TouriBi {with mlarged Bradshaw,^' JSujyphTnent to Bacdeke/^'' etc.) mi^s: 

“ Kow I ’m Furnished ! | Now I’m Furnished 1 

Now I ’m Furnished ! | For my Flight 1 ” 

Song m “ Machct?id" 


LOVE AMONG THE PARTRIDGES. 

^ptember’s first, tlie day was fair, 

, We sought the pleasant stubble, 

The. bn-ds were rising every- 

The old iog gave no trouble. 

A.nd still my friend missed 

"While I ne’er fired in vain. ^ 

I said, ‘^Pephance the day ’s ^ 

He cried, “Ajioilia Jane!” v 

We shot throughout the live- — ’ 

long day, ' — -■ 

I We always shoot together, Plack Game. 

And yet in a dis^acefnl way, 

He never tononed a feather. 

I said, “ How is it that you muff 
Tour bhds, m^r boy ? Explaiti.” 

He sighed and said, “ I know it ’s rough ; 
Put, oh, Amelia Jane I ” 


rough ; 


Quoth I, “ Amelia Jane may be 
As plump as any partridge, 

But that ’s no reason I can see 
Why you should waste each cartridge.” 
He shot the dog, then missed my head, 
But caused the keeper pain ; 

Then broke his gun and '^dly fled 
To join Atvtrlta Jane ! 


Bamsbothamiana.— Miss Lavinia reads the news- 


Lord Mayor’s Court ’’—when Mrs. Ramsbotham gave a 
tremendous start and exclaimed, ‘‘ Caught, my dear I I 
had no idea that he had run away ! What on earth ’s he 
been doing ? ” 

New edition of “ Handley Cross ” — nnght have been 
seen, in Rutlandshire when Mr. James W. Lowthee — 
James the Second— came in by a large majority. It was 
plucky of Mr. Davenport Handley to fight at aU. 
Sony he ’s out, as it is both useful and ornamental to 
have a Davenport handily placed in the House, 


LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL. 

THE MINSTREL’S RETURN. 

A Moore or Less Melody, 

Farewell, oh farewell to the Holiday Season I 
(Thus murmured a Miustrel just back from the sea.) 

I ’m glad to return unto rhyme and to reason ; 

In London once more I ’m delighted to be I 

Ah I sweet were the days in the Upper Thames reaches, 

How happy the doing of nothing at aU I 
And sweet, too, the fiavour of ripe sun^ peaches, 

That dropped in our hands from the Rectory wall. 

But long shall I cherish, through dreary December, 

The thought of that even we drifted away : 

The twilight, the silence, I long shall remember, 

The fiash of the oar and the perfume of hay. 

And still, when '''‘My Qz/een” the street-organ is playing, 
Or ^ Patience ” is blown by cacophonous bands, 

I smile on the discord, I nod to the brayinff, 

And muse with delight upon Scarborou^ Sands. 

The yonng laughing maidsj with their salt-sprinkled tresses, 
'Let artfully down on their shoulders to dry ,* 

I see, on the .Spa, in their pretty pih^ dresses : 

Maud, Mabel, and Dolly, and Daisy, and Yi. 

JNor did Coon and his coupons a momept f or^pet me ; 

My passeport was the Itogth of iay fligJit ; 

Whue Murray ^d Bradshaw did aid and abet me, 

And CoTJTTS with the circular notes was- all right. 


Farewell— when at bedtime I sink on my pillow 
I dream of my toil up the snow-covered steep, 

And mules, vetturini, and boats on the billow, 

And polyglot waiters embitter my sleep I 

Ah, me ! oft at night how I painfully worry 
To think where on earth I have possibly been ? 

Of towns, half-forgotten, I saw in a hurry, 

And ghosts of the “ lions ” I ought to have seen ! 

And now, when the Club becomes cheerful and crowded, 
And men are returning all hearty and brown ; 

While the room with the vesper tobacco is clouded — 

’Tis pleasant, most pleasant to get back to town ! 

■ Farewell, oh farewell, for dear London is pleasant, 

No longer I feel inclination to roam : 

I think, as I stir up the coals incandescent, 

I ’m awfuHy glad to be once more at home I 


“ Shall ^Secaesbeare have a Burlesque ? ” A propos of this ques- 
tion a Correspondent, who only s^ns initials, writes to us to say, that 
“in Robson’s time, Mr. Frank Taleourd wrote a burlesque on The 
Merchant of Venice, and another on Macleth, and, no doubt, were 
this clever Author now living, he would burlesque any otner of 
Shakspeare’s pla.ys admirably, because he had such Shakspearience 
in this sort of work.” (Oh I oh !) \ ' 


' The Bishop of Lcveepool preached in a Scotch Presbyterian 
Church. He wore no.gowuj^but onlyhis ordinary costume. Tnis- 
conduct will puirly ryle some of the High Eirk folk, whose object, i s 
wiU, after all, be only pnre-ryle. 
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one or botli of them, were exhumed at the expiration of 
several thousands of years, they would be regarded as 


in an Antipodean museum. That accordingly both they 
and it shotild be prospectively accounted things precious to 
Posterity and on that account deserving the most careful 
maintenance, both in situation and state. JVTierefore 
vour Petitioners humbly request and beseech that the 
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TECHNICAL. 

Ellow, 'Eery ! Why, ’ow arje yee ? ” 

C ARARAT, OLE MAN ! ’Ow ’s YERSELF?’ 


SYJ^IPATHY WITH A STATUE. 

To the Eight Honourable Gr. J. Shaw-Lefevre, Chief Commissioner of Public 
Works, the humble Petition of Grog and Magog, Giants, of Guildhall, in the 
City of London, Humbly Sheweth— That your Petitioners have learned to their 
great Alarm and Consternation that it is intended by the Board over which 
your Honour presides to appoint and order the Great Wellington Statue, lately 
lowered to the ground opposite Hyde-Park Comer, to be transmuted, trans- 
mogrified, and transposed by breaking of it up, and melting of it down, and 
then recasting of it into another Statue of the same Original, to be erected 
somewhere else than the site which the present Statue now stands upon. 

That the only reason hitherto assigned for the scheme of subjecting the Wel- 
lington Statue to the treatment above specified is the allegation of its demerits 
as a Work of Art, being a huge, grotesque, ugly, misshapen, and monstrous 
Object — monstruin horrendum^ injorme^ tngens^ as your Petitioners have heard 
it called in a Latm q.uotation. 

That the steps proposed to be taken with the Wellington Statue on the fore- 
going pretences would be more or less applicable also to almost all the other 
public Statues in London, particularly those of George the FoimTH, Helsoh, 
Hapie^ and Havelock in Trafalgar Square, and not only them, but, burewise, to 
many if not most of the Sculptures in Westminster Abbey, and not a few of the 
same sort in St. Paul’s Cathedral, insomuch that, if carried out, those measures 
would finally result in the trmsformation and transference, or else the removal 
and absolute demolition of nearly aUthe Metropolitan Statues, perhaps including 
even ourselves, however superior in artistic conception and execution we may be 
allowed to be in comparison with the majority of th| rest. 

That all our principal Compeers of the plastic kind, whether Graven or 
Molten Images, how humble soever their rank as ornamental Objects, are not 
only memorials of eminent individuals, but also monuments of British Art, 
representing successive stages and states of it as peculiar to the different earlier 
or later periods of their erection. That, therefore, their historical as well as 
their biographical value entitles them to preservation. That the process of 
removing and remodelling the WeUington Statue, if accomplished, will effect 
the introduction of the Thin End of the Wedge, whereof the thick end would he 
mprm or later driven home to the probable dislodgment or destruction of your 
Petitioners. ^ ^ ] 

That in case the City of London and its Statues and all surroundings got 
swallowed up by an Earthquake and the Wellington Statue, or your Petitioners, 


it is and as it is. And your Petitioners, as in duty hound, 
will, with all the heart and voice they are capable of, 
ever &c., &c. {Signed) Gog ahp Magog. 


CEOMER CLIEES ! 

TTeef. on my hack in the sunshine Iving 
On the Lighthouse Cliffs amidst flowers and grass, 

I dreamily stir when the swallow is flying, 

And lazily listen when travellers pass : 

For the sea at the foot of the crags is breaking, 

And the breeze that ’s stirring the ferns is pure, 

So I ask where the rest of the world is taking, 

In orthodox fashion, its annual cure. 

■^y don’t they settle their ehs and “ifs,” 
And come and be lazy on Cromer Cliffs ? 

1 cannot confess to an envious minute 
Since first this village I came across. 

For the sea-sick traveller can’t he in it 
With the usual gambol of pitoh-and-toss ! 

I wouldn’t exchange your Pontresinas,^ 

Your Alpine valleys, and castled Ehine 
For my morning “ weed ” from a box of “ Finas,” 

And a drink of air that has strength like wine. 

The cosiest corner for holiday whiffs 
Is found iu a hollow of Cromer Cliffs ! 

I can see them rushing in tourist fashion 
In desperate hurry By midnight train, ^ 

With fever, and fret, and dust, and passion, 

To mountain mists and the Righi rain ; 

From Spa to Spa they will pass and follow 
The crowds that hunt in Royalty’s wake, 

But it grieves not me as I watch the swallow, 

And watch the wheat that the breezes shake. 

If you ’d ah he free from tourists’ tiffs. 

You would sleep off care on the Cromer Cliffs. 

They will tear with a guide through an ancient city, 
And faithfully “ do ” a cathedral town ; 

They will climb their peaks, and — ^more ’s the pity— 

. Directly they ’re up they must needs cqme down ; 
They will bargain hard for a dirty dwelling, 

On the coast of France in a fisherman’s cot,^ 

For the proud return to their homes, and temng 
They’ve managed to see what their friends have not. 
If they only could hear the “ poohs and piffs ” 
Of the elderly cynic on Cromer Cliffs ! 

I can only hear, if I pause to listen, 

The sweep of scythe through the falling corn, 

I can only see how the sun can glisten 
Its dewdrop tears in the fields at morn ; 

I can only know that I lie in clover 
On the top of the down and in sight of the sea ; 

I can only wish each obstinate rover 
Were half as happy as I can he. 

So put in your pocket your “ ahs ! ” and “ ifs,” 
And come and get brown on Cromer Cliffs ! 


Hews erom Jm the Peiotaenmawr Mah.— A report 
got about that very nearly hroug-ht Mr. Irvihg back to 
London, and might have made him forego his American 
tour. It was that Mr. Geadstohe, during the recess, was 
going to play The Bells* It turned out that the Premier 
had promised to give a peal of bells to the church of Pen- 
maenmawr in Wales. He is not going to play them him- 
self j and Our Only Tragedian being satisfied, “on we goes 
again.” Out of gratitude, the Penmaenmawr people will 
give Mr. Giaestohb honorary rank in their Yolunteer Corps 
as Triple-Boh-Major, hut having got so far as beii^ called 
“ Boh,” why not style him at once Sir Robert Peal (of 
Bells ), — non obstante Sir Roberto Barto f 
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FAEMEE-GENEEAL JOHIJf BULL EEVIEWING HIS LAHB FOECES IH THE TIME OF PEAS. 

“ The Wheat crop is again very far helow the average ; but on the whole we have good crops of barley^ oats, beans, and --Agricultural Gazette. 


EigEt \ 

BBiaHT vratet fot me ! ” shout the teetotal spouters, 
Of temperance scomers, of liberty flouters. 

Let’s hope that the cold-water douche of JoiCN BEIG^HT 
They wifi hail with an equally honest delight ; 

And join Mr. Funch in his hearty applause 
Of one temperate speech on the Temperance Cause. 

A PORTSMOUTH LEASTDEB ANT HERO. 


TVTnfl. Eamsbotham writes to us : — “ I am towering in Wales. The 
other night we went up Snowdon by moonlight, and we charged 
two shilfings for a glass of water, while my IN ephew had to pay the 
same for the loan ni an extra coat to keep on the cold. He says 
is the sort of thing one must expect from Welshers, though I 
don’t see why we should, having experienced nothing but honesty 
and moderation up to now. But I must say, at the rate we paid for 
it — ^though of course Snowdon is high, and. the charges may nse in 
proportion— I do think the view from the top is strikingly expensive, 
and the scenery qnite superfluous,” 


attemnt to swim the Solent fruln Soulhsea Pier to Eyde, This highest of High Services. AlaMortoes, <s:c., <kc. i Astne immori^ 
• exploit, as Old Father Neptime told &e Traons, was adn^hle, hut Sard savs, or very at^ly— ^here he land rates and water rates, 
inwlent all the same. - and We detest them all eqnally. 
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DAY IN THE CODNTET/^ 

( ‘ ‘ Constitutional ” Experience, Old Qentlmxan gushes, ) 

1 SAUNTER homewards on a Summer^s eve, 

After a ramble on the Surrey shore 
’Mid pleasant places, which the EaiLways leave 
Between them, not enclosed, nor ail built 

Eh Screams and shouts advancing in the 
rear ! . , . 

And what ? Large packs of children in 

h 'V ^ Each lot close-crowded in a Yan, appear 

^ Successive vehicles, eram-fuU, pass by ! 

# Youth have enjoyed the sunshine and the 

green. 

> Straight Tip.” (The sun had chanced to smile upon that 
day.) 

Strange that those sources of delight serene 
Can have promoted their prolonged hooray ! 


Their little hands outfluttering kerchiefs wave ; 

Their tiny throats keep up a ceaseless cheer, 
Stronger than tea though nought their lips to lave 
They ’ve had, at banquets innocent of Beer. 

From School, Endowed or Union, riding out, 

Their pleasure could no explanation lack. 

But what can cause those little ones to shout, 

In transports wild, now when they ’re going back ? 

They ’re clearly by spontaneous impulse driven, 
And bawl, their ioy and gratitude to show. 
ISToguides’ or guardians’ word of order given, 

They greet the Outside Public as they go. 

Bless ye, my Children ! That ’s no hollow noise ; 

Your holloaing means a happy holiday. 

Pork out, such treat to stand poor girls and boys. 
And, Sir, you ’ll find your mite not thrown away. 


ANOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

Larne — Ashore — Notes — Nauticulture — Characteristic — The Druid- 
ical Remains — Discussion-^Dis^tatmi — Druids* Altar — Altar- 
cation — Rrnvate Information — Disquisition — a Nod — Considera- 
tion — Curwus Trade — Return — Re-emharkation* 

It is difficult to realise that we are in Ireland. The few natives we 
meet speak with a decidedly Scotch accent. They are politeness 
itself, and, judging from my very slight acquaintance (of twenty 
minutes’ duration) with a resident farmer, I should say that each of 
the inhabitants, if they resemble this gentleman, would leave even 
our host himself very little chance of winning the prize for courtesy 
and hospitality. The superior residents on the coast here seem, as 


his trading vessels which ought to have arrived by now. He tells 
us of other farmers in the district equally interested with himself 


on himself and the Druids. Of course, Kjxlice: laughs. If Ejllick 
had been annoyed, Craylet would have laughed. Our host pre- 
serves a placid expression of puzzled neutrality. The “pile” in 
question consists ot one huge block of stone, supported by four huge 
blocks. That is all. 

Our host says, “ There it is ! ” as iO he had expected it to have gone 
away before we came. Craylet puts up his eye-glass, and, with his 
head very much on one side, regards it with admiration and awe. 

“ This,” he says, speaking more to himself than to us, as if he were 
two members of an Archseological Society, and one was giving the 
nther a confidential lecture on the subject — “ This,” he say^ ia a 
tone of melancholy reminiscence, ‘ ‘ was an altar, on which the Druids 
used to offer up human sacrifices.” He is very sad over it, as though 
he had been present under compulsion years ago at one of theic 
festivities, and had regretted it ever since. 

We all regard the Druidical pile with pathetic interest. I feel 
that if we only remain here long enough, we shall yield to a Druidical 


a lew yards trom tne drawing-room^ wmdow oi our mend the 
Nautical Farmer’s house, a building quite in keepiag with the mixed 
character of the owner’s business ; as, but for the undeniable farm- 
house surroundings, it might be easily mistaken for a Coast- Guard 
station, specially as there is an old painted figure-head of a ship 
fixed up, as though keeping guard near a side-door. 

Killice breaks the silence. He simply says “ Bosh ! ” 

“ What is ‘ bosh ’ ? ” retorts Ceatley, inquisitorially. He is look- 
ing away from Killick, and apparently addressing some being in the 
air who is not quite so invisible as to escape the penetrating power 
of his eyeglass. 

“ Why. this,” says Killice, nodding his head towards the Druids’ 
Stone. “ It ’s no more a Druids’ altar than I am.” 

“ It has been here for thousands of years,” replies Craylet, more in 
anger than in sorrow, though there is just a tinge of the same sad, 
regretful tone which had characterised the first part of his archaeo- 
logical lecture ; “ and how the stones could ever have been placed in 
that position, except by some superhuman force, is a puzzle to 
everyone.” 

“Bah!” ejaculates Fjllicz, sniffing disdainfully. “I dare say 
the farmer and his men placed them there themselves.” ^ 

^ “ Oh 1 I can hardly think that,” says our host, in his most con- 
ciliatory manner. “You see they are exactly opposite his front- 
door.” 

“No accounting for taste,” returns Killick. “Why, he’s got 
the old figure-heaa of a ship there I Look ! ” 

“ There is a family history attached to that ; I heard it from 
the proprietor himself,” observes our host, quietly, as if JKjllicz 
was now venturing on delicate ground, and he, IdELLEViLLE, was 
the Nautical Farmer’s family solicitor, entrusted with all his 
secrets. Our host informs us that there is more than meets the 
eye in this old figure-head. It reminds me of a timber-yard near 
either YauxhaU or the Suspension Bridge, I forget which, where there 
used to he, and perhaps where there still is, a collection of these 
curious old figure-heads, secondhand, I believe, and I can’t help 
wondering if the Nautical Farmer had fallen in love with one of 
them, and brought it away with him to Larne, as a memento of his 
first visit to London. 

Nappy Thought {Jor a hallad),—Tii^ Farmer and the Fije:ure-head, 

Ntllicx only sniffs, and 1 ask, bei ng t ired of shore, if it wouldn’t 
be as well to return to the yacm P When I come out to yacht for 
a few days, I count eveiy moment on shore (except when in search of 
provender) as so much time wasted. 

I can always he on shore, but I can’t always be at sea. Me lle vxlle 
can be where he likes, so can Craylet, Killicb: is engaged in some 
mysterious busiuess, the exact nature of which no one, not even his 
most intimate friends, has been able to ascertain : but our host informs 

JLl* lT* j. 1 1 . J -I J. 


a binocular in the other. Their business is divided between sheep 
and ships, tilling and tillers ; in fact, they seem to me to be Nautie^ 
Agrioulturists, or, to coin a mixed term, “ Nauticulturists.” 


ucoasionauy, wnen a lapourer comes up and addresses Ms master, 
always most respectfully, I remark a slight admixture of Irish 
brogue, as evident yet as subtle as the flavour of shalotte in a 
eraftily-prepaxed salad. The man touches his forehead where "the 
brim d£ Ms hat ought to be, and wants’ to know something about 
what to be done to the walls of an outbuildihg. 

“ They ’re just to be wMtewashed,” says our friend the farmer. 

. what I told ’urn, Sir,” returns the man, emphatically : 

but they’re waiting to know what colour"* ye ’H have it wMte- 
washed.” 

No one enjoys tMs more than the master himself. 
r«i;A£ter a good deM of dawdling, we arrive at the Druidical pile. 

sounds l^e the name of a new sort of carpet. I say thm to 
Craylet. He appears hurt, resenting the observation as a slight 


the manufactoe of cracker-bonbons, and he is not quite sure that it 
isn’t the printing of the mottoes to the crackers, and perhaps writing 
them, too. ‘ ‘ It must, you know/’ concludes Melleville, who was a 
Wrangler of Ms year at Cambridge, and a great hand at abstruse 
cMculations — “ It must be a very lucrative business, as,, if you con- 
sider the population of London, and the demand for crackers and 
bonbons, each of which must have a motto, you cau soon arrive at 
what Ms labour must-be, what au industry it-is, and what a fortune 
it ought to bring in.” 

“ Then,” I conclude, “ Ejlliok; is veiy rich,” 

“WeB-^not exactly very rich,” replies our host, considering the 

E blem, ^d pausiug as he solves a few equations [x representing 
click’s incpme) — “ No/’ he goes on decisively, having evidently 
settled the equation to Ms own satisfaction— f*" No'; you see there ’s 
such a competition in crackers and motto-hbhbons. Still, he ’s very 
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well off. A very nice fellow, — ^with Ms peculiarities,” lie adds 
kindly, to wMch. I respond with a deliberate nod. Asking myself 
afterwards what this deliberate nod meant, — ^for I was conscious of 
meaning a great deal by it, if I could only put it into words, as Fuff 
did Lord Furleigh’s , — I come to the conclusion that my nod was 
intended to express a compassionat-e feeling on my part for 
the unfortunate Ejllick’s peculiarities,” wMch I take to be 
“failings.” My nod implies a compliment also to Melletille as 
being free from Killick^s peculiarities ; in fact it is complimenting 
Tii-m on not being Ejllice, while at the same time it recognises our 
own moral and intellectual position, Melxjeville’s and mine, as 
superior to an^hing to wMch anybody with Kiluce’s failings can 
attain . . . and so, on the whole, my nod of assent to Melletille’ s 
remarks must be the result either of idiotic self-complacency, or of ; 
the consciousness of moral superiority. 'Which ? The latter for choice. 
“ But,” adds Melletille, after a short pause, as if he had been 
reTising Ms opinions for publication, “ he has a very nice voice, and 
understands music thorougMy.” From either a self-complacent or 


BY PARCELS POST; 

OR, THE VERY LATEST THINO ES" ADVERTISEMENTS. 

P ABCELS POST.— WHY BUY ANY MORE HONEY, when 
you can make it at home by having recourse to Parcels Post ? 
A Mve full of live Scandmavian tiger-bees in active working con- 
dition, together with straining-pot, face-protector, swarming-^loves, 
gong, and full directions for the control and management of these 
wonderfully useful and domestic, bxCfc fine-grown little creatures, 
forwarded hg Parcels Fost^ carriage free on receipt of order. See 


Melleville pauses a minute, and then, looking round to see if 
“the subject of tMs present memoir” is anywhere near,— but he 
isn’t ; he is descending the MIL and having a contradiction match 
with Crayley, — Melleville adds, “He writes the words of songs 
himself occasionally, and publishes them.” 

“ G-ood words ? ” 1 ask. accidentally giving the name of a maga- 
zine. (Fancy a song of ‘ ^ bad words only I ! ) 

“ Well— pretty weR,” replies our host, assuming an air of fairly 
indulgent criticism. “ You know it doesn’t much matter what the 
words are to songs, as one seldom hears them ; but it so happened 
that I read two or three, and I couldn’t help being struck by their 
strong resemblance to the style of the mottoes in the Christmas 
crackers. And that ’s why ” 

But here Killice: and Crayley join us. They are serious and 
silent. EjXLiciL is wMstling to himself, evidently for Ms own 
private delectation, and Cbayley is humming. There has been 
evidently a difference of opinion. The drop-cmtain, to put it 
dramatically, has descended on some sort of a situation, and tMs 
humming and wMstling is the music in the entfacte» We all 
proceed, over very slippery sea-weed, to re-embark in the gig. 

A Sweepxyo Measure.— Three yards of “ Train.” 


P ARCELS POST. — JORUM’S EXPANDING COFFINS.— One 
of these beautifully constructed and useful fancy articles can 
now be had by return, on receipt of remittance. Pack into the pre- 
scribed length, and weigh only 5lb. 9oz. A marvel of ingenuity. 

Opinmi of the Press, — “Light, tasty, novel, and almost pleasing.” 
Makes an excellent and suitable Birthday present for an Invalid. 
Can also be used as a dog-kennel, violoncello-case, or window flower- 
■box. O rder early. The Works, Hearsem , Gr^"eil-on-Stoke. 

l\/riLX BY PARCELS POST.— The Universal Enterprise and 
.AJL Dispatch Company. 


M ilk by PAlRCELS post.— a special boon to the delicate. A 
glass of fresh milk from the cow can now be forwarded from 
Land’s End to any part of the United Kingdom. N.B. — As the Com- 
pany, though they forward the milk with great care, are continually 
receiviug complaints as to the arrival of the glasses empty, they beg 
to refer their patrons to the printed directions affixed to each con- 
signment, distmctly indicating wMch side ought to he kept upwards 
in transit. They cannot, therefore, hold themselves responsible for 
the carelessness of the Post-Office Authorities, against whom any 
action for spilling must necessarily lie. 


P ARCELS POST.— A RED-HOT POKER can now he sent with 
the greatest ease by Parcels Post on procurmg one of Yarrests 
ANP Sons’ Patent Perforated Galvanised Wire and Cast-Iron 
Carriage- Cases, 



cardboard boxes, tor carnage by post, tnese creatures wiu continue | 
to be dispatched from the Menagerie, Commercial Road, E.,-to any 
part of the United Kingdom, accompanied by a Keeper as hitherto, 
on receipt of order and fee for travelling expenses. N.B.— Cobras 
now by the new system. The attention of intending Customers is 
particmarly directed to the fact that as escapes are practically rare, 
an immense savin g is effected. 

P “ARCELS POST.— THE HERE-WE-ARE ALL HOT AND 
STEAMING DINNER COMPANY, LIMITED. Why have 
a kitchen fire ? "Why not send away your Cook, and apply for the 
Company’s I^ospectus? Chops, steaks, soups, fish, entries, &c., 
delivered smoking. Joints packed in their own ovens. BoOing 
kettles delivered free. A ^Purchaser” writes:- “The dinner 
arrived at my premises in perfect condition. The plates positively 
scalded the Postal Carrier as he tried to handle them, and he dropped 
the deviRed turkey in the front garden. Your arrangements are 
a dmirable,” 

P ARCELS POST.— NO MORE SEASIDE.— Why not have a 
G sirumE Sea-Bath at home ? By the use of Messrs. Salt ahp 
Sellum’s patent seven-pound Postal Bottles, each containing nearly 


parking Down. * 


« pll 


A^eecfi LoiLdeE' 


370 Bottles wiR be di^atohed by return. N.B.-r-We do^ not pay 
carriage. “A Rutlahrshire Rector” writes:— “It quite cured 
my aukles.” For further testimonials apply to Messrs. S. aio) S. 
Ho okham-^n-Sea. - 

ARCELS POST. — to GOVERNMENT EMPLOY^IES AND 
OTHERS engaged in any branch of tMs dangerous and 
hazardous Department.— In consequence of the large demand, the 
foRowing Protective Articles are now offered at considerably reduced 
: prices Live Crab and Lobster Gloves ; Ferret Pincers ; : Dynamite 
Leg and Chest Protectors; Porsoh’s Snake^Bite Plasters; Com- 
iplete Sets of False Teeth r Stylish Noses; Effectiye Eyes; &c. 

I ^,]g,__These last wiR he found specify nseM after aealcng 'v^th 
: carelessly-packed fireworks, loose acids, unmuzzled stag-beetles, 
I and the smaller undomesticated Carnivora, 


The Wail of the Workman- 

’TwiXTha^’Wat^ Companies, ^annous, dear, 
• AnA Phplican^ knavish, we get little quarter : \ 
For these wlR supply us with too much bad beer, 
And tiiose with too little good water. 
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IMPOSTURE UNMASKED BY VILLAINY. 

Jones and Robinson, eiyals foe the love op Sophia Good- Waylaying him by the lonely eocks, they give him Chloeo- 
RICH, ABE oast into the SHADE BY THE AEEIVAL OP THEIR POEM, SHAVE OPP HIS BBAED AND MOUSTACHE, AND BEPOEE HE 
HANDSOME OLD SOHOOL-PELLOW, BrOWN, WITH HIS MAGNIPI- HAS QUITE RECOVERED, THEY EXPOSE HIM SIDEWAYS TO THE GAZE 

CENT Black Beard. They make common cause against him, op the pair Sophia. Alas, he has a long Upper Lip and 

NO Chin! 


MOSSOCyS LITTLE GAME. 

Aha I Vive le Sport ! Wliat a Chasseur am I, 

With my gun cric-crac ! and my hom tira-lira I 
On dira 

Henceforth that la phasse I have only to try, 

To what you call wipe tout le monde in the eye. 

Regard me, I pray I 
I am vraiment aufait^ 

Ko more Chasseur pour riroy as my enemies say. 

I can shoot my own gun, I can blow my own horn— 

Ah I so well I— I look down on my critios with scorn. 

Can the carioaturists of Albion now 

Mock themselves of my style ? Will the blatant bow-wow 

Of, the soi-disant Nimrod^ John Bull, be uplifted ? 

A Chasseur so gifted ’ 


Who declares I disturb everybody all roimd ? 


All is quarry that comes to my gun, and my dog 
Will point at all game fpm an owl to a hog. 

He has catholic taste truly Gallic, mon chieuy 
And what will he shy or turn tail on ? Ah l rien ! 

A poodle so valiant provoketh, perchance. 

The ire of the sinister foes of la France^ 

With his boisterous, yelp his ubiquitous nose. 

bah! we make sport for ourselves, not our foes. 
Such a bag I It is true — and could France admit shame, 
It should be on this score — that I missed some big^game 
Rather lately througlp— shaR one*say laziness ? Fate 
Then betrayed me. I sounded a little too late 
VOuverture de la Chasse* 

Of an awkward impasse 

Brutal Bull took adv^tage unsportsmanlike, mean, 
Relieving his chrouic incurable spleen 


iffised shootiag ! — ^had added a charm to my “ bag.’’ 
^importe / Buiii shall find that no longer I lag. 


oee my bag " ! it is game 
That shaR fiood me with fame. 

And— hist I I wiR stalk yonder Guinea Pig ! Stop ? 
Eh ? Danger f Ma foi, they who ’d stay my advance 
Know not tne bold soul of the Chasseur of France ! 


I Here and there ! I’m en Evidence now. 
Jaantara J Tantara I AVho complains of the row ? 


FASHIONABLE INTELLIGENCE. 

The pubRcation by certain journals, and quite recently by the 
Daily Tele^aphy offuR Rsts of ‘‘distiuguished visitors” at the 
watering-places at home or abroad is a benefit for which the hard- 
workiug man who has been through the London Season, and who is 
stiR imdecided as to where he sh3l take his holiday, cannot be too 
thankful. Fancy meeting aU those people over again when he 
wants to obtain a thorough change and something like rest 1 .^d 
as the area of such and sucn sea watering-place or sulphur watering- 
place, or whatever other medicinal kina of watering-place it may 
be, cannot be very extensive, the infiiction is worse than London, 
as you are bound to meet your dear friends and charming acc[u«^t- 
ances on the eternal parade, or at the monotonous baths or drinking- 
fountains, or pier or gardens, or assembly-rooms or itahlissement 
The Rst at once teRs him what place to avoid. 

The regular stereotyped resorts of the IRustrious and the Fashionable 
are real blessings to those who want to Bohemianise a bit, and to get 
away, for awhRe at least, from the humbug of our veneered town Ine. 

But fancy the reaRy blessed state of that iudividual who, having 
read the entire Rst through, from Princes and Princesses to Dukes 
and Duchesses, and then to Lords Noodle, Doodle, and Grizzle, 
and so down to the Mr. and Mrs. Dummce, and the BUngeeon Family, 
can decide upon selecting this fashionable watering-place as the place 
where he can spend a happy hoRday because he knows none of the 
people named in the Rst. and, above all, doesn’t want to I ‘‘ How 

blessed is Re, and only he ’’ Let the Grand Old Poet turn this 

into verse for the next Nineteenth Century. 

What one of the Forgers said, when he acknowledged his faiRt to 
Mr. Shapiea : — ** Ma tear, itth a reg’lar Doo-too-wrong-o^-me I ” 
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Eis LardsMp.iafter missing his tenth Babbit), “ I ’ll tell you what 
IT IS, Bagster. Your Rabbits are all Two Inches too short, 

HEREABOUTS I ” 


HOW IT WAS DONE. 

“ The compiler of the Hebrew text was a Polish, Russian, or German Jew. 
. . . There were no less than four or five persons engaged in the production 
of the forgery.” — Dr. Ginsburg’s Report on Mr. Shatira’s Manmeript 
of Deuteronomy, 

Says Aaron to Moses, “ Maiikind is very dull ; 

A learned man may be a dupe, a scholar oft a gull. 

I thiuJc we might the savants sell, 

Lead pundits by the noses. 

I guess the game w'ould pay us well,’' 

No doubt it would,” says Moses. 

Says Aaron to Moses, ‘‘ A Manuscript of, say 
B.C. 800, is a thing that really ought to pay. 

That Moabitish stone has jGuled 
The world with wild ‘ supposes.’ 

How with our ‘ find ’ it would be thrilled 
“Ah! wouldnH it! ” says Moses. 

Says Aaron to Moses, “ The text of Deuteronomy, 

Written on ancient leathern scrolls— skill matching with economy — 
Shapira— some invention (puck, 

(Romance on zeal imposes)— 

I really think ’t would do the trick.” 

“ Yes ! Done with you ! ” says Moses. 

* * * ilS * 

Says Aaron to Moses, “ That Ginsburg is a bore, 

And CEERMONT-GANTTEAir ’s far too fast with Ms linguistic lore. 

That million will not come this way. 

Learning our dodge discloses. 

Archaic forgeries don’t pay.” 

“ No ; hang it all ! ” sjays MOses. , 


UNHAPPY HAMPSTEAD! 

At last the state of Hampstead Heath has been brought home, so 
to speak, to the Authorities. Mr, Punch for two years has spoken 
on behalf of the PubHc generally, and those equestrians particularly 
who, weary of the social hollowness of Rotten Row, Our Only Ride, 
walk their horses northwards, in anticipation of a pleasant canter 
over the heath, which means the enjoyment of pure air and healtly?- 
exercise, and, when you pause for breath, a lovely panoramic 
prospect. 

Well, there ’s the pui*e air— not even the Board of Works can fine 
anyone for taking more than his share of that,— and there’s the 
lovely panoramic prospect wMch ambitious builders have not yet been 
able to shut out,— they ’U do it gradually as much as they possibly 
can, and we shall have to take a bird’s-eye smoky view of so much of 
the distance as is not cut off by the outlines of the houses, over roofs, 
and rows of chimney-potSjj— hut where is ‘ ‘ The Ride ? ” Where i' In two 
divisions,— not easy to Mid, — one being pretty good, though the expres- 
sion “ no great shakes ” would not strictly apply to it,— and the other 
part an np-and-down-MR or rocky-mountam sort of place — solvitur 
amhdando — and such land 0 ! solvitur ridendo, i,e,, ride-from-one- 
end-o-to-the-other-end-o, and Heaven grant you a safe arrival, for it 
is most dangerous to man and beast, and so it has been allowed to 
remain by that department of the; Grovemment wMch is styled the 
“ Board of Works ’’—(what Work’s ?)— duriag the entire season. It 
was nearly as bad last year when Mr, Punch first drew attention to 
it. Is the Board of Works as deaf as a deal Board, or is it trying to 
imitate the masterly inaction wMch characterises the arrangements 
made for the convenience of the Public and of the immediate neigh- 
bourhood by the Guardians of Mud-Salad Market ? 

However, last week we read in the Daily Telegraph, which gave 
it the prominence it deserved, the following case : — 

“Riding on Hampstead Heath.— Mr. David Spencer, a gentleman 
living in Loudoun Road, St. John’s Wood, appeared at Hampstead Police- 
Court yesterday, to answer a summons taken out by the Metropolitan Board 
of Works, charging him with unlawfully riding a horse on the turf on 
Hampstead Heath, on a part other than those places set apart for that purpose 
by the Metropolitan Board of Works. Mr. J. Collman, from the Solicitors’ 
Department of the Board, prosecuted. Joseph Winter deposed that on 
June 28 he w^as in the employ of the Metropolitan Board of Works as an 
assistant-constable on Hampstead Heath. About 7*40 p.m. that day he saw 
Defendant riding a horse on the turf close by the Ride. Witness went to him, 
and told him he was breaking the bye-laws, to which Defendant rephed, 
‘ Why don’t yon make the Ride better >* ’ He then went on the turf agam for 
about a hunored yards. Witness once more went to him, and Defendant 
said, ‘ Yon should make the Ride better, and I should not go on to the tnrf.^ 
Witness had to get the assistance of a police-constable before Defendant 
would give Ms name and address. Sometimes Defendant was on the turf five 
yards from the Ride, and sometimes three. Defendant denied that he was 
on the turf at all.” 

Defendant denied that he was “ on the turf ” at aU. Quite right : 
he wasn’t prosecuted as a betting man, and the Great Leviathan him- 
self would find it next to impossible to be on the turf were he to take 
his stand on Hampstead Heath. Mr. Spencer goes on, and tells the 
Magistrate that — 

“ He was on a beaten track or path, quite bare, that ran by the side of the 
Ride, and was riding there because on the Ride itself there was a number of 
very big fiint stones, wMch would cut a horse’s legs to pieces- He^ had come 
from the Dpper Ride, which was in a very good state, on to this portion, 
where there were not only fiint stones as big as a man’s fist, but a lot of loose 
sand, into which the horse sank up to the fetlock joints. Mr. Eletchrb 
remarked that the Ride was in a shocking state, and asked if nothing was 
going to he done to it. Mr. Hough, the Cmef Heath Constable, said £1,400 
had been expended on it, but he admitted the accuracy of Defendant’s descrip- 
tion of the state of the Ride, of wMch he had received frequent complaints. 
Giles, 391 S, corroborated the evidence against Defendant, and also the 
I Defendant’s statement as to the Ride. Mr. Rletcheb^ said the Bench would 
^^isrmiag the summous, as the Board did not keep the Bide in a proper state. 
Mr. Collman urged that a clear infringement of the bye-laws had been 
proved. Mr. Fletcher then ordered Defendant to pay 2s. costs, remarking 
that the Bench thought Ms case a hard one.” 

If £1,400 spent on it has only succeeded in making it so dangerous, 
what would another £1^400 have done for it, if laid out in the sme 
manner? Evidently, it would have been an utterly impossible 
place ; hut so far, safe, as nobody would even have tried to ride t here. 
It is the Board that ought to be had up before Mr. Fletcher, and 
not the iR-treated equestrian, whom Mr. Fletcher very properly, 
justly, and sensibly dismissed "with a nominal^ fine of two shillmg^s, 
as he thought the case a hard one, and the Ride stiR harder. Mr, 
Punch have a few more suggestions for the Board of W^ks, 
wMch he shall he most happy to re-christen the “ Board of Good 
Works,” on the very first opportunity. By the wa^ had the Board 
<ff Works anything to do with the Regent’s Park Ride — such as it 
was — ^wMch was done away with tMs last Sea^n ? 


Modern Betting of an Old Saw.— “ Mashers not Men.” 
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THE CONYERTED 
MILLER. 

Aie — “ Th$ Miller of the Bee ” — 
{not the hiffy big Bee). 

Thebe was a jolly Miller once 

Hot far from SalisLnrea, 

He drank a sort of fine old port, 

WMcli had a fine hode^. 

He went to bed without ** a 
head,^^ 

And sang most gratefulle^,^ 

“I care for some body, this 
port wine 

With some body does for 
mel” 

One mom he learned the wine 
had turned, 

Says he, “Then 1^11 turn, po. 

I feel I ainH yet quite a saint. 

So I ’R take the ribbon blue.” 

The wine into a stream he 
threw, 

And sang inquiringle^, 

“I care for some body, who 
wiRbuy 

Some some-body’ d port for 
me ? ” 


Fbeedoh at Drury Lane. Ho 
more Feedom. Programmes 
will be given away free ; use 
of cloak rooms and retiring 
rooms, aU, aR Free! Drury 
Lane wiR be like the sea in the 
old song, “ The ever Free.” It 
is right that the “ National 
Theatre” should be the “Home 
of the Ibree.” The pubRc wiR 
no more be Harrised by the 
bonnet-and-cloak, and six- 
penny programme nuisance. 
Right to loRow Mr. John 
HomNOSHEAD’s Gaiety lead. 
Brayvo, Mr. Hahbis’s Augus- 
tan Era of Management ! Ho 
Fees tiR Christmas time, and 
then there ’R be lots^of ’em, 
J^es, on the stage. 


PUNCH'S FANCY PORTRAITS.-NO. 152. 





“THE ROYAL RED i 
CROSS.” 

“ The decoration of the Eoyal 
Red Cross, conferred by the Queen 
onlMiss J. King, one of the nurses 
at Fort Pitt Hospital, Chatham, 
was presented mterd^ by Major- 
General the Hon. R. Monck, 
commanding the district, in the 
presence of the principal officers of 
the garrison.’^— Dae/y Telegraph 

Don’t talk of your ribbons, 
your stars, and your 
garters, 

Tour Thistle the gay Scot- 
tish noblemen sport. 

The Orders named after iRus- 
trious martyrs, 

The gifts of a King and the 
pride of a Court : 

Here comes a new Order to 
decorate Ladies, 

Her Majesty’s cipher in gold 
they emboss. 

And every old star worn by 
men in the shade is. 
Henceforth, when it comes 
near the Royal Red Cross. 

The Cross is for those who go 
forth where the battle 
Has raged, to attend on our 
soldiers who f aR ; 

Afar offi they hear all the can- 
nonade’s rattle, 

And thriR at the sound of 
the high trumpet-caR. 
’Tis given to the nurses whose 
skiR and devotion 
Save soldiers, whose death 
were a national loss. 

And ’mid aR our Orders, Sir 
Punch has a notiouj 
By no means the least is the 
Royal Red Cross. 


MR. .SHARP-EYE-RA. 

Showing, in vert fanoiful Portraiture, how Detective Ginsburg 

ACTUALLY DID Mr. ShARP-ETE-RA OUT OP HIS SkIN. 


The Jordan Yailet 
Canal, — ^Its promoters may go 
to Jericho. 



FOR THE FIRST. 

{By a Sappy Shootist.) 

Sat not the world ’s aR trouble ! 

Say not that life ’s a bubble !, 

1^1 Ho pessimist 

'ij Is found, I wist, 

September stubble. 

Had Schopenhauer shouldered Purdey, 

And chased the plump brown bird, he 
Millh’tliv ^ Had had smaR mind 

For his duR grind 

On Fate’s shriR hurdy-gurdy I 
“TT -^<1 as for Leopardi 
iare-bits. ^ melancholy bard, he 

Might here have found 
A mind more sound, 

More hopeful, and more hardy. 

Clough, Hartmann, Mallock ! Fiddle I 
Their doldrums are aR diddle. 

With dog and gun 
You ’R find life fun, 

The croakers cut, and gleef uRy shun 
The Sphinx and her stale riddle. 


Hishappy Thought. — Substitute for the Enfield Speaher and 


Hares and Eare-bits. 


A DOG AND HIS DAYS. 

WuFF ! London from the pavement level is a singular place, and 
who knows it from that level so weR as a dog ? I know every inch 
of it. 

Yery dirty inches, some of them. Wish sometimes my' nose were 
as elevated as, say, the Macallum More’s or a City Alderman’s.^ il 
should walk on my hind legs sometimes — ^I can, having once been a 
performing dog— eugh !— but that would attract attention, and a 
peripatetic phRosopher like me wants to see and not he seen. I see 
more than the astutest detective. For who bothers about a dog r 

Mud ! I ’m a connoisseur in mud, worse luck ! Exchanged notes 
on the subject with a pig once. He was not in it, never having been 
in London. Told him of fifty different kinds of London mud with 
fifty distmct louquets. He grunted as enviously as a poor toper at 
the description of the glories of a rich Ion vivant^s wine-ceRar. I 


painted Seven Dials on a sloppy night I He looked like a Pig Pen 
peeping into an unattainable Porker’s Paradise. I outlined Bi^gs- 
gate I ! He roRed on his hack in utter ecstasy. I described Mud 


and Swinburne, oonstitutiii a Book of P 
Schools. The contents to be mamed by heart. 


a Book of Poetry for the Dse of 


Salad Market I ! ! 

Then envy dimmed his eager eye, 

Relaxed his caudal knot ; 

And mth one long-drawn ventral sigh, 

He turned and fled the spot. 

Excuse a dog’s doggerel. Prose was not equal to the occasion. 

Are men Rke-minded with pigs? A wet day in London puts a 
decent hog-pen to the hlttsh. Wish I could do arrangements m 
dandy-grey russet apd dust-colour, and that sort of thing. I d 
picture the pavement from a dog’s point of view. It might astomsh 
you. Ex 'pede HercuUm, eh ? Apply that rule to a pretty girl on a 
dirty day m the Strand, and the pretty girl would hardly feel com- 
tPlimented. Let the pretty girl go, on foot, to cheapen roses or 
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SYMPATHY. 

Passengev (wi ch whispeTj h&hiiid his pctpsT^ to WilkinSf who hcLd heen ‘^catching it ” f/'OM the JEldcv Lccdy). ** Mother- n-Law ? 

Wilkiiis {in still fainter whiter). Ye*.” Passenger. ‘‘ ’Got jtst stjcjh *nother 1 \_They ccmsole together at the next Buffet. 


peaclies in London’s cHef market — save tlie mark ! — ^P. G. miglit as 
well take a stroll in a swampy brickfield or an ill-kept straw-yard. 
Trimness and rose-scents above, muck and malodorousness below. 
That ’s Civilisation— in London. i o 

Civilisation from a canine point of view ! Don t sniff. Cymcal r 
l^ot at all. Dogs are not cymcal, tbougb puppies — bu m a n ones — are. 
But Civilisation has queer aspects when looked at closely. ^ People 
witii tbeir beads in tide air overlook afi sorts^ of absurdities and 
abuses and anomalies, or accept tbem tacitly as inevitable matters of 
course. Look at tbe state of certain of tbe main City tborougbfares 
at tbe present time. Or of some of tbe suburban roads. *‘Up,” 
niiles of tbem, week after week, to tbe dismal^ discomfort of every- 
body — ^from drivers to dogs. All day in tbe City roads are blocked, 
while leisurely Contractors loiter over jobs tbat should be done in 
carefully-arranged detail with tbe greatest possible despatch. 

If some sooty foreign Effulgency were to be welcomed, tbe electric 
light and night-shifts would promptly be called into play. But 
when it ’s only tbe convenience, comfort, and cash of tens oi 
thousands of eifeens tbat are concerned, BurMe dawdles and 
bungles on, ignoring management, and cutting^ Science de^. ^^d 
tbe citizens grumble and suLomit. Set up a fuming Witch’ s Cauldron 
in Cbeapside tbat wafts foul-smeUing aspb;^ia from end to end, fill 
tbe Strand with dust clouds, as from a million^ door-mats violently 
banged at once, block Fleet Street with stone-piles, mud-beaps, and 
scanold-poles, keep tbe dirty chaos up for six weeks at a stretch, 
and what does Ci^sation say ? At any rate, she does noibing. 

Take a Hansom to your Suburban borne, say at Brixtom Cabby has 
to make detour after detour till be loses his way— and bis temper— 
entirely. A barrier of boards, a Gehenna of fiaring ^s-flames, and 
a bowling warder stop the way again and again and again. I ve 
followed — out of curiosity — a qursmg Cabby and a frantic p^senger 
passing in this way tbrougb miles of strange streets, and left them 
furiously fighting over fare at tbe end of tbe journey. And why r 
Because Bumble is a bumptious blunderer, and Bntons— notwiln- 
standing loudly-shouted lynoal denials — are slaves. Slaves to despotic 

I officialism, and blind ITse and Wont. , . t. 

I Cmlisation indeed I Give one of your philosophers, or journalists, 


.s or Inspectors of Huisances a dog’s day of time and a dog’s power of 
1. observation, and be ’ll knock boles in Civilisation in a way wat will 

r. surprise you. Tbat is. if be be not smitten with tbe judicial— and 
judicious — ^blunders or, say, a District Surveyor, after a bottle of 

? champagne and a peculiarly careful band-shake ftom an interested 
?. party. 

e Wuff ! Civilisation wants looking into with a keener eye tb^ 
■d that of your ordinary District Surveyor. A decent dog’s, for example. 

» A Turn for a Turner. 

My Uncle, who in tbe Milisber is, 
h Haunts tbe South Kensington Fisheries, 

^ He says tbat tbe Guides ” 

Goderet Turner provides 

ic Are tbe best; and so be bis weU-wisber is. 

it 

)f 

QUITE THE REVERSE. 

Miss Mart Anderson is a success at tbe Lyceum, but the piece 
S in which she appears, Ingomar, is a failure. ^Die young lady, as, 
presumably, a Scotch lassie, might take tbe advice of one qf her own 
nationality, who says, She ma* go in for something else 1 

Bumble’s experiments in wooden paving ^ 

T Make London one wild chaos. What a sa"TOg 

^d cash, in time, man’s fears, and cattle s ^eads, 

Could London be well paved with wooden beads I 
For then- tbe thought ’s Utopian, core’s tbe pity !— 

“ Some civic blunderers might serve the City. 

ic “ Henri Conscience.”— I f there was one man more than another 
who deserved this name, it was tbe lately deceased Comte de Cham- 

s, BORD, Hiam Cinq. 
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CHILDE CHAPPIE^S PILGRIMAGE. 

CANTO THE FIETH. 


Was meteorlike. He toped to ‘ ‘ make his pile,’’ 
And— self-deluding motn ! — ^to shim the flame 
Of sport and passion scathless ; hut the while 
Pleasure’s arch ministers at such mad hopes did smile. 


The mom is up again, the pleasant morn, 

Whose breath brings health’s fresh flush to cheeks that bloom. 

But gay Aurora must re- 
gard with scorn 

/ i / M i i n \ \ The sluggard Childe, 

I / ! ! ! M U\ A whose chamber seems a 

'7 / tomb. 

rS^Pj f4L I ®'^t ’tis broad day ; Childe 

V - w M Chappie must resume 

The flutter of existence. 
Where to fly 

' sensation, or 

surcease of gloom, 

Is food for meditation. 

HR im 111 

pigeon-match at Ful- 
,Y^M| H|||I ham, vestured fittingly ? 


L ll Fulham, green Fulham! 

/I Ji death-place of the dove, 

Thine air, with taint of 
^ wanton slaughter 
fraught, 

Is sweet to Ladies ; thee patricians love ! 

Oft in thy sungleams gentle eyes have caught 
The iiidescent hues so subtly wrought 
Upon the blood-flecked breasts of the “ blue rocks ” 
Fluttering to death. JBnnui hath often sought 
In thee a refuge from the imp that mocks, 

Dulness, the leaden scourge of Fashion’s foolish flocks. 


For alL his cynic show he was a child, 

Most mutable in wiU, and with a mind 
Shallow as cold ; self-deemed a roysterer wild, 
Juan and ALcrBiADES combined. 

He played the unconscious ape amidst mankind, 
The Proteus of their vices ; but Ms own 
Moved most to ridicule. Misfortune’s wind 
Blowing on snch light souls soon lays them prone. 

How may a vulgar fool face Nemesis alone ? 

rx, 

Nemesis stern, if slow, o’erlookmg naught, 
Scoring the debts of each uutbrifty year 
To exact the utmost. Foolish flaunter, caught 
By studied smile and calculated leer, - 
Or pseudo-Psyche glance, softly severe 
Of the sham inqenue . — ^that master-spell 


Of the sham ingenue ^ — ^that master-spell 
Which lures some dupes who bolder sirens fear’; 
That round-eyed clear regard wMch can dispel 
Or answer lingeriug doubts so eloquently well! 

X. 

Poor thralls of footlight Florizels ; by them 
The immitigable penalty is paid. 

The harpy-hearted sirens these condemn 
To hours by shame and anguish bitter made, 

By hope unlit, by pleasure unallayed. 

When the last lurid spark dies out from lust, 
When the last feeble shred of faith ’s decayed. 
Dead beyond all removal, life is dust 
By rapture uuillumined and unsustained by trust. 


Eemorseless Oreed, Society’s sordid god, 

Is thj pervadiug bane and blight ; so shown 
Not iu thy ranges only, nor alone 
In cluh-room or on race-course ; o’er the flower 
Of youth and sparkling maidenhood scarce blown 
Its parching breath hath pestilential power, 

Palsying the generous pulse, Youth’s fairest, noblest dower. 

IV. 

All thmgs smack here of from the gay lines 
Of ladies lifted Mgh, to the loud roar 
Of betters. Grirlhood fair her ear inclines 
To the harsh-eohoing cries of Six to four 1 ” 

Whilst feathered flutterers, tumbled score on score, 

Beat with maimed wings the sward. Cric ! crac ! Oh ! good ! 
Five in six shots ! A miss II Ah I that ’s a bore I 
He ’s out of it, I fear ! Think what I stood 
To win if but Sir Ckarhes ” Oh, for cahn solitude ! 

V. 

A populous solitude, where untortuxed birds, 

Swift fairy-formed and many-coloured things, 

Warble at will with notes more sweet than words. 

Here, trap-released, they open their glad wings 
Hopeful. 'A shot ! A crimson gush outsprings, 

A laB,^ some scattered feathers, and the end I 
Or maimed escape protracted torture brings. 

P, plG^sant thought I Here W ealth and Beauty blend 
Such helpless lives, for gain, in anguish to expend I 

VI. 

’Tis not for nought Childe Chaepie sought tMs spot, 

For sport or mere affeclion^ but he found 
It was a scene where he might win a pot ” 

Or ** lose a pile what^matter*? On tnis ground 
Too prudish Love its .Psyche-zone tpibound, — 

To ^ak in metaphor—ior sport is kno^ 

A wohderfol starcfl-slackener ; the sound 
Of' touted “ odds ” sufficient seems alone 
To. shake Propriety from too austere a throne. 

Sport and the Stage L..Te twain supply .rich lodes 
Yo ^ose who mine for folly’s gold ; a. game 

Dangerous roads - \ 

''Ok'^wMbb’ at pleasure or at pelf to aim 
For aught' bub cunning minds. Childe Chappie’s fame 

r TO COKSiasPOHlMEirxs.— In no case can.fiontTi»>iitioxis,, Whether 
hy % SteBD^sa and Dlraatad knralopA vf Cev«r. 


Hooray for Matthew Aenoxd, the Poet with a Pension I Don’t 
let it make you idle, Mr. Matthew ! Don’t lie on your back and 
repeat yourself, singing, ‘‘I’ll spend the goodly treasures I have 
got.” Don’t with a Pension be a Pensbunner. Remember that 
mough we have just now an Only General, yet the Laureate is not 
our Only Poet. 

A SONG OF SOUTHWOLD. 

East Anglia provides ample room for excursionists and for those who flee 
from their presence. . . . South wold, at the head of Sole Bay, is a delightful 
place .” — JJailg News. 


While I ’ve nothing to think of but what there ’s for lunch, 
And how yonder fair face should be pictured in Punch, 

There is fish to be eaten— although, with a frown, 

I find out that the best of it goes up to town : 

Yet with heartfelt delight will the epicure say, 

He is simply sublime is the shrimp of Sole Bay 1 

There is little to do ; I can go for a sail ‘ 


And reel thankful that country greengages are ripe. 

There ’s the Common, where young men and maidens can play 
That eternal Lawn Tennis from dawning of day ; 

As they brandish the rackets, and struggle, and run, 

I’ve the best of the game looking on at the fun. 

Or I wander to Walberswick, place of delight 
To the artists who paint it from morning till night ; 

But I sit on the pier and I relish the view, 

Without messing my fingers with cyanine blue. 

Little Southwold ’s tbe place to get rid of black Care, 

WHcb post equitem se(^it ” let Horace declare ; 

There are no town amusements, btit swift the time passes, 

By wild wavelets “ woAv<^Xor<r)5ofo 0a\<£o'(r7js.” 

* Of course he oany there is flctfaihg very wonderful in If our : 

esteemed Contributor had told us hpw he ‘lay w jtjh hi^ face downwards, and 
^Jhen Icfoked up at the sky, We^shoaldjhave preferred it. As it is, all bur j 
, ^eaC contributors in the country .appear to be doing the same thing. All ' 
describe' themselves as ‘‘ lying on , their Yerv nrosaic. Evidently 1 


describe' themselves as “ lying on , their bao]^.’’*^ Teiy prosaic. Evidently 1 
,they haven’t taken out their poetic licences thie year, unless they ’’re not \ 
town, at all, and then it doesn’t matter where they He. — By Mmious * 
JSdttor who cmH get (ma/y. I 

U., Printed Hatter, or Drawing* be returned, xutluut neftmpfcnied 
CepiM <kf KflL nbAuld he kont hr the Seiuleip. 
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AIDS lOWAKDS HAKIH8 CHEISTHAS AHHTTilS. 


Subjects and TitUs.—Hkib most popular stories at merry Yule-Tide 
are those dealing "with the more violent Muds of crimes and 
gloomiest of ghost-stories. The narrative of a earefolly-contrived' 
assassination always attracts numerous readers. The hrst essential., 
is to get a good title, which should he startlingly attractive. We 
suggest then the following The Doom of Dr, DeadsetJ* The 

Crime of St, Anne’s Cr^pt,” The, Manpman^s Pup^ “ The 
Death in Avenue Terrace,’^ ** Mrs,- Poison’s Boarding-House,” 
^*^Found Dead; or, The Secret of Laxtrenee’s Dancing Academy” 
MiMs Mate; or, The Forgotten Murder of Monhs-Mummery,” 
islong, hut attractive. If the story is to deal with high life, Lord 
Leonard’s Legacy sounds well,_ hut requires some such rider as, 
Or, the Pope of Newgate, to give it proper pungency. 

If murder is discarded in mvour of horrors, then the title should i 
he startling and mysterious. Hero is a short list which will he i 


ij a practisea Autnor puts tnese questions to nimseli and answers 
them, he will find^ that he has half-a-dozen genial stories ready to 
hand admirably suited for family reading round the Christmas dre. 


The Monster of mm'doch Manor,” 

Opening >Sen^ce.--This is all important. The cover and the title 
of the WO& attract the casual hookstall-reader, hut the initial line of 
I type usually determines the oi^estion whether the book shall he 
I bought or uot. A very popular story a few years ago commenced 
with the rather startling announcement : — 

The murderer paused in his ghastly work,” 

It matters little what follows so long as interest is immediatelv 
created. The stories, in fact, can take care of then^elves. Thus such j 
sentences as the following may be recommended with confidence : — I 

1. ‘‘Bead! And I am chained to himP' ga^ed Eupeet, on! 

awaking in the wood from Ms terror-swoon ^ 

2. The ship was siuking when the half-murdered Marchioness 

reached the deck • -u ^ 

3. ; As EaIiPH commenced to hum the will nurnecUy, ne saw that 

the widow of the dead man had entered the family vault,‘andwas ' 
watching him 

4. The Ju^ returned with their verdictr— 

6. “ I thought so I—as I am an Analytical Chemist, the coffee con- 
taihs poison ! This, then, accounts for the Major’s sudden d^th ! ” 

6. The two enemies both tried to' reach the cord attached to the 
safe^-valve of the halLoon, when ^ - 

Taking the above as models, tales may he easily fitted tosuit them, 
AIT that ;the Author has to dois.“ to tryhack.” For instance, in 
'No. 1 he have to work up to the situation of a man finding him- 

self chain^ to a dead companion in a forest. Perhaps they were 
prisoners who had -escaped." If so, how did they get into gaol — and 
how did they get out ? Then, in No, 2, how came the Marchioness 
to he half-murderled, ahd -under what eireumstanees did she find 
herself in a sinking ship ^ - in ISTo. 3, why was Ealph burning the 
will in the family vauft-^-and what was Mh relationship to the d^' 


a mysterious character. In the last, two eteemies are stmggling in a 


rally sumcaent, and should form a series. Take the idea of a nver 
such as the Mississippi for instance. Book I. in this case would he 
“ Before the Falls ! ” Book II. , “ Shooting the Eapids ! ” Book III, , 
“In the Whirlpool! ’’and Book lY., “Smooth Water!” Or the 
notion of a campaign may be adopted. Here, Book I. would he, 
“ Before the Battle ! ” and the others respectively, “ In the Enemy’s 
Camp! ” “ The Forlorn Hope ! ” and “ 'rce Jletis ! ” This last story 
would, so arranged, have a tr^cal conclusion j but should the 
Author wish his tale to “end happily,” he would of course change “ Fia 
Victis!” to “ Peace at Last! ” 

Each Book should have its proper number of Chapters, all with 
suggestive titles. For instance, “The Old dock turns Traitor!” 

“ Only a Grlass of Water ! ” “ Arrested ! ” and many others of a simi- 
lar ch^acter would he found useful. But, perhaps, the shortest way 
is to give a skeleton story to act as model for others. Say it contains 
four Books, each having four Chapters, and that the key-note is given 
m the opening sentence, The droxoning man still defied his assassin 
in the moonlight’’ 

. THE BAEK BEEB:0F BEABMAH’S BING-LE. | 

Boob: I, Aie !— Chapter 1. The Murder near the Brook 1 Chap. 2, 
Lucy’s Lover fails to keep his Appointment ! Chap. 3. Betective 
Bowtee’s Excursion I diap. 4. Arrested on Suspicion! 

BoqkII. Eaeth! — Ch^terl, The Pistol is found in the Fernery ! 
Chap. 2. Bowtee’s Hote-Book! Chap. 3, Eetained for the Befenoe! 
Chap. 4. The Magistrate’s Becision ! 

Book EH. Fibje ! — Chapter 1. Litcy receives a mysterious Tisitor ! 
Chap. 2. Blood-stains ! Chap. 3. A Scrap of Paper! Chap. 4. The 
Black Cap ! 

Book lY, Water? — Chafer 1, “When TMeves quarrel!” 
iCHap. 2. The- Condemned CeEl Chap. 3. Lttct learns at last the 
Secret of Beadman’s Bingle ! ,Chap. 4. “ Advance, Australia ! ” 
'jfhus* having given the’ outline of ,the Story, aE that is necessary 
is—to write it. 


' {The Gry of the Poor Clerhi) 

0 ! NOT for me the briny breezes blow ; 

0 1 no ! nor will the sun piy pale cheeks brown. 

. ■ \ j 0 ! — ^well, in fact, L ’m 'like the letter “ 0,” 

, ' • And never out of Town I 

“Amt nr THE Same Boat.”— T he P eemiee, Mr. Heebeet Glad- 
‘S3ro3SE£^e"Laujeate, Mr. Hallam Tennyson. Excellent materials 
for a CNjirie* “In the'-same boat,” said Boxjglas Jeeeoio), “but 
with very different skdls.” | 


VOL. LXXXV. 


M 
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TABLES TURNED. 

Poor Beggar. “Please spare a Penny, Sir. I haven’t had any Dinner 
TO-DAY I ” Swell. “Paw Beggah ! ” 

Poor Beggar. “I haven’t had a Meal singe Yesterday, Sir!” 

Swell. “Paw Beggah!” 

Poor Beggar. “I’ve got a Wipe and Children, Sir, all starving I” 

Swell. * ‘ Paw Beggah ! ” 

Poor Beggar. “Please spare a Penny, Sir 1” 

Swell. “ Haven’t GOT ONB—AW 1 ” Poor Beggar. “Paw Beggah!” 


LAYS OP A LAZY MINSTEEL. 

BAMBLIHG RONDEAUX. 

Raveno. 

Beneath the Tines, Hotel Belle Yue, 

I very certain I know who 
Here loves to trifle, I ’m afraid, 

Or lounge upon the balustrade. 

And watch the Lake’s oft changing hue. 

’Tis sweet to dream the morning through, 
While idle fancies we pursue, 

To pleasant plash of passing blade— 
Beneath the vines! 

I love to laze ; it ’s very true, 

I love the sky’s supernal blue ; 

To sit and smoke here in the shade, 
And slake my thirst with lemonade, 
And dream away an hour or two — 
Beneath the Tines I 


Mr. Waxford’s Handy Books are very handy. Such 
»ood titles too — only that Conservatives might call them 
“radically bad” — as, for instance. The Shilling Peerage, 
the Shilling Baronetage and Knightage, and Shilhog 
House of Commons, Perhap^ consume Chamberlaino, 
when titles will be limited to Peeral Servitude for Life, 
we shall have the Pourpenny Peerage, the Threepenny 
Baronetage, the Twopenny Knightage (it ’s dangerously 
near this at present), and the House of Commons will be 
thrown in ; but this last depends on what Government 
is “thrown out.” As for Knightage, at the present day 
it might have a chapter to itself entitled, “ Honours 
Easy.^’ 


A Toed of Taxjghaning.— At the Gloucester Festival 
of the Three Choirs— very much the cheese this, Treble 
Gloucester— Dr. Tattghan in his sermon told his an^ence 
that an Oratorio in a Cathedral was the right thing in 
the right place, and, said the Dail^ Telegraph? s Corre- 
spondent, the weight of his (Dr. v atohan’s) character 
and ofi5.oe went into the riffht scale.” Of course the 
Special was a musician, hnt ne might have told us what 
he considers the “right scale.” Prohabik he would 
reply, in this instance, “The scale of See (of Gloucester).” 
That ’s Major ; and, if so, wouldn’t Dr. Tatjghan have 
all the Minor Canons against him ? 


Con. for Female Economists.— W ould the prohibition 
of tight-lacing he a violation of “freedom of contract ' f 


PROM OTJR PRIYATE .BOX OP BOOKS. 

Marlowe’s Faustm and Goethe’s Faust form the third volume 
of Morley’s Universal Library, brought out by Messrs.' George 
Routledge and Sons, the first having been Sheridan’s Plays, and 
the second, Plays from Moltere, a dap ted by such eminent English 
Dramatists as Drtden, Tanbrugh, Wycheelt, Fielding, and that 
^est old dog of aH the collies that ever lived, Collet Cibber. 
They are most useful reprints, good type, and portable. 

Professor Mosley, who ought to be named Professor More-and- 
Mor-ley from the amount of work he undertakes, gives us, as the 
latest instalment of the Macmillan series of handy biographies, 
Richard Brinsley Sheridan^ by Mrs. Oltphant, who, writing, of 
course, well and brightly throughout^ is only thoroughly successful 
in her account of Sheridan’s domestic life. This part of the mono- 
graph is admirably done ; hut, in her treatment of his dramatic work 
and of his theatrical career, Mrs. OlifedslNT fails, either from lack of 
appreciation, or of practical experience ; and again, her treatment 
of his political career leaves mneh to he desired. Mr. Sam Weller^ s 
opinion that an abrupt oonclnsion, is the great art of letter-writing, 
because it makes the reader wish “ as there was more of it,” does 
not hold good as regards the biography of such a meteoric character 
as Richard Brinsley Sheridan. 

To return to the Plays of Moltere by eminent adapters of the 
I^toratiqn period. Professor Morlet has taken good care that if the 
dialogue is a hit wearisome toreadors of modem Plays in “Lacy’s 
™^on” (ohieflj- studied by Amateurs in search of “something 



yet with due regard to hludies of “ the young person,” who wiH 


probably (we tried it on two) get tired of Sir Martin Marr-all in 
about a quarter of an hour, and simply remark, as she lays down the 
book and thanks you for nothing, never read MoLikRB in the 
original, hnt this must be a very had translation.” "We didn’t unde- 
ceive that young person : it was John Dryden’s. 

Then we tried the Flain Dealer on another student of the modern 
Drama who knew nothing of "William Wycherly except his name, 
and he also thought it was a poor translation of a play he had heard 
a good deal about, and expressed his opinion that the entire collection, 
in which he could neyer so far interest himself as to take more than 
a cursory dip iato it, was probably a lot of pieces that had been 
refused oy Managers. These standard Comedies are certainly not 
light reading, and without skilful condensation might be very heavy 
acting. 

Number five of Professor More-and-MoR-LET’s series is to he 
Eabelais’ Gargantua and the Heroic Deeds of Fantagruel, The aid 
of Professor Fodsnap^ and Drs. Bowdhr and Barlow must surely be 
invoked before Henry Sandford and Tommy Merton can take it 
home and read it to Susan Sandford and Mary Merton. The 
experienced Editor, however, has in his manifesto already decided 
that he “ intends to respect that change in the conventions of Society 
which excludes now from our common acquaintance certain plain- 
nesses of thought and speech once honestly meant, and honestly 
allowed.” Plainnesses indeed! they are downright uglinesses, 
deformities, spots on the Shakspearian sun, arid foul blots on the 
fun and humour of the Dramatists of the Restoration. 

“ The use and beauty of old monuments,” says Professor More- 
and-MoR-LET, “ are, surely, separable from iKeir dust and dirt.” 
This, as a canon of literary and dramatic revival, seems p re 
mend itself to public judgment, but in historical resuscitations. 


reoom- 

such 
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as Mr. Jakes Gtaiednee is engaged in in 
his Letters and Papers of the Reign of 
Jlenrtf the Eighth^ 'as Presorted in the 
Public Record Office, it must not he 
allowed the slightest influence. We now- 
adays are waking up as to how History has 
been manufactured ; but the nublio records 
of facts, and the private and confidential 
letters showing the secret motives, the in- 
tendedprojects, the intrigues and thepersonal 
opinions oi the men and women of the time, 
these cannot He, and we are all beginning | 
to resent having been deceived into giving 
the genial, jovial, good-fellowship title of 
** Bluff Zing Hax” to one of the most 
unmitigated scoundrels that ever wore a 
crown. Anne Boletn we now learn from 
her own mouth was just as bad, hut — and 
there is much virtue in **but,’’ more than 
ever was in Anne — she suffered for it by 
losing her head, but Henry never once lost 
his, lor all his temper was diaboHeal. 

Mr. G^airdner is just the Qairdner who 
should be invited to dig in the Yatican 
grounds, which are now to be thrown open 
to the accredited historians of aU countries. 
There no doubt, he, being a Gairdner who 
calls a spade a spade^ would give valuable 
assistance in uprootmg old and stupid 
prejudices. 

IN THE CHANNEL. 

A REMINISCENCE OE THE GALES, 

I KNEW it !— when I have to cross. 

There always are tremendous gales. 

The beastly boat will pitch and toss, 

A wobbling motion never fails. 

E’en as it Hes beside the pier, 

The steamer ’s dancing up and down. 

Ah me ! you never seemed so dear. 
Fast-fading Hghts of Dover town. j 

‘ ‘ A Httle fresh,” that ’s what they call | 
A storm when awful waves we ship ; 

And then the Captain comes to bawl. 

He hopes I’m well wrapped up this trip. 

Hi ! Steward ! Hever leave me, then 
You ’ll earn a really noble fee. 

Oh, good Sir Edward Watkin, when 
Shall we be carried under sea I 


A YEILED COMPLIMENT, 

YTe are arriving at a fatal era of “ Onlies.” 
We have Our Only General, Our Only 
Admiral, Our Only Bide, Our Only States- 
man, Our Only Actor, Our Only Composer, 
and therefore it says the greatest things for 
the present state of EngHsh Literature, that, 
in consequence of there oeing such a plethora 
of “ Eminent Hands,” as Thackeray called 
them, in Ihe Literary World, and such an 
emharras des richesses among noveHsts, it 
should be foxmd absolutely necessary, in 
order to avoid “hurting susceptibiHties * and 
creatiag envies, jealousies, and all uncha- 
ritablenesses, to obtain the services of a 
distiaguished American Man of Letters to 
unveil a bust of Fielding, and to expatiate 
on his life and works to Fielding’s 
countrymen. 

Some years ago we should have had 
either Dickens, who was a careful student 
of Fielding, or Thackeray, for the cere- 
mony, but the latter would probably have 
declined the honour, adapting lines 

to the occasion, — am no orator as 
Dickens is,” and^ might have added that 
he had already sufficiently unveiled not the 
bust, but the man himself. “I cannot 
ofler or hope to make a hero of Harry 
Fielding,’’ writes Tbcackeratj “why hide 
his faults, why conceal Ms weaknesses in a 



cloud of periphrases? Why not show him as he is?” we hear Thackeray saying while 
giving directmnsto the Sculptor for the bust; “not robed in a marble toga, and draped 
and poHshed in an heroic attitude, but with inked ruffles and claret-stains on Ms tarnished 
la(id-ooat, and on his manly face the marks of good-fellowsMp, of illness, of kindness, cf 
car^ and wine.” 

That is unveiling i£ you like, and, for ourselves, we should have been content to have left 
it at that, unless we had called in Mr. Sala, the Anther of those capital papers on William 
Hogarth, who would not have been a wMt behind Mr. Bussell Lowell m “ oratmg,” and 
who womd probably have repHed to the invitation with the concluding lines of Thackeray’s 
Essay: “ Such a brave aud gentle heart, such an intrepid and courageous spirit, I love to 
recognise in the manly, the English Ha rr y Fielding.” . , , , 

That Mr. Lowell has scored sufficiently off Ms own hat and had his innings, is nrobably 
the reason why he was called iroon to take Ms turn at Fielding. It is part of the game. 
But, as we have already said, that an American Author should have been selected for tMs 
function, is the greatest compliment that could have been paid to the crowd of Eminent 
representing English Literature at tbe present time. 
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ANOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

Still at Lame — Difficulties — LCummers — Giving Way Sernwnette 
— Gallantry — Bathing — Discussion — Swhnming — Acrobatic 


“Now,’’ says tlie Commodore — it is settled that that is Melie- 
tuxe’s title— “ Now, what would you like to do ? ” I 

I should not he surprised were Khiick to take off his coat, and 
reply, “Fight ! ” but he doesn’t, and only says, “ Bathe.” As this 
evidently he a cooling process, the Commodore assents at once. 


^ ^ t, WJUUL C VXU.CJLJ.U1.J MV VWJ.JLJJU^ V w VJJ.VC* 

Caiyet— ’Considerations — Questions — Deception — Inli ne vaszy Cbaylet, howeyer, remarks that it is not the sort of bathing 

Deep — Down — Down — Dp — Dp — Once More on Deck-^Fros-‘ ^ares for, and therefore will not join us. 

. 7-1* TT Ti Jvt+tMvintA/nn .. -J-.- j. xl_ r* i 


pacts— Dinner' — Evening — JProinise of a Start — Anticipating KrLXTCK remonstrates, but not gently, always proYokingly, 

Delight. this is the yery place.” 

Once again in the gig, being rowed from shore to the Oreusa. “I dare say it is, but not for wie,” answers Crayxey, contem- 
Killick and Cbayley haye eyidently not had it out yet about the plating the sky. ^ , 't, , „ i • ir ^ • x 

Druidieal Remains as they came down the hill. “ He hkes bathing at Boulogne,” exclaims XiiiiCE, turnmg to us. 

Ejliick, who is of a yolatile turn, and to whom a period of move I know wha,t he hlces— beginning m two inches of water, and then 
than three minutes of unbroken silence becomes irksome, begins boldly yenturing out into a depth of at least four feet. Ugh!” 
humming. Perhaps it is the seq^uel to the air he was humming vmen and ne pretends to shudder at the idea. ^ . 

we re-embarked. His hum has not about it the drone of content- “ Well,” replies Ceayiey, eyidently nettled, “I don’t see why 
ment which makes some hums sound like a gentle purr, but it I shouli^’t prefer Boulogne — though you hayen t g^ the right pro- 
assumes an air of defiance as he giyes it out with his lips closed, and nunciation, by the way — especially as I haye not sufficient confidence 
with his nose in the air ; indeed, it strikes me that, as it is performed in my swimming to plunge into deep water.” 

louche fermee, somewhat after the manner of the Sailors’ Chorus in “What, can’t swim! Hood Gracious!^ fancy not bemg able to 
D AfricainCy it would be more correct to describe it as with the^ air swim ! ! ” and with this exclamation, which seems to express that 
in his nose, — and both descriptions are equally true. His chin is at tMs deficiency in Ceaylby’s education makes any further conyersa- 
a considerable eleyation, so that, as he looks about him sharply, it tion with him a condescension, Ejlxick disappears below. ^ 
seems as if he were challenging anybody within hail with a “Hum- MEXLEyiLLE pours oil on the troubled Cbaylet, and highly com- 
if-you-dare ” kind of tune. Ceayiey, with his back turned to mends hiin for his prudence in not jumping into deep water, when he 
Khlick, as much as his sitting position in the boat will permit, does is uncertain as to whether he will eyer come out again, 
not explicitly accept the challenge, but sets up, :S 0 to speak, a little ‘‘Exactly so,” says Cbayxey, quite pleased with himself. His 
quiet droning business, consisting of isjointed scraps of melodies, estimation of MEXXEyixxE^ as a cleyer man has evidently risen 
which he doesn’t take the trouble to connect even as a medley. immensely in less than a minute. “ What ’s the good of my drown- 

The effect is irritating. It is dificult to interfere and say, “ Don’t ing myself for the sake of a swim ? ” We both agree that he is <^te 
hum,” and the only way appears to be to start an opposition. If I right, and that so, inferentially, Kixxick is absolutely wrong. This 
do this, it occurs to me that our hostwilihe' tired of the whole lot of yerdict of the Court, Mexxetixxe and myself, satisfies Ceayxey, 
us, ana will receiye a telegram recalling him to town immediately on who, as it were, giyes' us his blessing, and bids us bathe and be 
business, which will necessitate, so he vdll tell us, his giying up his happy. We descend, and presently all, except Ceayxey, reappe^ i 
yachting this season, and then, when the present party is broken up, as acrobats ready to perform the Bounding Brothers, an idea that is 
he will start afresh ydthnew and more phable materials. materially assisted by the Captain ordering one of the men to put 

Happy Thought. — ^Don’t hum. ^ down a square bit of carpet for us to stand on when we come out. 

Kixlick, stopping short, says decidedly, as if he had had a priyate Oifiy drum and pandean pipes are wanted to complete the picture, 
and confidential inspiration on the subject, “We shall haye a fine Ceayxey is good enou^ to obserye that he envies us; “the 
day to-morrow.” < water,” he says, “looks so delicious, he wishes he were going in.” 

“ Why ?” asks Ceayxey. At aH events,' the humming is over, but “ Do 1 ” says KfxxiCK, who at the last moment seems as if he were 
Ceayxey’s “ Why ? ” is uttered in just the manner which Knxicx is taking a view of the sea very different from what he did a quarter- 
sure to resent. ^ ^ of-an-hour ago, or he would not suggest that his antagonist should 

‘ ‘ Well,” replies Kylltok, in atone implying that the meteorological do anything which would promote his enjoyment, 
evidence for his previous statement is, so olear as to be irresistible to The fact is, there is all the difference between the sort of dreamy 
any but a born fool, I feel that his tone^does convey all this, — meditation in which, when you have got your clothes on, you regard 
“ Well, just look at the sky.” the delights of bathing from some such coign of ’vantage as the shore 

Ceayxey as looking at the sky through his eyeglass sideways, and or a deck, and the contemplation of the same water -wnen you have 
his other eye is round the comer, down indirectly, but certainly, on no clothes on, and are at such close quarters with it as to practically 
K ixxi ox. A guttural inarticulate ejaculation, which might be a make your immediate plunge an imperious necessity. It doesnjt 
compliment from a Fiji Islander,^ but is uncommonly like an insult look a half, nor a quarter so attractive to you when undressed as it 
from a member of a civilised society, is the only answer he deigns to ' did before you took your things off. Then the blue sea seems to 
give. I think if our host, who opn]bmues to appear entirely absorbed iuyite you with a rippling snule, saying, Come in ! take your hoots 
m his steering, could bnly pitch them both oyerboarjl to finish their .off, &c.', you are hot aha dusty and tired! and here you will he so 
^erences m the water, he would gladly do sO ; as it, is, he hool, so clean, and so refreshed ! come ! ” But, by the time you have 
shouts earnestly and cheerily to-the crew, “ Give way, mymeni” as H '‘denuded yourself of your garments, and hy that action, and hy the 
enoouragioj^ them to reach the^ yacht as quickly as possible. But exposure to the VTinds, have already a ttifie cooled ^d refreshed 
what excellent advice (which we are so instantly hearuig, and on yourself, you begin to think whether the sea isn’t playing you false 


tho^q^cker is the progress, each minding his own business; and all who, as he is ordinaril^ the last to leave the ship when duty demands 
^vingmy” togetfe. ^ v / ‘ ^ presence, so now is' he the first to make the plunge when there 

Happy Thought, — The above is quite .a'* little Sailors’ (Sjermon. is a probability of danger, — ^f or swim as well as you may, there is a 
Goi^Htle for book, “ Sailors^ Siinday Sermons, Now onHaH^^ possibility of danger, — -just a chance (at least, so it inyariahly occurs 
Safe tt be fine,” says Ejxiick, shortly, apparently settling the to me at the last momefitj when retreat is dishonourable) that though 

re^y provoking further discussion. ^ you ’ye come out of it pafe and sound-before, yet now this time you 

Hkely to rain,” says Ceayxey, disdainfully. may not^ that a conger may get hold of you, or a gigantic sea-weed, 

^ot a ehance of it,” retortt Kixiick. Double retorts are ox a cramp, or, in lact, something mayh^pen, — ^I say I pause to 

.. ask Mexxevixxe, for the reappearance of whose head on the surface 

i. snouid say it was sure.” retorts Oeati.et. * . . T itAAn An-nnTifiT'Tr TTAxir io i-f-.*? rtnlrl 9 T'rt ‘which he 


t auu mtjaneaaas, wun an^am 01 great reiiei, wiucn, ana tnougn I am conscious of being me victim or eooa-naturea 

wnetner on account of having stopped Ms guests at k dangerous deceptton," and though I spoke my mind honestly, f would even 

r »mt, 01^1 naying brought us up safely without humping the yacht, novv rather retire ka<f put on my i clothes ^ again, and stand vd,th 
^n periectly appreciate, * Now, then, take care how you get out.” Ceayxey as a spectati of the inspiring scen,e, yet I merely reply, 
IS first up the companion, and quickly, too, as if he sus- “Eh? Oh I not coldjp” and having previously placed myself as 
pectea some suiter int^tion on the part of Ceayxey, who, hovr- near as possible to the water, on the lowest bathing-step, where I 
' ru X • one, the last being always the Commo- can, so to speak, taste a sample of the sea’s ■ temperature on my 

i nore m^eir, mat is, MEmarviXLE, who mways acts on the principle great toe, 1 raise my hands in a despairing Waterloo-Bridge- 

Ot Sfn.ckine'to'rnA RniT» nr+inA TsAftf. ■wrTiinTiA'o-A-i.'VkOTrKi'rr'Kii i-r. 1 ->a 'Ua.. Aix:i...ji'A aT.a_.x ' i j 'Ti.r® t, xVa T'awaa 


who cheerfully salutes us.indi- tyo; disappear from CmyxEY’s gaze./'It IsVwotyr fpr'a second, but it 
again, 'Ge^tl^ seems" “Where have I gut m^t a conger, "or a 

ns^Iy. . fdog-fi^? MoTf do ^yefs keep^^^,^ie^ft^ftq.%ng’:iin*der wafOT? 
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If I don’t keep my breatk— weU, evidently I shaH lose it— and tken ? i 
Wken am I coming up again ? Am I going the wrong way ? Am 

I going Tinder the keel ? Am I going to he sucked in or under, or 

oh, no !— light— more light^-and up I come once more to breathe the 
upper air with^ all the deHght of a prisoner released unexpectedly 
from the Bastide. A little of this goes a great way. With no 


It seems years smce I was on deck ; I almost expect to find things 
changed in my absence, as if I were a diving Eip Yan Winlde 
returned from a visit to the Merman’s Cave. 

Sappy Thought — Register and patent this note for a Christmas 
Book. Evident how much more in keeping woidd the History of 
JE. F. Winklehe]! he had gone to sleep under the sea! WinhU^ 
with something fishy in his nature, his fairy godmother a Peri- 
Winkle, and so forth. When I have dried myself like a herring, 
and smoked myself, too, I wOl note this down for future use. 
EjoLLiCE and Melleville are still disporting themselves in the sea 
as I go below and resume my usual habits, I mean, habiliments. 

(Gradually I glow ; ^adualLy I feel hungry ; suddenly I wish it 
was dinner-time ; and being quite dressed I am prepared to expa- 
tiate to Cbaylet on the pleasures and advantages of a good plunge 
in the sea before dinner. 

In the evening we take exercise on deck, then descendj and 
CEi.TLET tries to teach us a new game of cards ; but as the pqmt of 
it seems to consist in his winning every time, Rillice abuses it, and 
a row is imminent, but for the interposition of our host, who suggests 
a little music. We have a little music, and then to bed very early, 
as we are — ^hurrah ! — ^to sail to-morrow morning I ! 


MOSSOO^S DIARY. 

The notable stir made not only across the Channel, but on this 
side of it, by the recent appearance of M. Max O’Rell’s capital little 
book, John Bull et son Se, is not tof -be 
fZ' ! */■ wondered at. His facts are not only most 

* entertaining, but in many instances so 
jQkk remarkably fresh and original, that the 
hr British reader of average mformation and 

intelligence may be excused for wondering 
where on eartn he picked them all up. 
The following extracts from a certain 
private journal may possibly clear up the 
mystery. After the high complnnent 
^ O’Rell has paid to Mr,* Bunchy by 

^ whom he is ^uick to note that contempo- 
rary topics are treated in a s^le showing, as he aptly expresses it, 
que Von peut avoir de V esprit sans itre teste, encore moins grassier 


menoiy ana amieaDie snint. JbreneJi books about England, are not 
often over-pleasant reading, but such a verdict cannot for a moment 
be passed on the brilliant effort of M. Max O’Relx, of whom, to 

'LJ X 1 T-i- T» J* inr.. 


to subscribe himself, Q,uite sincerely, 

' Hit Ami et AnMiRATEtiR. 

Monday , — ^At last! Here am I arrived in England! Of my 
murney hfom Paris by “the direct Continental express route,” via 
Boulogne and Thames steamboat to London Bridge — later. I note, 
however, 'hj the way, that Ipass at Oreenwich the Tower of London 
{Tour de Jbondres), where Henry the Hints was executed by his 
seven wives, and where — strange' contrast! — ^the Ministers now 
annually dine the Opposition, to celebrate the event in the long 
vacations. This information £pom the Steward, who speaks French* 
His accent though is an abomination ; but a compatriot of the “forer 
cabin” informs me that he has learnt this at Oxford, where, like all 
Englishmen destined for the sea, he has taken his “nautical 
degree.” The badge of this honour, a gaily-coloured globe, with the 
letters L. G-. B. H. C. appended, is fastened round, his hat. But, to j 


a single breath ten thousand questions.- He seems to know every- 
thing, , and I gather information with rapidity.' The fearm 
deformities of men begnined with dirt, who seize my baggage like 
Yulcans and take'it ththe shore, intere^ me. 

“ Who are they ? ’’"T'ask." — ■“ " ” " ' 

“Hoblemen who Imye been ruined by'.weldiing^ on the Turf,” 
he r^hes, [with great promptness. , * ■ 

* * I5o they ever reinstate flieinfielves f V I ^ntjnue* 

' “Sometimes.” .. n . ^ 

** But they oease to te^Peers ? ” ■ " " 

“ On the contrauy— they are the Pe^sjof:Londo 3 i' Bridge.” 

We roll along in our ^four-wheefe?*” a sueeies of covered landau, 
simple "and convenient, introduced hythe Q^oeen. . . She . makes the 


journey to her Chateau Balmoral at Land’s End, in the Horth of 
Ireland (20,000 kilometres) five times a year in nothing else but this 
charming “four-wheeler.” This is why her crown is displayed 
prom in ently on the hack of each. 

On OUT way we pass St. Martin’s Baths and Wash-houses, a large 
bui ldin g, like St. Peter’s at Rome, vsith a colossal dome and two 
tmrets, Spiees and Pond’s establishment, where the haute noblesse 
dine on Guy Eaux Day and Bank Holidays, the Monument, to com- 
memorate the^ Plague of Waterloo Place, Buckingham Hospital, and 
several other interesting constructions, arriving at 115, Crofton Road, 
Bayswater, the Hobleman’s establishment in which Jack Thompson 
has arranged that I shaR he received en pension pending my sojourn 
in London for 30s. the week, just in time for the dinner of the family. 

Everythiug interests me immensely, and I notice that my host, i 
who, my^ Mend has confided to me, belongs to one of the oldest 
families in England, comes to the front door in his shirt-sleeves and 
assists the cab-driver in conveying my luggage the stairs to my 
apartment. This strikes me as patriarch^, and I learn that it is a 

S and old Ducal custom in Bayswater, the exclusive quariier of the 
Lgh Life, in which I have been particularly solicitous to coRect my 
insular experiences. 

6*30 p.M. — ^Pending preparations for dinner, I take some notes of 
the British Robleman’s family. First I regard the Robleman 
himself. He is a middle-sized, bourgeois-looking man of about 
fifty, with a red nose and uncertain gait, wearing sRppers, and 
smelling of what I at first thought was the EngRsh hqtteui*, but 
which Jack Thompson informs me is merely a rare sort of Eau de 
Cologne, patronised by the Society of the neighbourhood. However, 
he bears the ancient name of Spbigos, is Hereditary Grand Almoner 
to the Archbishop of York and Canterbttry, and, if an accident 
should happen to the Lord Chancellor w-hen on Circus, he would be 
next in succession to the Woolsack. Jack Thompson, who imparts 
this information to [me as we descend to the salle^-d-inanger, also 
briefly indicates the remaining members of the household. There is 
Madame, her two charming daughters both possessed of fabulous 
dots, a gentleman Mend from the Stock Exchange, a miUionnaire, 
^prietor of one of the largest Estates in Shepherd’s Bush, and an 
Oriental Prince, who, taking the modest name of Mr. Chtjnder 
Gxjm, has come to England to make a short stay at Bayswater, and ; 
so prepare himself better for the discharge of his future duties as 
Yiceroy of India. Altogether, 1 note that I am introduced to a 
very distingui party, ^ ^ ^ ’ 

9. p.M. — ^The dinner of the EngRsh haute noblesse is simple. At 
the table of this aristocratic family in Bayswater we have had 
Irish Stew and white Plum Pudding. I complain of this austere fare j 
to Jack Thompson, who says it is qtdte chic. Lord Speiggs, I note, | 
dines stiR in his shirt-rieeveSj and sings morsels of a comic chanson \ 
between his mouthfuls, sometimes roRmg under the table and being 
replaced. This makes one eager for inforination as to, the tastes 
and habits of the aristocratic cmsses. Here'are some items. Many- 
noble f amili es of PiccadiRy Rve on red herrings and garlic, the only 
drink permitted for the Ladies of the honsehfld being mm. Some- 
times mis diet is varied. In the season there is pancake. It is made j 
of shreds of cabbage, treacle, tea-leaves, bran, koot-leather, pork- I 
snet, and, after being flavoured with stout and nutmeg, served cold 
on soup-plates. It is said to be satisfying, and at five-o’clock tea, an 
orgy particularly British and iusular, is swallowed in large quantities 
by voracious Amazons fresh from Rotten Row and MRe End. It is 
thus the En^h Misses produce their prominent teeth. ‘ Much more 
information I get from Jack Thompson which makes me reflective. 

10 p.M. — Have had a discussion with the ^eat City mUlhnnaire on 
the relative value of Money. To iRnstrate nis theories he borrows a 
piece of two shillings and sixpence of me, and goes away suddenly to 
catch the last train for the Stock Exchange. This makes me again 
reflective. Talking to the Indian Prince, through the assistance of 
Jack Thompson, wno acts as interpreter, I learn that aR Viceroys 
of India are expected to swaRow a cavalry sword, and do the cobra : 
and pocket-banokerebief trick, and that ne^ has come In cultivate 
these accomplishments under the instruction of a distinguished ; 
“ Crammer at Bayswater. He is certainly a peculiar, person is 
this John Bull. I 'mnst'wite a book about him. 

11 p.M. Having just seen the Duke of Cambridge pass down j 
Crofton Road on Ms way from Windsor in the dark on a bi^cle, i 
ringing a dustman’s bell to announce Ms approach to the 'Horse 
Guards, I retire to rest wondering at the aplomb of these hardy i 
islanders. I note, too, that beds in England are filled with hard- 
boRed eggs ; and tins in noble mansiems where a stranger pays 39s. for 
the week. Jack Thompson, tiiroughL the waR, tells me that it^ is 
! ** aR-right,” and that the Lord C ttakbeblai n stuffs his bolster with 
^ving-stones. TMs, again, I find insular. Yes. I shaR certainly 
' turn my notes to account. John Bull is'mpst remarkable, and Son 
I Ile full of surprises. Moire of li3^,t(^morrdw. 

I , ■' -If ", ^ 

: , ' J Y' ’ 

Sir W. Y. HABiCs6thi!6 idea' dla reaRy Happy existence is in a 
I Ci^ of Spirits where there are'fio Corporationa. 
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A FALSE ALARM. 

“ Oh, Papa dear !— I wish you 'd come home. I 'm really afraid Mamma has taken a Drop too much ” 

“Gracious Heavens, Child !—what do you meant?*’ 

** That new Homceopathio Medicine, you know. I ’m afraid 1 *ve given her Seven Drops instead of Six 1 ’ 


"CHINAMANIA." 

Tetjtheui John to Madame France. ’ 

(In the spirit of fnendliness and the form of a 
celebrated original.) 

I MAKE Fold to remark — 

And my speeck shall he plain — 

That for policy dark, 

And for purposes vain, 

Chinamardae ways are peculiar ; and this view 
I— politely— maintain. 

In this year Eiuhty-Three 
To go in for this fad 
Is pure fiddle-de-dee, 

And a sight that is sad 
Save to those' who are really your foes, or, as 
friends, are exceedingly mad. 


For that Heathen Chinee 
Is a hard nut to crack, 

As you ’ll certainly see 
li you sail on that tack. 

And the worst of it is that, once started, ’tis 
hard to slack sail and put back. 

“ Heads I win, tails you lose,” 

Johnny Pigtail might say. 

Common sense would refuse 
To proceed in that way. 

Fate may play it low down upon France if she 
enters the lists with Cathay. 

And for what useful end ? 

Why for none that I see, 

And I speak as a friend, 

Pray he guided hy me. 

You will make a faux pas, 1 am sure, if you 
“ go for ” that Heathen Chinee. 


A — political — ^taste 
For such old hric^d-hrac^ 

If indulged in with haste 
Shows a plentiful lack 

Of discretion. ’Twill prove most expensive, and 
put your best friends on the rack. 

In the game you propose 
J would not take a hand ; 

We are friends and not foes ; 

You are great, you are grand ; 

But the game you are playing just now is a 
game I canwo^ understand. 

Which is why I rem^k — 

And my language is plain — 

That for policy dark 
And for purposes vain . . 

Chinamaniac ways are peculiar, and this view 
I make hold to maintain. 


What Seaside E-esort shall I choose for my Holiday ? ” — 
Rather late for the c[uestioh, hut one of Our Sea District-Yisitors 
answers it hy saying “ Southend.” He tells us that, on arriving 
there, he asked where the sea was? and was informed that it was 
out at present hut that it would he in again in a few hours. So Our 


then to the right, and then to the left. At last an old iohahitant 
ai^ed him if he had lost anything, and could he direct hjm any- 
Vhere? “To the sea, if you please,” replied the Visitor. The old 
rmfcn regarded Mm curiously for a second or so, and then led him to 
•Sie Pier. “ Walk straight on,” said tMs kindly guide, “ as far as 
You can go to the Pier-head.” “And then,’’ said the Visitor, 
sea, eh?” “Ho, Sir,” replied the Ancient Mariher, 
shaking his head, “ hut there ’s a telescope as they lets out, — ^it ’s a 


powerful glass, — and, on a clearish day, it brings the sea quite near. 
Of course, as Our Sea District-Visitor observes, it is d^ghtful to 
have the sea at any distance that suits you,— a very great point on a 
blusterous day. And there ’s another advantage,” adds Our Sea 
District-Visitor’, “ in choosing Southend as a place of resort, you can 
go there and hack in an hour-and-a-half.” Our S.D.V. came hack. 

The Very Late Q-ale.— When an Amateur Fructiculturist awoke 
next morning, and found all his unripe apples all over the ground, 
all his peaches down, his figs scattered, the glass lying about every- 
where, Ms creepers op the ground, his flowers strewn, Ms young 
trees prostrate, and branches off Ms old ones on the lawn, then he 
said to himseli, “ How I know what ‘ a windfall ’ means. But I had 
always associated it with something lucky till how.” And he 
proposes to write a new dictionary for the use of Fructiculturists. 








METROPOLITAN PRIZE PUZZLES. No. 8. 

The Billingsgate ^Iahket Puzzle. {Problem 1.) How to get into the Mabket. [Froblem 2.) How to get out of the Market. 
{Problem 3.) How to find your way Westward. {Problem 4t.) How to get rid of this Obstruction- 


A WET DAY AT THE SEA-SIDE. 

Why does not some benefactor to Ms species discoYer and pnblisli 
to a grateful world some rational way of spending a wet da 3 r at tbe 
Sea-side? Wby should it be something so unutterably miserable 
and depressing that its mere recollection afterwards makes one 
shudder ? 

TMs is the first really wet day that we have had for a fortnight, 
but what a day ! Hrom mom to dewy eye, a summer’s day, and far 
into the black night, the pitiless ram has poured and poured and 
poured. I broke the unendurable monotony of ^ gazing :from the 
weeping windows of my Sea-side lodging, iby rushing out wilMy and 
plunging madly into ihe rainy sea, and got drenched to the skin both 
ffoing and returning. After changing eyerythmg, as peoj^le say but 
don’t mean, anr! fTrinTring ; I saw something like a break in the dull 
leaden clouds, I again rushed out, and cflled on Jones, who ha^ 
r<^ms in an adjacent terrace, and, with some difidcully, persuaded 
Mm to accompany me to the only Billiard Table in the miserable 
place. We both got gloriously wet on our way to this haven of 
amusement, and were received with the pleasing intelligence that it 
was engaged by a private party of two, who had taken it until the 
rain ceased, and, when that most improbable event happened, two 
other despairing lodgers had secured the reversion. Another rush 


as he vulgarly said, the rain suited Ms book, Rnd he only hoped it 
would last for a week or two ! Ah I the selfishness of some men ! 
What cared he about my getting wet through twice in one day, so 
long as it raised the price of Ms wretched wheat ? 

My wife cooUy recommended me to read the second volume of a 
new novel she had got from the Library, called, I think, East 
Glvnne, or some such name, but how can a man read in a room with 

n ^ , 1 1.1 1 11 2.11 ^1 J . 1 -_ 1 1 


orner aespamng ioagers naa secureu xne reversion. ^ ru^ 

home, another drenching, another change of everything, except the 
weather, brought the welcome sight of dinner, over wMch we fondly 
lingered for nearly two mortal hours. 

But one cannot eat all day long, even at the Sea-side on a wet day, 
and accordingly at four o’clock I was^ again cast upon my own 
resonrces. I received, I confessj a certain amount of grim^ satisfac- 
tion at seeing Brown — ^Bumptious Brown, as we call him in ^e 
City, he being a Common Councilman^ or a Liveryman, or something 
of that kind — ^pass by in- a fl.y, with h^ps- of luggage and children, 
all looking so depressingly wet ; — and ii he had not the meanness w 
bring with m a haEf-dozen hamper, six bottles of Ms abominable 

Gladstone Claret 1 He grinned at me as he passed, like a Chester 
eat, I think they call flxat remarkaMe .animal, ^d I a^rwards 
leamt the reason.. He had b^en specnlating for a rise in wheat, and, 


evidently very uncomfortable, and the tour boys are playing at leap- 
frog ? Women have this wonderful faculty, my wife to a remarkable 
extent. I have often, with unfeigned astonishment, seen her appa- 
rently lost in the sentimental troubles of some imaginary heroine, 
while the noisy domestic reaHties around her have gone on imheeded. 

I again took my place at the window^ and g^ed upon the melan- 
choly sea, and remembered, with a smile of bitter irony, how I had 
agreed to pay an extra guinea a week for the privilege of facing the 
seal— and such a seal It was, of course, very low wate^it gene- 
rally is at charming place; and the sea had retired to its 
extremest distance, as if utterly ashamed of its duH, damp, melan- 
<dioly appearance. And there stood that ridiculous apology for a 
Pier, witii its long, lanky, handy legs, on which I have been dragged 
every evening to hear the Band play.* Such a Band! The poor 
wheezy comet was bad enough, but the trombone, with its two notes 
that it jerked oul like the snorts of a starting train, was a caution. 
Oh, that poor ^^weethearV'^ with wMch we were favoured every 
evening I I always pictured her to myself sitting at a window list- 
ening, enraptured, to a serenade from that Trombone I 

But there ’s no Band to-night, not a solitary promenader on the 
bandy-legged 'Pier, I even doubt if the Pier Master is sitting as 
usual at me receipt of custom, and I pull down ”^6 blind, to shut 
put the miserable prospect, with such an energetic jerk that I 
down the whole eompfieated machipery)^ and, nearly frighten Baby 
into a fit, while the four irreverent fM>ys indulge in a loud gunaw. 

Thank goodness,' on Satiirday I-e^change- our miserabto^ weezy, 
asthmatic Band for the. grand or^estra of the Covent Gar^n 
Promenade Concept^ and awful perfume of rotten seaweed for 
the bracing atmosphere of glorious London. ^ Outsider. 
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SOJTGS OF THE STREETS. 

mPON THE KERB, 

Upon- the Kerb, a Maiden 
neat — 

Her watchet eyes are passing 
sveet— 

There stands and waits in 
dke distress : 

The mtiddy road is pitiless, 

And ’busses thunder down the 
street 1 

A snowy skirt, all friH and 
pleat; , . 

I Two tiny, well-shod,’ dainty 

‘ Peep out, beneath her kilted 
dres^ 

Upon the Kerb ! 

I She ’ll first adyance and then 

I retreat. 

Half frightened by a Hansom 
fieet. 

She looks around, I must 
confess, 

’Withmaryellous coguettish- 
ness I— 

Then droops her eyes and looks 
discreet. 

Upon the Kerb ! 


** WiKD ! ” exclaimed Mrs. 
Kamsbothajj:, who was giving 
her account of the gale ten 
days ago on the South-East 
Coast— ‘ Wind ! Why my 
dear, it blew a perfect harico ! ” 

The Fisheries Exhibition is 
one to which the Fetes have 
been propitious. 

“Failtjre ts the Yarn 
Trade.”— Writing some un- 
successful Koyels. 
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CARDINAL HOWARD, 


The’Ex-Lifeguardsman, whom Prince Bismarck didn’t peel strong 
ENOUGH TO meet. 


THE WOPS. 

“ On account of the large apple 
crops, WaOTS are remarka^ nu- 
merous this year.” — WeeJchj 
JPaper, 

How doth the wobbling, wily 
Wops 

Improve each shining hour ! 
Within the peach he slyly 
stops. 

And stings with all his 
power 1 

How skilfully he wheels 
around, 

And maidens makes afraid : 
He loves to clear the pio-nic 
ground; 

And roll m marmalade ! 

The whispered charm of lovers’ 
talk 

He ’ll stop without ado : 

The Yicar’s sermou he will 
balk,^ 

Ajid sting the Yicar too ! 

On cake or fruit or window- 
pane, 

On pie or mutton-chops, 

He ’ll sharply sting and come 
again— 

The wobbRng, wily Wops ! 


SORROWFUL ACCENTS. 

The Daily News speaks of 
our grave conceru at the acute 
crisis iu the relations between 
France and China. This is 
indeed “ accentuating the 
difficulty.” 

new reading. 

The Drama’s laus the Drama’s 
slaverers give, 

Aud those who live on soap,” 
must “ soap ” to live. 


SHAKSPEAEIAN HEMAINS. 

Of course the Shakspearian Mayor, and the Shakspearian Yicar, 
who cleverly seizes the opportunity for letting the public know how 
badly he is ofi for funds for his Churdi’s restoration, won’t allow 
Shaespeaee’s bones to be exhumed. By the way, d jprojgos of a 
certain discussion recently started about burlesguing any work of 
Shakspeare’s, we have just received the fourth volume of the new 
edition of Sir Walter Scott’s DryderCs Works, brought out by Mr. 
WnLTAM Paterson—** Ho ! Billt Paterson ! ’’—of Edinburgh, in 
a good solid form and excellent type — quite the type of type for 
those who read by lamp- ligh^— and ably edited by Mr. George 
Saintsburt. Here we find Drvden’s version of Shakspeare’s 
Tempest, in which he collaborated with Davenant, who had started 
tbe idea, subsequently carried out by “Glorious John,” of giving 


itself, that Dryden’s own Prologue, which, as Mr. Saintsbtot 
justly says, is “ one of the most masterly tributes ever paid at tne 
shrine of Shakspeare,” has, in its connection with this work, all 
the air of overdone laudation addressed by a flatterer with a present 
purpose to serve, to a great mau before his face and coram popuio, 
whose worth he is going to depreciate, and on that depreciation 
intends to trade, directly his back is turned. , i j 

Glorious John, Hke me Immortal Bard hinwelf wheu he played 
the courtier to Q,ueen Betst, could be a ** glorious ” humbug ui any 
really indifferent matter involving no sacrifice of principle ; and m 
tbis Preface of Ms to The Tempest we don’t believe in Ms seli- 
abnegation when he shrinks from the honour of ** joioing imper- 
fections with the merits of Davenant and Shakspeare.’ Either ne 
rated Davenant too Mgh, or Shakspeare too low ; but he was at 


besides several comic minor characters and a few demons to sing 
choruses. Bones of Shakspeare! Glorious John at least made no 
bones about disturbing Shakspeare’s Hteraiy remains. 

Mr. Saintsburt calls tMs work a ** Shakspeare Travesty,” but we 
subiMt, with all due deference, that this version of The Tempest 
(wMoh Drtden calls *‘ a Comedy ”) was simply a Pantomimic and 


bra, or, as a ^ctade, at Her Majesty’s, or at the Porte St. Martin 
as'a similar to the Voyage dans la Lune, Glorious John and 
, ^ William Davenant seriously thought they were improving on 
Bhakspeare’s original work in every way, plot, dialogue, effects, 
and construetion, when they devised their version of The Tempest, 
Yery far fromDRTDEN’s thoughts was any sort of travesty ; ana tMs 
is so evident from Drtdei^s Preface, and from the Extravaganza 


he burlesqued Shakspeare’s lines and character^ and called it, out 
of compliment to the Court, Vimt Hex; or, a Dry'^d^un after the 
Tempest. 

Compensation. 

, {By a Londoner in a Lost Hansom in a wilderness of Street Repairs,) 

Ah ! Fate to trim the general balance fairly, 

It must be f aMy owned, her level best tries : 

Earthquakes she sends the South ; we get them rarely. 

But then— we have our Yestries I 

“Bound in Russia.”— On account of the recent Mgh-handed 
action of the Czar in Bulgaria, tMs unhappy land will be knoTO m 
future, at the suggestion of its titular Priuce, as *? BuBy-garia. 

Europe’s Inquirt of France.— What ’s in Annam ? 
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GASTRONOMERS AFLOAT. 

Mrs. Flcshpottle. “ Well, I must say, Mrs. Gumblewag, I like something substantial for my Dinner. Nothing, I think, 

CAN BE better THAN SOME PeA-SoUP TO BEGIN WITH ; THEN A BiLED LeG OF MUTTON WITH PLENTY OP FaT, WITH TURNIPS AND 
Caper Sauce ; then some Tripe and Onions, and one or nice Suet Dumplings as a finish 1 ** 

Mrs. GumbUtvag. “For mt part, Mum, I prefer soicething more Tasty and Flatoursome-like. Now, a well-cooked 
Bullock’s Heart, to be followed by some Liver and Bacon, and a dish of Greens, Afterwards a Jam Bolster, and a 

Black Pudding, and some Toasted Cheese to top up with, is what I call a Dinner fit for a 

\_Mr, Doddlewig does not wait to hear any ’imre / 


THE TEUTON BULLY. 

It is really impossible to naderstand wby the Chancellor’s organs in the 
Press should seize the present occasion to lecture France, isolated, unoffending 
and submissive as ^e is, as though she were meditating some sudden aggres- 
sion .” — The Times, 

WHEN/Eranee was sore smitten in angrnisli and pain, 

She lost the fair fields of Alsace and Lorraine ; 

She bowed to the Teuton, and then came surcease 
From war, and an era of cahn and of peace : 

So why should the German, with menacing^ glance. 

Still trample the congnered, and menace fair France ? 

We know how the German’s inyincible line 
Of soldiers keeps ever the watch upon Rhine, 

And France has no thought of revenge, though what man, 
Born Frenchman, but sighs when he thinks on Sedan. 

The atmosphere ’s peaceful, and hard ’tis to guess 
Why thxmderbolts issue from Germany’s press. 

The strong should be merciful, — ^why should a threat 
Bring haoK to our minds what we fain would forget? 

The German should rest since secure he can feel, ^ 

Though ploughshares will never be forged from his steel ; 
While France keeps the peace, let the Teuton to-day 
Take shame thus the part of tne bully to play. 


A CUE FOR CCELEBS. 


HISTOBIC ASSOCIATION AT THE LYCEUM. 

Mb. Henry Irving’s dressing-room is to be henceforth known as 
^ The Star Chamber.” 


“ ITomeii are divided into two classes, those with large and those with 
grnqP thumbs. A lady with spatulate fingers and a small thumb will have an 
unlimited fund of affection and freedom of soul ; love of activity, and know- 
ledge of real life; she loves and -understands horses and all other animals; 
her ideas are practical and useful.” — ** Chiromancy, or the Seienee of Taltnis-^ 
try,^* by Henry Frith and Ed. Heron- Allen. 

Tb gods ! A veritable female Crichton ! 

Oh Frith, oh Heron- Allen, reallv really 
’Tis kind an anxious world thus to enlighten ; 

But donH you put it rather too ideally ? 

Or are small female thumbs things of such rarity ? 

In any case one must indeed congratulate 
The man who owns, with rapture and hilarity, 

A wife with little thumbs and fingers spatulate. 

Only it does seem strange that we ^ould come 
To choose our spouses by the “ rule of thumb.” 

Lavinia was reading aloud — {“ Excellent practice,” Rams- 

BOTHAM considers for young people, and she adds, ** so soothing after 
lunch ”)— the Times^ review of Dr. Meyer’s learned work on Jade and 
Nephrite, and her Aunt gradually dozed. ^ Lavinia read on, and she 


sharply interrupted her. ‘‘Don’t read any more on that subject, if 
you please, my dear,” she said. “ I hate to hear about the wicked 
extravagance of such people ; and how a respectable newspaper can 

take notice of their doings But here Lavinia esqdamed, and 

her Aunt was satisfiedHout expressed her opinion that some other 
word might have been found besides Jade. 
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of the ehicken-pox ; the drawing-room, a sideboard, a piano, and a few 
old measles ; and the second floor front, a print of the Duke of Wel- 
lEsreTOiir, some china ornaments, a cabinet, and all that the last 
tenants have left of the whooping-cough. 

The Amuseynents . — Chiefly “shrinks and tea, ninepence.’^ But 
there are also a Theatre and a Band. The Theatre has rather a small 
stage, upon which, however, as the Management is ambitious, the 
most startling effects are attempted. Consequently, the Eastenders 
are never surprised when they learn that the Lessee has made up his 
mind to treat them to a realistic representation of an earthquake, or 
a railway collision on a platform not very much larger than an ample 
mantelpiece. The Lessee has a capital company, andne and they speak 
English fluently— as English is spoken in Dublin ! He is as much at 
home in his ‘‘popular assumption ’’ of Hamlet in his “favourite 
roU ” of JBox, Heed it be said after this, that he also shines in Bur- 
lesque ? But, perhaps, the Band is the favourite amusement of the 
Eastenders. It consists of about eight performers, who wear a uniform 
which, seemingly, belonged to a Light Cavalry Regiment that may 
have been disbanded for insubordination. The tunics, forage-caps, 
and over-alls are intensely and aggressively military. Thus, rather 
a comical effect is produced when the flercely-martiai musicians (who 
are warriors every inch of them — except their boots) perform on a 
few mild violins, a harp, and a flute — ^instruments better suited to the 
after-part of a penny steamer rather than to the parade-ground of ; 
the tented fleld. The bandsmen keep np their military character, I 
however, by a sort of an “ independant firing ” at the tune, which 
they only occasionally Ht. The flute is evidently deaf, as he pays 
no sort of attention to the proceedings of his colleagues, and, pre- 
sumably, dumb, as he sometimes omits a note from lack of breath, i 
Hone of the others take the slightest notice of the energetic Mtoyi of | 
the well-intentioned Conductor with the exception of the h^. The j 


EASTEND-ON-MUD. 

{Extracts frmn the Note-Booh of our Goast-Bistrict Vmtoy\) 

Hoxo to get to Easteiid^m-Miid . — ^By one of the dirtiest and most 
impunctual of railways, which starts from a hideous station^ some- 
where in the heart or the City. The terminus in question is now 
being enlarged by the addition of some new refreshment-rooms, 
intended to be used by Oriental travellers fresh from India and 
Australia, who, it is presumed, will defer their long-anticipated visits 
to their friends and relations to eat an entiemg dainty known 
as a “ ’am sandwich,” and drink a glass of some mysterious liquid 
called “ sherry ” on reaching the arrival platform. Thus the dusty- 
station grub is gradually developing into the dingy-station butterfly. 


who, possibly, attracts his attention by constantly wmspermg in his 
I ear, ‘^By Jove, Sir, I know your guilty secret, and will hang you if 
you don’t follow my beats ! ’’ Seemi n gly, the band receives some of 
I its income from the sale of programmes, and this being the ease the 
trade in these publications is rendered “ brisk ” by a land of game of 
“ melodious questions and answers.” The number of a tune is given on 
a placard, and then you guess what it possibly can be, receiving only 
the confusing assistance of the musicians in making the solution. 

■rm ” _ -J -J? 4.,. 


and drainage-works, flTiall y emerging at Eastend, after skirtmg for j 
a considerable distance an amphibious track which is at high water a i 
shallow brook, and at low water a muddy ditch. There is an alter- ; 
native route by water, which takes many hours. The steamer starts 
from London Bridge. For the convenience of the passengers, it 
would be better if it could start from Hanwell. 

The JPi'er.— Said to be the longest in the world. It is very narrow 
and rather rickety. It is now under repair. It is supplied with a 
tramway, upon wiiich runs (or rather is pushed by a man— half sailor 
— ^half porter) a truck. This truck travels occasionally to the end of 
the Pier in search of luggage. _ When a bandbox is captured, the truck 
returns to the Toll-Taker triumphantly. There are many legends 
about the building of this immense Pier. The best autbenticated is 
that it was constructed many years ago by the inhabitants of East- 
end-on-Mud, who then made a last desperate and futile effort to 
escape from their dreary dweBing-place to the other side of the 
river. There is a sort of refreshment-lighthouse at the end of the 
structure, where storm-signals are hoisted, and shrimps, sweetstuJL 
oysters, and ginger-beer are sold to the adventurous. It is presumed 
that the shrimps and oysters are caught, and the sweetstuff and 
ginger-beer , manufactured by the lighthouse-keeper, as his com- 
munications with the mainland, on account of his distance from it, 
cannot be numerous. 

The Bathing. — ^When you can catch the tide, you may t^e a d^ 
from a machine. Bnt you must be on the watch, -and seize your 
opportunity. The moment the water reaches the shore, dash in. Be 
ready, and do not have to delay to finish your toileU& de hain^ or the 
waves will be off and away for about three mHes, not to return to 
you again for twice as many hours. Once having caught the water, 
you can delightfully disport yourself in it— that is to say, if you 
don’t mind the mud. 

The ^artments* — ^Hot unlike the lodgiags at Margate or Herne 
Bay, B&wever, as Eastend-on-Mtt<i iia® ^ great name for its air, 
saidtoheinvainable to convaleecents, the rooms are generally fur- 
nished with a soupgon of some recently-disc^ded complaint. Thu?, 
the parlours will have six horse-hair chairs, a table, and the remains 


the musical, or rather unmusical riddle. This exercise must be noted 
as one of the principal “ distractions” (as foreigners would say) of 
this little far-6om-watering place. 

Beepseaville. — Hot for a moment to be associated with Eastend^on- 
Mud, of wMch, however, if the truth must be told, it is in reality a 
rapidly increasing suburb. It has a “Parade” and an “Estate 
Office” and an “ Enclosure.” This latter is a well-kept garden, to 
which the residents are admitted on purchasing a “household 
ticket ” at a shilling a week. The “outside Public” (by which are 
meant Cockneys in general, and Eastenders in particul^) can only 
gain an entrance by producing sixpence a person. This charge is 
made (so a real live park-keeper in a livery, including a red waiscoat 
and a gold hat-band, tells you) to keep the place select. There is 
also an “ Imperial Hotel,” with an excellent table d^hSte (with a nienu 
in local French) and a cellar of decent wine at reasonable prices. 
There are also afternoon toilettes, and Mashers from adjacent 
military stations, and Anglo-Indian invalides^ deserters from Bath 
and Cheltenham, and a ball is given now and again, of which the 
chief item is a salade of white musliu and red uniforms, in fact, 

“ the town on the cliff” claims a place with Folkestone and South- 
sea, and is apt to sneer at Scarborough. Thus, while the Immble 
I excursionist to Eastend drops her aspirates, the haughty denizen of 
[ Deepseaville tnrns up her nose I ^ , 

I Conchmon.— Debit the suhiect of these notes with a wretched 

railway, a great de^ of mud, and far too many Bank-Holiday 
makers. Put on the credit-side splendid air, pretty scenery, a con- 
stantly-changing panorama of ships outward and homeward bound, 
and a perfectly harmless population. Balance the two, and the 
result will be that, take it ^ round (a very long way round both by 
land and river), Eastend-on-Mud is not half bad. Only cynics wiH j 
lay a stress upon the half ! j 

Oh! those Boys! i 

The following advertisement appeared in the Bail^ Hms .* — 

A Comfortable HOME WAHTBD for an amusing little MOHKEY, to 
be SOLD cheap. 

Alas, here is another unfortunate p^ent who is unable to solve the 
great qWstion of the day, namely, “ w hat shall we do with our Boys ?” 

Ip France should want to treat with the Black Flags, and send 
I them a White One, she hasn’t got one now. 
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BETWEEN DIEPPE AND NEWHAVEN. 

Oldj Jjody {Uy JoneSi who always makes a point of "being civil to richrlooking Old 
Ladies^ who appear to be alone in the world), “How kind and attentive you’ve 
BEEN 'TO ME ALL- THE WAY. YoU REMIND ME OF THE YOUNGEST OF MY FIFTEEN 

DEAR Nephews t ” 


Mm wlien the time arrived for making out the 1)111, I 
took my departure. My quondam guests bore my absence 
with the most admirable fortitude. 

I reached the Hailw^ Station. The King was sur- 
rounded by courtiers. 1 pushed my way amongst them. 


my hand upon the door. 

As I looked at his Majesty, I could not help noticing 
that he had certainly changed since I had seen him last, 
some twenty years before. That tMs should be so filled 
me with the utmost astonishment, but so it was. 

Sire,” said I, falling upon my knees, and kissing the 
steps of the railway carriage, “ I hope you will have a 
fiie journey.” 

“ Thanks ! ” r 

window, wMch ^ - i , - - 

perform my simple act of homage, and thus cutting me 
ofic from further communication with Mm. In another 
twenty minutes the train had started on its journey. 

But there was a world of meaning in Ms Majesty’s 
exclamation of Thanks ! ” A world of meaning. 

I shall demonstrate— hereafter ! 


HOW THE KING OE SPAIN WAS INTEEVIEWED. 

(J Story of “ the Times,'') 

The Ambassador was certainly very busy, but I firmly took hold of Ms 
button, and followed him about all day. It was inconvenient, but necessary. 
Thus I had an opportunity of approaching the subject dearest to my heart in the 
pauses of business. 

“ The King would very much like to see you,” said Ms Excellency, “ but he is 
so engaged,” 

I explained to the Ambassador that His Majesty need be under no apprehen- 
sion that the time employed in givmg me an mterview would be lost. But my 
friend would not be convinced ; strangely enough, he seemed to become very 
weary. He said he would see me no more, but leave me to Ms successor— that he 
intended to resign. Then, fiin^g Mmself upon a sofa, he began to snore. I 
sat beside him on a stool, for I would not let go my hold for a moment. The 
Ambassador is the pink of courtesy, but he is also a Diplomatist. 

The Kmg,” muttered Ms Excellency at length, speaking in Ms sleep, “ the 
Ki^ wOl be at the Railway Station at nine o’clock.” 

This was enough for me ! I let go the button, and rushed out of the room. 
I saw my way to the long-desired mterview with His Majesty. 

And now I must teU. you an anecdote. A few relatives have come to stay a 
week with me. Amongst the number were my wife’s father, my sister’s brother- 
in-law, and a second cousin of my aunt by marriage. These worthy people— tired 
^d hungry from long journeys, averaging a thousandmiles or so a-piece— arrived 
in due course. They put their heads out of their cab-windows to greet me. 

“ Do back ! ” I shouted, “ don’t get out— you must aU go home again ! ” 

They seemed surprised— even disappointed— but obeyed. In a few minutes 
the cabs, loaded with undisturbed luggage, were returning to the Stations. Thus 
I sacrificed my relatives and my seH. It is true they had mvited themselves, but 
what of that r I ^ould have been charmed to- have entertained them had 1 not 
been bu^, I had also asked a few friends to dinner. 1 had arranged a simple 
menu, I hastened to the restaurant where my guests were already assembled. 

. I ordered a more costly banquet than that already commanded. 

iear ones,” I said. ‘‘ You must dine without me. TMs worthy man,” 


and 1 laid my hand affectionately on the shoulder of a rich hut rather stingy 
‘Indian, tMs worthy man will represent me. He shall he your host, 
rou Ms ^ests.” ^ 

iving also explained tMs idea thorougMy to the head- waiter, so as to guide 


As 


^^THE PAIET TALES OE SGIENCE.^^ 

{Inscribed to the ‘‘ Red Lions ” of the British Association.) 

Strange are all the tales of olden ages, 

All the wondrous lays of fairy lore, 

Sbrined in legends on the well-thumbed pages, 

Dear to childhood’s heart for evermore. 

Though the elves have left the leaves and roses. 

Pled perchance to unknown lands afar, 

StBl more strange each tale the Century knows is— 
Records of the land and sea and star. 

Fuck could girdle earth in forty minutes— 

So said Shahspeaee’s elf with boastful mind ; 
Electricity can start and win its 
Wondrous race, and leave the fay heMnd. 

Send a maiden telephonic greeting, 

Where the Mississippi’s waves are curl’d, 

You shall hear how true her heart is beating, 

Under all the seas of half the world. 

Yonder child with Fever’s hand is stricken, 

Science comes to ease the labouring breath. 

Shows how germs are born and how they quicken, 
Air and water may he charged with death. 

See the microscope new scenes preparing, 

In the Wonderland its bright lens gives, 

:es, death lives.” 

How mankind, in ages pre-Mstorio, 

Lived on lake, in cave, or by the sea. 

Science tells, and how, with meteoric 
Speed, his fl.inty arrowheads would fi.ee. 

Mastodons woxdd walk the woods primeval, 
Pterodactyls mighty wings would raise, 

Wheu the ichthyosaurus lived coeval 
With the Mammoth monsters of old days. 

See the pale astronomer unsleeping, 

Dalileo’s spirit in Ms soulj 
Watches, as some comet’s train comes sweeping, 
Where the immemorial planets roll.^ 

Star on star shines on beyond aU naming, 

H^ly Principalities and Pow’rs ; 

ALL the mighty Universe proclaiming— 

There are certes other worlds than ours. 

List, then, to the Fairy Tales of Science, 

Solemn and stupendous and sublime ; 

Nature’s voice speaks out in proud defiance 
To the puny sceptics of our time. 

A^ to age speaks on, each generation — 

Finds new wonders coining at its call, 

WMe wise men, he sure, of every nation, 

Recognise the First great Cause of all! 

“ It was a very fair dinner at Sic Dorgt Buster’s,” 
said Mrs. Ramsbotham ; ** though I tMnk a Httle more 
attention might have been bestowed on the entresols, and 
if the lights nad had what the French call their ‘ Shade- 
overs ’ it would have been better for the eyes.” 
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THE GENTLE CITIZEN TO 
THE BURGLAE. 

{A Su'b 2 irlan 'Pastoral of the Season. ) 

Oh ! come to me, my cracksman bold, 
And sack my silver, bag my gold ! 

Tby season now hath well set in, 

"Wnen thou mayst loot witb a safe skin. " 
Behold the paths are all made plain 
Bor thy pnrsnit of pleasant gain. 

So come, 0 happy Burglar, come 
To my retired suburban home ! 

I probably shall not be there, 

But some old female “ taking care,’’ 

Yet let not that thy visit stay. 

The wine, the plate are not away. 

On hospitable thoughts intent, 

I did not send them ere I went, 

Myself in holiday ease to anchor. 

With churlish forethought to my banker. 
Perish the thought I ^ The ancient dame 
Is deaf and fond of gin. Thy game 
Is all before thee where to choose, 

Scarce needing use of soft list-shoes. 

Gome then to my suburban villa I 
Its walls to thy predacious skiU, a 
Small obstacle indeed will prove. 

The decorations cracksmen love. 

The gable porch, verandah low. 

Trellis and trailer, sweetly show 
The way to upper windows clear ; 

Then there are handy ladders near, 

Thick shrubberies in which to lurk 
Whilst contemplating thy sweet work ,* 
Soft turfy plots to hush thy tread ; 

The dog IS fat and overfed. 

As for the Bobby, why, his beat 
Is three nules long, and shouldst thou meet 
That devious wanderer on thy way. 

Smash him ! To thee ’tis mere child’s play. 
He ’s armed with nothing but a stick, 

Thy pistol ’s prompt, thy aim is quick. 
Kindly Authority will not 
Arm A 13 with blade or shot. 

Should he disturb thee at thy task, 

Thou hast knife, bludgeon, pistol, mask. 
So careful is the Law to give 
Odds on thy side — ^that thou mayst live 
A life of long and easy crime. 

And score off Bobby “ all the time.” 

He comes I Thou hoLd’st revolver! PulliiJ! 
Poor Peeler ’s potted by a bullet ; 

Or if, with Bobby’s usual pluck, 

And something more than common luck, 
He close with thee, aud thoumz^s^ 1. 
Leave bi-m crushed, riddled, there — ^to die! 
So come, 0 happy Burglar, come 
To my retired suburban home ! 

Come, Tohy Crachit^ come, Bill Sikes ! — 
Wbdehever nomen thee belikes — 

Come, lift my windows, scale my doorway , 
Whilst I ’m away in Prance or JSTorway, 
Come ! If thou dost not, with impunity, 
^ Tis not f 07' wa7it of opportu7iity ! 


DOMESTIC METEOEOLOOT. 

By a Fireside Philosopher, 

Belative ” JEEumidity . — ^Tendency to tear- 
fulness on the part of Materfamilias and the 
girls, on Paterfamilias saying that he “ can’t 
afford a holiday this year.” 

Dew-Point . — ^The point attaiued — laeh- 
r 3 niially — when Paterfamilias, after an 
hour’s argument, requests, imperatively, 
that he may “ have no more nonsense ! ” 
Tension of •—Phenomenon mani- 

fested on the first signs of relentmg on the 
part of Papa. ^ « 

jyrying Power . — ^Immediate infl.uenoe of 
the appearance of the cheque-book. 
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ART iN THE MIDLANDS. 

VisiJtor {at the ShoddymlU AH Gallery), “Who painted this Porteait, do you know 
Curator, “ I believe by some London Pium, Sir ! ! ” 

Moee Bootheeation.— Even the Correspondent of the at Gei^va, usually so 

remarkably favourable to the doings of the eccentric Miss BooTH~the Fan Booth-Admitted 
last week that she was clearly in the wrong, and the Heuf chatel Authorities (hstmotly m tke 
right. Perhaps this will be gradually understood by Authorities m this land of a hundr^ 
religions and only one sauce— though the Boothists can supply the last-named article pretty 

When, mthin the last fortmght,. the ‘‘ General’’ sublet the Ea-teTa^^^ 

and presumably a sinaer, not a Saivationist, the former requested that the case mignt be 
Sard in private. When a “General” actually wants to be degraded to the. rank of a 
“ Private ^ the next in command might humour him. Everyone to ms own opinion, witn a 


in untj yUUlJ.U CJ5aJU,UXt;AWJLi. TYaj.M.u AW ^ . 

Huisanoe, which can’t be disposed of, we regret to say, m private. 

Chahoe of Tude. — ^H e is not te be called ‘‘Grand Old Man” any more; but, if you 
' ax us what his new name is to be, it is “ A First-rate Feller,” 
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ANOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

Starting — Homeric — Hehrides-^ Opinions — 3Iorning— ScrulUng — 
iMYcking — Brin — Salutations — Costume — Tubbing — Fine ^ — 
Tapley Junior — Nautical — Breahfast Weather — Reporting 

Progress — IJaps — Hints — RooTcs — Studies— Shooting, 

We are starting. I am made aware of this about five o’clock a.m. 
The overture commences with a q.uiok movement on deck within a 
few inches of my nose. 

Happy Quotation {Shahspearian). — “Sleep, gentle sleep, Natures 
soft nurse, how have they frightened thee, that I no more can lay my 
eyelids down and steep my senses in forgetfulness.’’ They do scrub 
and rub. This is what I suppose they call “ clearing the decks for 
action” — ^the action being our presently starting to cruise about the 
Hebrides. “ The Hebrides ” sounds like Greek, and seem somehow 
to be associated with Eo^tee. Homes and the Hebrides strikes me 
as a familiar title. It will have more the ring of a long voyage to 
say, when I return to London — saying it, of coarse, quite carelessly, 
as an everyday occurrence — “ Oh, I^e been to the Hebrides,” than 
merely to tell my friends, “I’ve been yachting about the coast of 
Scotland.” There are some people, I am sure, who will simply regard 
me with mixed feelings of awe and astonishment, and after replying, 
“No! really I have you! how nice!” they will go among their 
Mends, and, so to speak, make capital out of their having met “ So- 
and-so, who has just returned from the Hebrides.” 

Were I simply to say, “ I ’ve been yachting off the coast of Scot- 
land,” the sort of people alluded to above would be iuclined to laugh 
or sneer at such a way of yachting ,* in fact, they would doubt my 
statement altogether, and be prepared to swear that I had never been 
“ off the coast of Scotland” at all, but had contented myself with 
remaining on it, and imagining the rest. And others, the bold 
buccaneers who never get further than the edge of the Serpentine, 
would obseiwe, satirically, that they didn’t think much of yachting 
always in sight of land. “That’s not,” they’d say, “what^Aey 
can going to sea.” 

So, for the sake of friends and acquaintances at a distance, I am 
glad that our Commander is taking us among the Hebrides. 

Oh, that scrubbing and rubbing I Does anyone ever get accus- 
tomed to it ? I doubt it. 

What noises there are always onboard a yacht when she is getting 
“under weigh.” The anchor chains to begin with, or the two 
anchors’ ehams, as the case may be. There ’s a row ! 

^metimes I fancy there is a revolution on board, when I hear the 
sailors shouting, xmanimously, “Down with her I ” and repeating it 
ail together several times, fiercely. 

So, when they^ cry, cheerily, “Haul him in!” it sounds from 
below, either as if they were saviag life at sea, or had caught an 
enormous fish. ^ Then suddenly everj^iag goes with a whack all to 
one side, and if the dressing things haven’t been properly secured 
overnight, “bang goes saxpence ” in no time. 

^ This morning there is nothing of this sort. We seem to be along 
time in getting under weigh. 

The Merry Young Steward enters the cabin, and says there is not 
much of a breeze,^ but that we are out of Lame Har boxup, and that 
She (the Creusa) is going on as well or even better than could have 
been expected. 

In q^uiifeg Lame we leave Ireland. “ Farewell to Erin!” — 
after having been once on shore for about fifty minutes. I can add 
this to my list when I return. ** Where have you been ? ” “ Been ? 
Oh,”-— always carelessly — “cruising about Ireland, Scotland, The 
Hebrides, and so forth ’’—but always, for effect, keep the Hebrides 
to the last. 

In tile very early morning (everybody appears to get up earlier than 
everybody else, and^ the difiBiCulty is to get up first) we come upon 
one another wanderin^bout in strange fancy costumes. The smu- 1 
tation generally is “^allo I you up ! Good morning ! ” Then we 
recount to each other how we slept, how we are, and how we hope to 
h^ After this we inquire of each, other, “ Are you going on deck ? ” 
when the answer is uncertain, as if each wanted for a while, at least, 
to get rid of his compamon (a difficult thing on board a yacht), and 
then we all meet again unexpectedly on deck, when we are once 
more equally surprised, and seemiagly not best pleased. Then we 
go down agam iu detachments of one at a time. 

^Ehxicoe: is rem^kable. He is dressed, as he has been dressed all 
^ht. m fantastically-eoloured pyjamas, in which he looks like a 
Q^aman “ \^th a song” — ^that is, as if ready at any moment to 
.hold up fne mdex finger of each hand, break out into ‘^ching a ring 
’ ^ dance,— which, I believe, is the popufir view 

of a uhinaman— at all events, it is mine, judging from meir repre- 
sentative on the stage. 

^ christened the “ Great Pyjama himself with 

theiitiae round button at the top” — ^wMch, as being personal, he 
resente, and returns to his berth as if he had made a mistake in the 
day, and had determined to go to bed again, till things had taken 
a more favourable turn, and the world generally was ready to receive 


him. Subsequently, having finished my toilette, I open my door, and 
come suddenly and quite unexpectedly on KhIiICE, or rather nearly 
over Killice, who appears to be rising out of the fioor of the 
passage, as if he were a Merman who had worked his way up through 
keel with a message from the sea. He cries out, in an angry but 
frightened tone, “Here! Hi! Take care!” as I exclaim simulta- 
neously, “ Why, what the ” when I see what it is. He is taking 

a hath, and the baths on board the Creusa are not in the cabins, but 
in the passage ; I apologise,— which has no softening effect on Hm,^ as 
I hear him grumbling till he begins sluicing, sighing and groaning 
like a man under torture,— and then I step over him, and go up the 
companion and on deck. 

It is lovely, and we are sailing gently along, with wind and tide I 
should say. Everybody is happy. The Captain salutes, and takes a 
very cheeiy prospect of the weather. The Man-at-the-Wheel is 
smiling ; the men in foke’sel are lounging and chatting. They have 
finished their morning’s work, and so straight is to be our coiuse 
that no tacking, no “ gomg about” wiU he required.^ 

The Merry Young Steward comes up the companion to iaformme 
of the congenial readiness of breakfast. This information he gives 
in Ids own peculiar way. The Merry Young Steward, or Maek 
Taplbt junior, as I have abeady christened him, is, when on hoard, 
nothing if not nautical : hut being nautical, he is everything. 
Although only gifted by Nature with a paic of hands, he is always 
ready to lend one of them whenever and wherever it is required. The 
more work he has to do the better he does every bit of it, the happier 
he appears, and the more time he seems to have on Ms hands for 
fishing, pulliag and hauling at the ropes, mending clothes, cleaning 
the rifie, attending to the lines, arranging the flowers (he has a good 
eye for colour), polishing up every tMng, and coming out in several 
different costumes, Yalet, Cook’s Assistant, Butler, Sailor, Waiter, 
Steward, in the course of the day. As the late Mr. BoBSOisr used to 
say when, in the Faroe of Catching a Mermaid^ he sang “ The 
Country Fair^^ “ Oh, he ’s a w-o-o-o-nderful b-o-o-oy ! ” 

He announces each meM with a cheery “Breakfast is under weigh, 
Sir,” or “ Dinner or Lunch”— as the case may he— “ is under weigh, 
Sir ! ” TMs morning^ at breakfast, he comes, with a beaming coun- 
tenance, to inform ms master that “ he must take in a reef in the 
butter,” as, from some accident or other, our supply of this article is 
limited. 

We don’t grumble, we don’t look serious, we don’t complain, but 
such is the eifeot of Maek Tapley Junior’s cheeriness, we all become 
suddenly quite mirtMul and ready to scream with laughter at the 
prospect of short commons in tMs direction, If he had announced 
to us, on returning from some foraging expedition with an empty 
basket, that the island where he had been was a desert, that there 
was no land within three days’ sail even with the most favourable 
breeze, and that our provisions were reduced to a backgammon board 
and a cruet-stand, and that starvation (he would put tMs in Ms 
brightest and happiest manner) was imminent, we should all cheer 
up, and even feel that we had had rather a satisfactory meal than 
otherwise. So we assist with a will “in taking in a reef in the 
butter,” and make up for the deficiency with, as Tapley Junior 
suggests, “ double rations of marmalade.” 

If all meals on hoard a yacht, while in motion, could be like tMs, 
then yachting would be perfect. It is the very poetry of motion ; 
but oh, when the prose comes, or when the poetry becomes a little 
uneven, and then gradually ecceutric I 

The breakfast passes off pleasantly, all having been put into excel- 
lent spirits by the Merry Young Steward, and Ceayley doesn’t 
contradict Killice more than half a dozen times on as many subjects, 
and we saunter on to the deck to enjoy the morning, which we all 
agree is heavenly. Our host smiles bemgnly and with becomiug 
modesty, as if deprecating anything like a compliment on our part 
being addressed to himself in gratefM acknowledgment of the mag- 
nificent state of the weather. Some hosts invariably take to them- 
selves their guests’ hearty commendation of the weather, and reply 
to any remark on the beauty of the day, in an off-hand way, with 
“ Yes, isn’t it? ” their tone Deing that of men with special pn’soLeges 
who can afford to pity such ordinary people as are conreelled to put 
up with any sort or weather they can get. Yet even Melleville, 
seated reposefully, admits that “It is certainly very pleasant,” and 
evidently wishes us to understand that this is nothing to what can be 
done in the way of fine weather when we ’re out yachting with him* 

Where are we ? Larne has vanished. • But there are coasts left 
and right. The Commodore will explain* Tapuby Junior brings on 
deck a chart, in wMch all the sea is marked like land in an ordmary 
map, so that, after sailing about with my index finger from point to 
point for ten minutes, I give it up in despair, and prefer being 
mstructed by “One, Who Knows.” Eillice and Ceayley are at 
loggerheads already as to where we are. The former is positive that 
Ireland is on our left and Scotland on oar right, while the latter is 
certain that the situation is exactly the reverse. 

We are perpetually referring to maps, and asking each other, 
“ Where are we ? ” N Which is Ireland ? ’’ “ WMch is Scotland ? 
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“Where’s the Isle of”— whatever it maybe, and so forth. This ahap-hazard pot-shot, there is no knowing what, or whom, mtliin 
leads to discussion and contradiotaon. _ How, what a waste of time a hundred yai-ds, he may not kUl. 

and trial of temper wodd be avoided if along the shore, wherever 'Fortunately, in sailing among the northern islonds we are never so 
practicable, :Qotice-pop:'cls were stuck Ireland,’* or * Scot- close to shore as to render his snooting at a duck positively dangerous 

land,” or kngland, as the case may be. How useful to snips firom to one of the occasional islanders ; or, if we are ever sufficiently near 
everywhere! All the Islands should have boards up with their for Ktllice’s shooting to be dangerous, the islands are generally to 
names on them. Hallway Stataons have the names up, streets have ; all appearance uninhabited, or, should there be a cottage or two 
why not bays and creeks, and ffhlfs ^d the entrances into seas r scattered about at unsociable distances from one another, as if their 
Why not at the comer of an island have a board up, with This wsition was due to some volcanically social disturbance that had 
way to the Atlantic ” i and so on. ^ ^ oispersed them in this manner, there is no sign of a living soul 

However, we take our information from Melleville, who, with- anywhere about, even to watch the few cows that may be grazing 
out the aid of^ the chart, knows all about it, — ^is acQ[uainted witb the near the sea-shore, apparently on sea-weed, small crabs, shrimps, 
names of the islands, the swifts, the shoals, the rocks, and so forth, and jelly-fish. By the way, what a curious fiavour this cow’s TnilV 
but prefers to point them out on the chart, for the sake of practice must have ! 

and for satisfactory corroboration, in order to prevent dispute. Sappy Thought— To quote Shakspeare’s Macbeth, as we ’re off 
BkLLiCK aud Crayley discover that they were both right, as each the Scottish Coast, d propos of Kjllice’s shooting— “ "^Yhat is ’t you 
declares he had meant exactly what the chart ffiows is really the do ? ” “A deed without an aim.” 

geography of the place. — 

It is wonderful what a collection of books has been brought on 
board by everyone. The library is considerable and varied. To OUR PARENTS, 

account for this we explain to one another that, as old hands at this it? 4i n ^ \ 

sort of thing, we know how difficult it is to amuse oneself during a [Further Correspmidcjicc.) 

calm, and in general what a first-rate opportunity for getting through _ SiR, — ^I hold a good official position, am in receipt of a handsome 
novels, or, in fact, any sort of literature yachting affords. income, am weU connected, and I nave three hoys who have all 

Every morning after breakfast, therefore, we aj^pear on deck, each received the education of Gentlemen. Coming to the conclusion how- 
witli his book. Our host has one of D audet’s novels, Crayley one ever that, at the ripe age of fifteen, there is no immediate opening to be 
of BoisaoBEY’s, Ejllice: has laid in a stock of cheap novels, bound found for them in their own sphere of life, — ^at least, without involving 
in illustrated covers, evidently intended to attract the Public in the me in expenditure that I do not feel justified in incurring— I have 
same way that a work of Art outside a booth at a fair, or a theatrical apprenticed one to a journeyman plumber, while of the other two I 
picture-poster on a wall is intended to attract, and with about as have, without any hesitation, made respectively an omnibus^ eon- 
much truth. EjI/LICi: doesn’t profess to know the names of the dnetor and a provmeial dustman. Beyond a little back-stair influ- 
hooks, or of the Authors ; he has gone entirely by the pictures, and enee, the whole husiuess has cost me aeinially nothing, and the lads 
has picked them out of a “job lot,” marked ‘‘ reduced to a shilling.” acknowledge that they have a start in life that not one father in a 
One of these — a different one every mo rnin g — is always in his hand, himdred would have given them. That they may prosper, and 
His method of reading, when he does read at aH, for he has a rifle by eventually take care of and support him in his old age, is the well- 
his side and a pouch oi ammunition, and is perpetually on the look calculated design and earnest wish of yours obediently, 
out for all sorts of sea-fowl, guillemots, divers, guHs, whales, and An Oxeord D.C.L. 

porpoises, all game that comes ia sight--Ws method of reading g j haven’t been home for the holidays more than three days 
^ XL® reviewmy me outsides m cmer to see (■,j^e’retohavenine'weeks,notinelndingthethreeez;traones'wegotfor 

which picture is the most sen^o^ fte forgets them from day to carriage of the head Wter’s mofiier-in-law), and I don’t know 


OUE PARENTS. 

( Fu rther Correspmidcncc . ) 

Sir, — ^I hold a good official position, am in receipt of a handsome 
income, am weU connected, and I nave three hoys who have all 


out for all sorts of sea-fowl, guillemots, divers, guHs, whales, and 

po^oises, an h^g game that comes in sight--Ws method of reading g j . 

is to exalte an Ms books— revie^^ae outsides— m order to see (.jye’rl to have nine weeks, not ineln 
which pictoe IS the most sen^o^ fte forgets them from day to ^ carriage of the head Wter’s 
^y d^g the first part of our tnp), and then, havi^^e his seke- jaygelf. 


of flannel 


sses, kept 
Leys from 


and a p^ch o± eartoidges siun| over ms snomaer, , up to next. P’raps I might have had some fun if my seven elder 

^ The next pa^ of lus performance, for he can t settle down to read- hadn’t ^ been sent to reformatories. So please put in this 

mg at once, is to look aR round to where we me— this we all do atkI let it say a word for me. Eor though mother complains 

whenever we come on deck, no matter wh^en it is, d^g the day, gayg j ^ 

and no matter whether we are sailing, becalmed, or m harbour, there Tin;! Flower op the Fxoce, 

being always a sort of instinct, even in the two last-named oases, 

that we may have drifted, or got away somehow ; and, indeed, I Sir,— W ill you tell me what I am to do r I have a couple ot boys, 


a long sleep, and look about with the puzzled air of men whose eyes But the holidays are mtolerable. They mve the pums one week at 
are not yet accustomed to the light, and whose first words wOl be, if Christmas, and no less than three at Midsummer. I consider this, 
they speak, “WTiere are we now, eh?”— and Killice being no Sir, simple swindling on the pmt of the Authorities, especially as my 
exceptmn to the rule, though, of course, each man has Ms charac- two sons, when at home, so irritate me by their mere presence t^t I 
teristio way of looking about him, and liimcK’s is one of aimoy- am continually pursuing them from room to rwm mth a broomstick, 
ance, as he scans the scenery frowningly, with tightly-closed lips, They are at the present moment cowering undgethebed m the spare 
and ids hand clutching the rifle, as if ready to deal out destruction room, much to my exasperation : and where they get their abomi- 
eyen to the landscape itself, and put a hole into it, as if it were a nahle ill-temper from is, and always has been, an ^solved puzzle 
panorama painted on canvas, if it isn’t exactly to bis taste. ^ ^ to your long-suffering Correspondent, A Hice Mother. 

Having expressed in a single grunt Ms general dissatisfaction with giR— Your Correspondent, the '‘Mother of Hine Burglars,” is 


A Rice Mother. 


everything, and, so to speak, turned up to »ose at JN^ature for pre- nght— home itoien 
senting herseK under such an aspect to Mm on that ^rning T^en f • holidays at all, 
Tiii Alao-rlfT A'lmAA+Arl -fLA bfl.vA .^sATicifithiTifl* fluito different readv j* iJ. 


Sir,— Y our Correspndent, the “Mother of Hine Buxgtos,” is 
dte right— home influence is a mistake. Acting on tMs principle, 


he had clearly expected her to have something quite different ready 
for him, — as, if it is nothing but sea, he wants land ; if in sight of land., 
he wants it to be all sea ; if we ’re among islands, he complains of 
the monotony of the view, and so forth, — ^he deposits Ms rifle and 
cartridge-pouch on the seat by Ms side, and then opens Ms novel. 
As he has by -this time forgotten wbat the picture was, hie has to 


scholars is no mean one; 
: fourteen years, while no 
oinor but fairly stiff sen- 


oyer the pages, one at a time-at first, then three or lour rapidlyj men have also turned out several cabmen, two crossmg- 

in handfuls, until Ms attention may he arrested by some description and we stand very well at the Inebriates^ Home. Can I 

that tallies with the sensational situation depicted on. the outside. p j|. course, he understood that I keep a good 

If he succeeds in finding tMs within the first^ ten mmtites, he wiH warders, and that, thpugh I give no vacation, I find it wise 

either settle down to” that page, or he takes its number,— tieatag salutary to take one. But whenever I am absent for more than 

it like a cabman witii whom he had had a dispute— and, his attention months at a time, I need.scaroiy add that myplace is invariably 

perhaps being distracted by the harsh quack of *a sea-fowl, or being competent and painstakhig tJm>ER-MASTER. 

object wreak' Ms intetionaIIyt^b£|!% ject, hpt, uffiffie.yo-igCorresponderds, I m to waste 


ipbteht, vengeance. When. I say “praotics^ impomnt, tms is 
ly true when he aims Very carefully at anything ; but if he takes 


Yours, &c., 


Green Gooseberry. 
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ON THE SKYE-LAEK. 

A Bong of Eigh Jmks among High Fmonages in High Latitudes, 
dedicated in a holiday humour, hut with ^profound respect, to whom 
it may concern. 

Ant— ** Jack BoHnsonJ* 

Gtai perils and the pothers of the Session past, 

The Pembroke Castk Nortl iwardhol was boimd at last, 

And W nxi A M to the winds all Ms longshore troubles cast ; 

And chief among Ms messmates was Ale Ten-i^tx-son'. 

Eor Ajqeeed had a tenor Yoioe, and songs could sing galore, 

And he twan^led “ like an angel on a harp he always bore, 

And along with the crew he had come away from shore, 

As Minstrel for the voyage— Alfred Ten'-et-son' ! 

Singing toddi-oddi-iddi-iddi-um-tum-tay ! &c. 

Per William he had met with him, and cried, “I say. 

Mayhap you ^d not object that harp to twangle and to play. 

Like the old Sirens, out at sea ? The Minstrel answered, “ Kay, 

I shouldn’t, — ^not a morsel,” says Ale Tee’-ey-son. 

Says William to Mm, “ I have joined tMs here sMp, 


“ Oh, never mind ! ” says Alfred ; don’t you go and raise a squall. 
I Confound it, don’t you know me I ’m Ale TEN-mr-soN ! ” 

Says William, “ Pray remember the advice you gave to me. 

’Tis now three years ago or more since first I tried the sea, 

I find these frolics set me up, and so I ’m sure will he / ” 

“ Upon my word, he Mts it,” says Ale TE2ir-NY-soM. 

Singing toddi-oddi, &e. 

I Says the Sawbones, says he, “Well, it may be as you state, 

Tk X J 2 ' X- » X .T ’ TT 1 11 1 - . _ X Q 


Singing toddi-oddi, &c. 

^ R^n the Pembroke Casth^s poop they both sat down, ‘ 
A-telking of great statesmen and of bards of Mgh renown : 

A-udimey drank as much — say nectar — as might come to half-a-crown. 

^^s is really very jolly ! ” says Axe Tem-et-soe. 

As William was about another long yam to out-pay, 

A Sawbones party came abaft— in nautical array. 

. sMver me 1 ” says William, “ i£ here isn’t that Sir A 

W no d ha’ thought of seeing you here ? ” says Ale Tek-et-som. 
/ Singing toddi-oddi, &c. 

The SaT^ones he seemed staggered. “Eh!” says he, “the talk 
e^ed* tali’? 

^ ? ,aiid: pipes ? , Oh I William, such Mgh jinks won’t do at 


And you 'ii Imd we 're on the ‘ Skyelark,’ ” says Ale Tee-nt-soit. 
So he plumped do™ on a barrel, and the laurels round Ms head 
Took a Bacchanalian rake, and on Ms harp he twan-gle-ed, 

Whilst William danced a hornpipe, with a light elastic tread. 

“ There, ^Aatdoesn’t look like doldrums,” says Ale Tem-et-soit. 

Singing toddi-oddi, &c. 

Then the Sawbones Mtohed Ms trousers and he— measured out a glass— 
WMch wasnH homoeopatMc— and he cried, “Well, let it pass!” 
Then he lit Ms pipe and listened. * ‘ a man must be an ass 
^ To ^ay the owl for ever ! ” says Ale Tee-et-som. 

“ To fret and stew about things much is all in vain. 

We are ofi to Skye and Orkney, and ‘ to Korroway o’er the main’ 

As to William, when to Westminster he does come back again ” 

Then they were ofE ere one could say “ Ale Tbe-et-soe !” 

Singing toddi-oddi-iddi-iddi-um-tum-tay ! &c. 

Poor Mr. Pariei ! The Whale is dead ! So like a Whale too ! 
0 Whaley Whaley 0 ! ” Mr. Pariei may cry in this whale of 
tears, but he cannot raise a whale, except on the back of that little 
boy who may be jeering at Ms misfortunes. But we draw a wale 
over the proceedings. 

H is no use the Prench sending out raw troops to China, as the 
broiling heat will cook them, and they ’U be sent back within a very 
short time of their arrival thoroughly done. 







September 22, 1883.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


141 


A LAUREATE'S LOG. 

{Rough Weather Notes from the New Berth-day Book.) 
Monday. 

If you ’re waking, please don’t call me, please don’t call me, Cubeie 
dear, 

For they tell me tkat to-morrow t ’wards tke open we ’re to steer ! 
jj^o doukt, for you and those aloft, the maddest merriest way, — 

But I always feel best in a bay, Cueeie, I always feel best in a bay I 

Tuesday. 

Take, take, take ? — 

What wBl I take for tea ? 

The thinnest slice— no butter, — 

And that ’s quite enough for me I 

Wednesday. 

It is the little roB within the berth 
That by-and-by will put an end to mhth, 

And, never ceasing, slowly prostrate all ! 

Teuesday. 

Let me alone ! What pleasure can you have 
In chaffing evil ? T^ me, what ’s the fun 
Of ever climbing up the climbing wave ? 

All you the rest, you know how to behave 
In roughish weather I I, for one, 

Ask for the shore — or death, dark death, — I am so done I 
Fetday. 

Twelve knots an hour ! But what am I ? 
k. poet, with no laud in si^ht. 

Insisting that he feels “all right” 

. With half a smile—and half a sigh I 

Satueday. 

Comfort ? Comfort scorned of lubbers ! Hear this truth the Poet roar, 
That a sorrow’s crown of sorrows is remembering days on shore. 
Drug his soda, lest he learn it when the Foreland gleams a spec 
In the dead unhappy night, when he can’t sit up on deck ! 

Sunday. 

Ah ! you ’ve called me nice and early, nice and early, Cueete dear ! 
What ? Really in ? Well, come, the news I ’m precious glad to hear ; 
For though in such good company I willingly would stay— 

I’m glad to be back m the bay, Cueeie, I’m glad to be back in the bay! 


ALPHONSO ABEOAD. 

The King of Spain is to send two telegrams a day to Queen 
Christina, whose jealous propensities have been publicly illustrated 
of late. Here are a jEew intercepted : — 

‘ Paris. Noon , — ^As I arrived in strict mcognito, of course,^ not 
more than a thousand people or so to meet me, and none of the 
President’s family. I don’t call Madame G^vr an irresistible 
beauty, but perhaps it was better so — especially since Madame Wilson 
isn’t more than two-and-thirty. FE3MsrAN Nunez quite changed. 
Staid, sober, respectable. Suggests the Arts JDicoratifs, and M. 
Maspeeo on Egyptology as amusements. 

Paris. Midniglit , — Only time for word. Arts Bicriatifs and JDum 
spero spiro on Egypt— houris — odalisques — ^fatiguing. No Ladies 
present. Bed directly after supper— bread and cheese and olla 
prodrida in memory of thee. 

Munich. JVbow.— Austerest capital in Europe, except Madrid as I 
have reformed it. Art shows splendid, but am gratified torernark 
that classic figures carefully curtained “ for the King of Spain.” 
DeHcate attention that of Ludwig’s ; of course he ’s invisible, but 
shall leave a card. 

Munich. Suggestions in last as to Lola Montes most 

unjust. Never thought of her all day, although, as you remark, the 
name is Spanish. Spent entire day practising German and trying on 
German uniforms. Find them rather heavy for my figure— tongue 
and togs. Confess that have been half-an-hour in a Hergarten — 
but no Ladies— and Mozart with violoncello. 

^ Berlin. Woow.— Only time for a word. Military duties iny;>era- 
tiye. Princess Imperial charming, but never thought of . flirting 
wilh. her. Englishwoman— don’t flirt. Besides, all time given up 
to Mars. Yenus nowhere. ^ . 

Berlin. did kiss the third high-bom Lady-in- 

Waiting at the tep of jthe kitchen-stairs. Have two appointments 
with hkrgarl^nfrSnldi^, Haye just been behind the scenes of all 
the theatres, and invited everypody to supper. And mean to not go 
home tin morning, f Fpr it ’s really more than a monarch 

can manage, protesting virtue twie^' it dky by tdegram ivhen he ’s a 
Spaniard and a Bourbon. , * 


EEG^LAE EUIA". 

{Yankee Romance^ written up to date.) 

“ Such is the colossal character of the fortunes now made on the other side 
of the Atlantic tlmt a man who can only own to eight millions sterling attracts 
but little notice in Wall Street ; as to a million, it is comparatiye beggary.’’ — 
Baity Baper. 

* * * ♦ it * 

The^ wealthy Pork-factor took another turn facross the gorgeous 
reception hall that served as the dravdng-room of his splendid and 
p^atial mansion. As he advanced, the rich pile of the costly 
Damascus rugs that were heaped indiscriminately about the marble 
floor literally impeded his xjrogress. With a sudden pause he fell 
upon a gold tapestried and brought his clenched fist angrily 
down upon a priceless inlaid ivory Indian writing-table. The blow 
shattered it to atoms. At the same time several 175^ carat diamonds 
flew with a jerk out of the crowd of keeper rings the millionnaire wore, 
all over the apartment. 

But a plush-legged and powdered fifteeu-stoue menial shovelled 
them up with mdlfierence, and tossed them into the street below. 

Such scenes were common all along the best side of Fifty-ninth 
Avenue, and the mistress of the house merely gave a jiretty laugh. 
She had got to the figure of three hundred and ninety dollars in 
emeralds on her front, and looked spry. 

“ Guess you ’re riled ? ” she said. 

“ Guess T am,” the Pork-factor replied, with a six-horse oath. 
Then he added, between his teeth, “I’m going to make it white hot 
for Hirah.” 

At this moment a Dude entered. He was cleanly fixed, and would 
have passed for a Gentleman in the deluge. But there was a slight 
pause as he appeared. Then the Pork-factor rose, and threw an 
ormolu inkstand or so through a Boticelli. The new-comer noticed 
the irritation, and merely smoled. 

“ It’s no use, my respected bosses,” he said ; “ you may do what 
you darned please; but I am not going for pork.” 

There was a scene in that gorgeous diuwing-room that could he 
heard distiuctly at Chicago. A jewelled cMckerin^ was broken into 
candle spills, and both the chimneys were set on fire by a blaze of 

five thousand dollar notes. 

* ^ * 

As the Dude entered the Momus ten minutes later there was a 
sympathetic cry of “ Wal ? ” 

“He has cut me ofi with a million,” he replied, quietly draining 
an iced Ifiephant Ronser as he spoke. “ I ’m a ruined cuss I ’’ 

“ You air I — ^you air I ” was the prompt reply ; and the entire con- 
signment went for a new Club then and there. Things move smart 

in the States. They had left him to rot on that figure in the gutter I 

^ 


An Oxford Education. — At the Oxford Hall of Music, Sir, I 
mean, which might he affiliated to the Royal College of Music, of 
which we have not heard so very much lately, Jock and Jenny are a 
wonderful pair, and their duet is something like a genuine Monster 



Jock-ular and Jenny -ings performance. 


Concert. By the way, it’s a wonderful audience at the Oxford, 
quite a study in itself, for its veaj respectable bourgeois character. 
Husbands, wives, and small families are there — ^I saw one hahy with 
a bottle enjoying itself amazingly— all equally pleased, ^d nw par- 
ticularly demonstrative. ^ The comic smging of a Mr. !^rry 
Hunter, and his eccentric dancing, were the best things m the 
entertainment, which otherwise, always exceptmg Jock and Jermy, 
who are delightful, was not quite up to the Oxford Hall-mark. I’ll 
try another, and report myself. Your Representaxive. 
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LAYS OF A LAZY 
MINSTEEL. 

EONDEATJX. 

Chamoyni. 

A Climbing: Girl, I met, 
you know, 

Above tbe Yalley, in the 
snow : 

I raised my hat, she 
deigned to speak, 

She pointed out each pass 
and peak, 

And sombre pine-trees 
down below. 

We watched the sunset’s 
ruddy glow, 

We watched the length- 
ened shadows grow; 

Her eyes and dimples 
were unique — 

A Climbing Girl ! 

To Chamouni our pace was 
slow, 

It darker ^ew, we whis- 
pered low ; 

Her dimples played at 
hide and seek — 

Ah, me ! ’twas only Tues- 
day week 

She married Viscount So- 
and-so — 

A Climbing Girl ! 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS -NO. 154. 


The Police propose to get 
rid o£ the old Charley’s ” 
rattle. They found it any- 
thing but “ an agreeable 
rattle.” Instead of this 
they are to have whistles. 
Duett, — or, better, a “ con- 
certed ” piece, — for the 
Constables, “ Wlmth'—and 
IHl come to you, my 
LadP^ This can be ar- 
ranged for the next Police 
F4te at the Crystal Police- 
no, Palace. 


A Chinesb Puzzle.— The 
Despatches from Tonquin, 



J. E. GORST, Q.C., 

Of the Fourth Party “ Quorum fabs Magna fui ’’—but it needs no 
“ Gorst ” to tell us that. 


GERMANY TO FRANCE. 

{^According to the “ North 
German Gazette.^ 

Ain— The Gay CavaUerJ*^ 

To Tonkin she has gone, 
This is capital fun ! 
Though, as policy, fiddle- 
de-dee. 

If adventure she love, 

I shan’t throw down the 
glove, 

She may go to— Hong- 
Kong/or me! 


ATTi THE DIFFERENCE. 

A TRUE sense of Propor- 
tion is thought to be the 
basis of a good judgment 
in what are called the Fine 
Arts. It is conspicuous— 
hy its absence — ^in the 
“fine” arts, as practised 
by many of our Magis- 


Me. Chamberlain has 
been yachting. As the song 
says, “ They all do it.” 
The President of the Board 
of Trade became so popular 
with the men on board that 
they christened him the 
“Birmingham Pet, or the 
Darling of his Screw.” 


Consolation foe Old 
Age.— What il you have 
arrived at the sh^-dy side 
of sixty ? You are entitled 
to exemption from the Ha- 
bility to serve on Juries. 
N.B. — Only be sure to claim 
it every September in due 
time, n necessary, to get 
your name struck ofi the 
Jury List. 

“Dissolving Views of 
London.” — Bootle’s Houses 
and Southampton^ Build- 
ings fast disappearing. 


A CHIP FROM THE PREMIERES LOG. 

Off West Coast of Scotland . — ^Three bells. At least, think\it ’s 
three bells, but not quite positive. Glorious weather. Glorious 
health. Pleasant to have companionship (not another vessel) of 
TprNYsoN, also Sir Andrew Clarke, ^ Lord Dalhousie, and family. 
Rty that Andrew Clarke will forbid me to talk of polities ; also 
has asked Tennyson not to excite me by reciting too much poetry to 
harm in a little of the Promise of May just before bed- 
time, but nothing else. Useful to have a Medici Adviser on board 
who can keep off Liberal Addresses. 

Just had a splendid lark with Poet Laureate, behind funnel, where 
Andrew Clarke couldn’t see us. (^me of “capping verses.” 
Tennyson awfully good at it. I tell him he oughtn’t to be allowed 


election. Hope deputation hasn’t heard about Sunday sitting of 
House of Commons. I go down and talk to them through the lee- 
scuppers, as I fancy they are called, soothingly. Invite them to 
service on board (it being Sunday), and read them the passage about 
the “ Widow’s Cruise^” as most appropriate. Find afterwards that 
old Tennyson is horribly offended, because he wanted one^ of his am. 
things used as a hymn I Strome Ferrymen ask for distinct pledge 
that anchor won’t be raised till Monday morning. Captain says he ’s 
“taken the pledge” long ago, and Andrew Clarke assures fishemen 
that any further conversation will give me an attack of apqpmxy. 
Why not caU Strome Ferry a “ corrupt constituency,” and disfran- 
chise it ? 

Somewhere near Stornaway . — Feel gloriously well. Got up earl^ 
and knocked at Tennyson’s cabin to wake hun. Thought I 
please him by shouting through key-hole a quotation from May 
Queen, about “You must w&e and caU me early.” Tennyson 
shouted back that he wanted a “ few more winks,” {not a poetical 


Fancy Tennyson is a little jealous about it. Pretends not to have 
j^d it. Says he leaves hymns to Dr. Watts^ and doesn’t see why 
English people should choose to go and write m Italian. He never 
did it, and doesn’t know why I should. Change subject hastily, and 
get on politics. Curious that Tennyson doesn’t care to talk about 
^ypt ox the Bankruptcy Bill. Says that “politics bore him.” 
he ought not to be so one-sided. Wonder if politics bored 
Or Shaksfeare ? 

Coy Ferry . — Deputation of savage-looking fishermen row 

out, md w^h to see me. Ask Dalhousee 3 it ’s necessary ; he says 
he thinks it I don’t that I shall lose no end of Scotch seats at next 


my shallow wit,” Tennyson seems crusty. Perhaps he has slept on 

f ort side of ship. Repeat pun to Sir Andrew, who slaps me on the 
ack heartily — {Query, is this behaving like a “Merry Andrew’’?) — 
and says he knows I’m getting muon stronger, because my jokes 
are so norribly bad. Certainly do feel well, and send off ^veral 
telegrams to Emperor of China, Mr. Shaw, and Cham- 

berlain; asking latter whereabouts tbe “load-line” is in a ship. 
If I asked Captain, would betray ignorance. 

Fancy Andrew Clarke has been “ getting np ” his Tennyson for 
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A BOX BOB BOBBY. 

{BratuTa,) 

PoEKT lightning flashes I Let it strike 
Or spare. Wiat odds ? I ax.^ 

Busts, bang aloft the thunder, like 
Ten thousand rifle-cracks. 

Down pours the rain, and no retreat 
For Bobby on his midnight beat ! 

His Shelter snug has Cabby got, 

A Trarm, dry, cosy shed ; 

’Cept porch or archxray, Bobby not 
Iso refuge o’er his head 
To ’fend him from the rain and hail, 

And chimney-pots xvhich rides the gale. 

The Sentry, on his nightly watch, 
j A box, n he recLuire, 

'Whenever in a storm ne ’s cotch, 

Inside he can retire. 

His coat is red, and mine is blue ; 

Then why not a Police-box too ? 

But lightning blaze and thunder crash, 

Storm rage, and tempest blow ; 

Bain, hail, agin my helmet dash I 
’Mid fog and frost and snow, 

The pavement through the gloom I tramp; 

'Whilst lurking for his prey, 

The burglar hears my steady stamp, 

Thieves and garotters all decamp, 

And bolt away — away ! 

Jordan in Jeopardy. 

At Constantinople, the other day, Admiral Inglepield 
received an intimation that the Sultaet would grant him 
an audience, ‘ ‘ in order that he might explain the details of 
the Jordan Talley Canal Scheme.” ^ Will those details 
include a satisfactory provision for raising the wind to the 
"N reouisite amount, and, out of that, the^ allotment of a 
^ sdmciencv of backsheesh to the Sovereign of Turkey? 
Because then there wiH apparently be nothing to prevent 
U N LU CKY Jordan Talley Canal from becoming an accomplidied 

fact, and to protect a particularly distinguished jjart of 
American Cousin {last day of Season). ‘‘'What Spoet? ’Guess I *ve been the Holy Land from being overwhelmed with an inland 
foolin’ abound all day with a Twenty-Five-Dollae Pole, slinging sea. Swami)ed hy a Joint-Stock Commercial Company, 



Fouetebn-Cent Bugs at the end of it, and haven’t caught a daened will not the Tatfey of Jordan verily and indeed have 
Fish I” fallen into the hands of the Philistines ? 


this occasion. Laureate kindly gives a recitation of Ilorte 
d"* Arthur this afternoon to most of crew in engiue-room. Stokers 
all delighted. Sir Andeew pleasantly remarks that he was 
“ mouthing out his hollow oes and aes.” After the recitation I offer 
to repeat the Odyssey in original Greek, with running translation of 
my own, or the most thrilling bits of Juvetitus 3£undi^ with Italian 
hymn to finish. Stokers won’t hear of it— say they’re sure I want 
rest. So does Andeew Claeee. But I nnist do something, so I offer 
Tennyson (who’s sitting on a coil of rope, chewing a “quid”) five 
minutes’ start i£ he ’ll write five hundred lines of blank verse against 
me in an hour, and see who can do it best. Tennyson doesn’t take 
to idea. Wants to know who ’s to he the umpire. I si^gest Dal- 
HOusiE. Tennyson would prefer Man-at-the-'Wheel. But I don’t 
think Man-at-the- Wheel quite impartial, because Tp^NYSON has 
been reciting whole of Idylls of the King to him in private, and he 
says he likes ’em. Find Tentnyson gives men tobacco while he 
recites to them. I ’IL try them with my Italian hymn, and give them 
snuff. Captain has ;j ust come to complain of TennysoNj because latter 
will distract attention of Man-at- Wheel, and Captain says we’re 
“ safe to run into some rocks.” It seems Teni^son has finished 
the Idylls of the King, and is now beghming to give Man-at- Wlieel 
benefit of chief parts of In Memoriam. Captain says he infinitely 
prefers a mutiay to"a Poet on hoard. He can put a mutineer in irons, 
hut “ he ’s blessed if he knows what to do with a Poet Lory.” I say 
that the only thing I can suggest is a new Grimes Act, to ^ply to 
vessels at sea, and ask Andeew Claeee (who can do everything) to 
go and settle quarrel. Andeew Claeee offers to look at Tennyson’s 
tongue, hut I don’t see much good in that. Finally, the Laureate is 
drawn off by being assured that there will be murder done in the 
engine-room if he doesn’t come and explain to stokers what he meant 
by “ a roaring moon of daffodils.” 

In Kirkwall Harbmf^r. — ^Tery glad to get back here, safe and 
sound: Can’t escape deputation oi ag^riev^ Crofters. Claeke teas 
them my health mast give way if T talk politics to them. They 
reply that'tAe^r health has given way long ago, owing to poverty and 


not over-exerting myself), and say I ’ll think about it. They ask me 
to chip off a Httle of paddle-box with my axe, as they would like a 
memento of their visit to me. Why shouldn’t Tennyson do a lyric 
on the wrongs of the Crofters ? Suggest the subject to him for a 
drama. He seems a little gloomy about the drama, and says, * ‘ Ieving 
inight take it, hut he fancies has Cwp is full.” 

On a fine September day the Orkneys certainly look lovely. “ A 
place for Lotos-eaters,” Tennyson calls it. We are ^ving quite 
a nice conversation on Homee, and Tennyson is saying that the 
land is one “wherein it seemeth always afternoon,” when Andeew 
Claexe bluntly says he “ wishes it were, because then it would be 
always a few hours before dinner,” and begs me to choose some 
healthy maritime subject to talk about. Tells me I ought to “ do 
the complete yachtsman,” and “ forget that I ’ve such a thing as a 
hrain.” 'Well, I ’ve already nearly forgotten whether I ’m a Liberal 
or a Tory. Ah, here comes old Haecoubt in his steam-launch, to 
remind me that at any rate I’m not a Whig / 


Beading Aloud. 

Speech is silvern, 

Silence golden. Better hold your tongue. 

Shade of Carlyle. 

When is a Door not a Door ? Ask the Metropolitan Board of 
Works. 

A Geeat Mistake,— a Frog in a China Shop, mistaking himself 
for a BuH. 

The Shapiea MSS.— Surely an E is wanted ? 
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CHILDE CHAPPIE'S PILGRIMAGE. 

CAKTO THE SEVENTH. 


And lie hath his reward, and it is here— 

That he no more may bask in Pashion’s sun, 

Or call thelithe-limbed ballet-dancer dear, 

Or daunt in sheeny hat, and tie starched stiff and. clear. 


I, 

I STOOD in London, on the bridge which Hes 

Tall tower and swelling dome on either hand. ^ 

From out the stream^ Saint 
Stephen’s spires arise, 

St. Paul’s huge summit 
dominates the land ; 
Between them runs the 
noisy, wheel-wornStrand, 
Hushed now awhile, for 
early morning smiles 
O’er trie swift river, and 
the grey, yet ^and 
"Wide-winged old city of 
Titanic piles. 

Huge capital of pur little, 
lordliest of all isles. 

n. 

She looks a sprawling Mam- 
moth from the river 
Eisen, with unspanned bulk 
and imgauged powers. 
O’er league on league the silver morn-mists quiver 
Upon her mighty maze of roofs and towers. 

And what brings she, what are her dearest dowers 
To wealth-spoilt golden youth ? The Comus feast, 

The Eahab lap piled high with gems and flowers, 

The Circe drau^t proffered by Pleasure’s priest, 

Which lures the eager lip, and leaves the man — a beast. 

in. 

But where is he, the Pilgrim of my song, 

Who ’midst this city lived the life called “ fast ” ? 

Doth he upon his pillow tarry long ? 

He comes no more-ythose flutterings were his last ; 

The butterfly is stricken, netted, cast, 

Wing-bruised, bloom-robbed aside, a thing that was ; 
To-day a phantasy^ not to be classed 
With “ form*’ mamtainers — ^these must let him pass, 
Tanish iu Limbo’s gloom, sink in Despair’s morass. 

IV. 

Scattered his substance, linked life, honour, all 
With— what ? A thing that silence fain must shroud. 

“ G-one to the had, poor beggar ! What a fate 1 ” 

“ Under the very dingiest kmd of cloud.” 

“ Thought he was ’cuter, or at least more proud.” 

“ Yes— regular church and ring affair, a craze 
Most melancholy,— can’t -be squared, toa loud ! ” 

So cackle they, in vague slang-garnished phrase, 

The “other Jommies,”— chums of his exuberant days. 

V. 

What profits prying iuto the abyss 

Where plunge the witless dupes of flaunting shame, 

Of vulgar Melusines who writhe and hiss. 

Too late detected ? Chappie ’s lost to fame. 

Who’ll wipe the dirt from the dishonoured name 
Society no more hears ? For never more 
Shall he who ’s siren-mated he the same. 

Unless high genius hush the social roar — 

Genius whose spell to miss were “ quite too great a bore.” 

VI. 

But I must end. My Pilgrim’s shrine is won, 

And he and ! must part — so let it be. 

His task in life was the pursuit of “ Fun ; ” 

In Babylon there are thousands such as he ; 

Each year breaks hundreds, and the wrecks few see. 

That, venturous Muse were voted all too hold 
^^^0 golden youth in their gregarious glee 
Should pamt, or the veracious tale unfold 
Of dull esurient lives in.gilded styes outrolled. 

TO. 

^on the young yet hlase Childe the years, 

■ Hot though not very many, now have done 
Their battering work. Not suffering, nay, nor fears 
Have aged, him, hut that same pursuit of Fun. 

The hoy his pleasure-hunting race hath run, 



vin. 

“ The had”— dull desert I—is his dwelling-plaoe, 
With one worn harpy for his minister. 

Forgotten by his fellows in the race, 

Hating the world, hating himself and her. 

“ Fun’s ” Nemesis ! And what ennobling stir 
Lives in snob paltry passions ? Are they not 
Sordid as savage orgies ? Were the whirr 
Of Ixion’s wheel more weary ? Is the squat 
Smart counter-jumper’s round a more ignoble lot ? 


IX. 

There still is pleasure in fair Clieveden’s woods, 
There still is frolic upon Thanet’s shore, 

Flirting at Prince’s, where no cad” intrudes, 
Song in the Strand, and mnsic in its roar : 

But Chappie knows them all no more, no more ; 
From these familiar raptures he must steal. 

From all that he has seen or been before. 

To wander in far Noman’s-land, and feel 
That name, abode, life, dress, are matters to conceal. 


X. 

Boll on, thou shallow stream of Pleasure ! — ^roH ! 

Ten thousand skiffs float over thee in vain, 

Prows prone to rapids, helms beyond control ; 

Awhile they dance upon thy watery plain. 

Then fleet to wreck, and nothing doth remain 
Save a sad memory of the hitter groan 
When one more struggler, slackening the fierce strain, 
Sinks wave-choked, weed-encumhered, stark, alone. 
Gone to the dogs, unstayed, unfriended, and unknown. 


XI. 


Childe’ s ways are not upon thee now, — ^he yields 
Himself thy spoil, thy Sirens do arise 
And mock nim from their midst ; no strength he wields, 
And weakness, horn of thee, thy nymphs despise, 
Spurning it from their bosoms. Who there lies 


XU XXVXJX UJXWXX V- 

Must lie in linen soft and rich array. 
Mirth, not late maudlin tears, in ardent 


Let golden youth once fail of go—. 
He ’s cast, like Israel’s calf, to earth 


eyes. 


There let him lay 


XII. 

With his fool tears the dust wherein he falls ! 

Circe cares not for those who pule and quake. 

Her prey, the fry of flaunting capitals, 

Are heedless flutterers who are hold to slake 

Their clay in her fierce draughts ; their strength she ’ll take, 

Then call the Philistines to blind and mar. 

They are her toys to play with, flaunt— and break ; 

For Pleasure’s victims ever captives are, 

Drawn by Armida, chained to Cytherea’s car, 

xni. 

My task is done, my song must cease, my theme 

Is as an echo’s echo. It is fit 

Swift to dissolve this dream within a dream : ^ 

The mime must be dismissed who here hath lit 
Burlesque’s quaint lamp of borrowed ray. I ’ve writ 
An apish whimsy, yet of tMngs which now 
Small bards may see and sing. The visions flit 
Most palpably before me, in the glow 
Of London^s flaring lamps, now burning dim and low. 

XXV. 

Farewell ! A little word which some I ween 
Will welcome ; some perchance may— hut, fare'^eH I 
Ye who have ttaoed my Pilgrim through each scene 
Of his Hfe-f arce, if in your memories dwell 
Thoughts of the follies of the caUow Swell, 

The vain and verdant “ Johnnv,” not iu vain 
An o’ertrue tale have J essayed to sing. 

Farewell ! With poor moth, must rest the pain, 

With yow— if snob may be— the moral of my strain. 


The Chinese Prime Minister is, it appears, named “Li.” j 

were our Premier, wouldn’t Mr. L^'botjchere,, M.P. for Truth-Jn - 1 j 
the-Well, go for him ! ' . ‘ ^ ; 
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OUR PARCELS. 

[Fuy'tlier Correspondence.) 

Sib, — Iiave also, like your CoiTespondent, “A CoiriTDiKe 
LtnsTATic,” some reason to complain of tke working of the new Parcels 
Post. Here is my own experience. I have, from time to time, been 
in the habit of despatching from this place eighteen-pennyworth of 
iam-tartlets to a clerical friend in the ScHly Isles. Tins pastrv 
I have invariably packed with great care in a cardboard case, left 
open at the ends to keep it fresh, and, for greater security, nave 
myself delivered it at our village Office, where a highly intelligent 
youth takes sole charge of the Parcels Department. Though I have 
in the course of the last five weeks despatched no less than twenty- 
three of my little cases, I have heard from my chagrined and morti- 
fied friend that everyone of them has reached him perfectly empty I 
Keed I say that this has astonished me ? 

I am. Sir, your obedient Servant, A Puzzled Yictim. 

Sib, — ^The most fragile articles can, as far as my experience goes, 
be conveyed by Parcels Post, not only with thorough safety, but with 
the greatest facility. Bacchus has only to encase his new-laid egg in 
cotton wool, envelope it in paper shavings, then add two poxmds of 
sifted Arabian sawdust, finally sealing-up the whole, labelled 
^\Dynamite^ with care,^^ in a hammered steel oblong chest— (he can 
pick up one of these anywhere second-hand for about five-and-thir^ 
shillings) — and he can despatch it as soon as he likes to his invalid 
friend in Warwickshire with absolute confidence. Only the other 
day I sent a dozen specimens of the common Stable Moth [BandeUarius 
teutoniciis), each done up separately in this fashion, as a surprise to 
an entomological uncle at Slough, and though, after having the cases 
opened in the hall by a couple of local blacksmiths, who^ brought 
their blast furnace, bellows, and a forge hammer or two mth them 
for the purpose, he was a little annoyed to find, that, owing to the 
sawdust having got loose, the whole dozen had arrived without their 
heads, antennse, and wings. Still he appreciated f^y the noyelty 
of the Parcels Post, and I have not heard from him since. 

Tours, &c., A Cautious Paceee. 

Sm,— I have been fishing in Scotland for severd months, and on 
Tuesday fortnight last, under favourable conditions, succeeded in 
landing my first take-^a magnificent seven-pound sahnon. Having 
promisgd. a hamper or two during my season’s sport, I at once 
despatched my fish by Parcels Post to one of my London friends, a 
noted epicure, but by some mischance he declined to receive it, and 
it was returned; to me*ad^essed to Stirling. Follovt^g aboutfor 
a week, I at last came once more into possession of it at Tork. The 
Hotel Pluprietor, howeveaJ^j-^edteng to kt it stay for even a few 


Jtiotei Jr^pnetor, However, -^^leeOTing w m lu sjay lor a it'w 
hours," with luggage in the hall. L again sent it off, this time to a 


Hours," witn luggage m me naii. i again senu it on, uime w a 
country friend in Cornwall. Imagme, therefore, my astonishm^t, 
when ariiviiig at my residence atCfemberwdl yesterday, I found that 
owing tfe thb refusal of the Postal Authorities at Exet^ to transmit 


it any further, it had been returned to me by night-luggage service, 
accompanied ftom the Station by the Local Sanitary Inspector, who 
has threatened me with proceedings on the part of the Parish 
Authorities. I have now, apparently, no course open to me but to 
have it kippered. Comment is snpeniuous. 

I am, Sir, your obedient Servant, Piscatob. 

Sib, — do not consider the^ prompt delivery of game by Parcels 
Post an unmixed good. I received this morning a brace oi grouse, 
both fine three-year-old birds, that were shot at post-time yesterday 
evening in the Horth, and despatched to me forthwith. Having 
some aged relatives staying with me, I had the game cooked for break- 
fast at once, but with most disappointing residts. So terribly tough 
was the fiesh, from mere freshness, that an uncle of mine mstantly ^ 
broke a set of false teeth to pieces in an effort to get through it ; while 
my wife’s grandfather, a hitherto hale old gourmet^ whom we had 
persuaded to try a mouthfid off the breast, had^ ultimately to be 
taken out of the room, choking and in a fit. This, and one of the 
legs, has upset my wife ; while 1, who somewhat foolishly finished the 
rest of the birds, am, as I ^n this, suffering acutely from cerebral 
indigestion. Your dissatisfied Correspondents, therefore, may take 
warning from one who wishes the Parcels Post at the bottom of the 
Bed Sea, and has determined next time he gets a consignment of 
game to be in Hui^T. 

Sib, — I had the other day to despatch to a friend in the country 
a small tea service of Dresden china, a valuable satin fan belonging | 
to Mabie Aijtoinette, and a rare and exquisitely finished ivory 
miniature of my great-grandfather. These costly articles I packed 
up neatly, but roughly, in a few deal shavings, and took the om)or- 
tunity of sending along with them a bottle of anchovy sauce, a nask | 
of Lucca oil, a hearth-stone or twOj and a coal-hammer. Though the 
whole were loosely done up in a bit of newspaper, with all possible 
care, they arrived in a condition that showed the grossest carelessness ' 
in the carriage. The fan was saturated and limp as a sponge, the 
! tea service in fragments, while owing to the escape of the oil and i 
anchovy sauce, nothing was left of my great-grandfather, but his | 
right eve and nis shoe^uckles. I have written to the Postmaster 
General, hut I am told I have no case. Such, Sir, is the treatment 
meted out under this new system to one who always hitherto has 
signed himself, A Cibcukspect Economist. 

Sib,— I don’t think that it’s them Correspondents of yours who 
keep sending their rubbishing things through the Office- that- has a 
right to grumlfie. Look at me.' Here -only yesterday I dffi my 
twenty-two mile with three brace of black cock, a haunch of venison, 
fourteen pound of tea, half-a-dozen bottles of cough mixture and 
other stnjff (some of ’em leaking), a ■ coffee-kettle, two barrels of 
oysters, enough stuff for dresses to clothe half the county, no end of 
hutt^, ladie? hoots, dotted uteam, and a wasps’ nest as had got 
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THE FORCE OF HABIT. 

Missus [who is acting as Anianuensis to Mary), “ Is there anything more 

YOH WISH ME TO SAY, MaRY ? ” 

Mary, “No, Harm, except just to say, Please excuse Bad Writin* and 
Spellin’ ** 


THE WHISTLING BOBBY. 

A Song of the Suburbs, 

Air— “ The Whistlin' Thief," 

When bold burglarious Bill 
In suburbs loiters late. 

His whistle low and shrill 
Is signal to his mate. 

Who-^ee I Who-ee ! Who-ee / 

“ Bobby ! ” the wise ones said, 

“ Come ! this will never do. 

The whistling thief to equal, you 
Must have a whistle too — 

A loud shrill whistle too ! 

“You ’ve lived a long time, Bobbt, 

In danger, ri not fear ; ^ 

Now you shall have a whistle. 

That all around may hear.” 

Brave Bobby mutters Fiddle ! ’’ 

And tips his mate the wink. 

Says he to himself — “ Old bloke, you are 
A snide one, I don’t think, — 

A cute one, I donH think ! ” 

“Bobby, the PubHo seems 
Uneasy in its mind ; 

But a pistol’s an awkward thing. 

Which needless you will find,’’ 

“ That ’s true enough, by day, 

But perhaps I may remark, 

Though a truncheon may do in a city fray, 

It ’s a different thing in the dark ; 

In suburban lanes in the dark ! 

“ Say Sikes is on his lay, 

On a night with ne’er a moon. 

Must I out with my whistle and play 
A sort of a lively tune ? 

What if Bill hears my tune ? 

A thundering lot he ’ll mind. 

He outs with his ‘ barky ’ sharp and soon ; 

And you can’t charm bullets with wind, — 
Charm pistol-bullets with wind. 

“ Bill ’s not such a fool as you think ; 

He ’H ‘ cop ’ my truncheon, pat, 

Jam the whistle into my mouth. 

And stretch the Peeler flat. 

No, no ! on a lonely beat, 

I ’d like more comrades nea^ 

And — something to reach the Cracksman’s head 
As well as the public ear, — 

As well as the neighbouring ear I ” 


OUT-MAN(EUVRED. 

{Abmt the likeliest upshot of those Teutonic Exercises,) 

Austrian General {taking Train for Vienna), No, not good-bye! — 
aurevoir! Most del^htful and instructive time. Magnificent 
display, and— oh, no, I shan’t forget the arrangements concluded 
between us : you to help us when attacked, and vice versa ; and you 
to conduct our foreign affairs so that we shall never have a war on 
our own account— only on yours ~^uite right, [Ahne in carriage,) 
Let me look at my notes : Cavalry distinctly deteriorated ; discovered 
a fine central cellar for blowing np Berlin when we have it ; and 
concluded a useful pact with Italy and Spain. Only wish I dared 
try France. 

Italian General {packing up). Here are the plans of the chief for- 
tresses ; here statistics as to real strength of Zandwehr— •politely 
offered by Von Moltke himself. Mnstnt forget specimens of new 
compressed foods for campaigns, and models of new central per- 
cussion system, bought with secret-serrice money. Not much reliance 
on our agreement with Austria ; hut can really count upon Spain 
and Bussia. {To Aide-de^Camp^ come to see him off,) Never forget 
this auspicious occasion— now allies— may I say comrades for ever r— 
Italy and Germany — Siamese twins— rapture ! 

Emsian Envoy, I have the honouTj Prince, to wish you good-day, 
and to assure you that I shall transmit your message of affection to 
W august Master with the greatest delight. {In his Special Train,) 
Tbro^^ Alsatim that ’s where we ’H have them— found out all the 
; Alsatian Field-Officers in the Army, and arranged to keep up a 
regular oonrespondence with M. Antoine. Poor dimers! trying diplo- 
I maicy against us, and endeavouring to intimidate us with military 


displays ! With France behind them and all Sclavdom before ! 
Wish I could have condescended to a Bepublic — ^but thon, Italy, will 
do for the moment. 

Spanish General becoming ghastly pale over his last bumper of 
Champagne and porter with Chancellor Mephistopbdeles). Eternally 
grateful, my dear Prince. Yon have given us an opportunity of re- 
habilitating ourselves before Europe, by showing that at last we can 
pay our Sovereign’s hotel-hills, and don’t need to positively sleep on 
the throne in order to prevent it from being dragged from imder us. 
Yes — all our troops at your service — even the Numanoia Begiment ; 
and you can simply take your pick of the Fleet. {Bach at his 
lodgings, with sal volatile and soda-^water). Ugh ! the gross German ! 
nearly poisoned me. But I have managed to copy all the plans of 
Moltke’s campaigns in his library, and I really think we can do 
something with Eussia, who won’t want much money or many men. 
Not likely we ’re going to Germanicise ourselves, with France between 
us and our ally that mixes its wine with beer ! ^ 

Trench General ^ach in Baris), This, Monsieur le Mmistre,^ is 
the report in brief, Eveiybody doing Germany, and nobody wanting 
to have anything to do with ns. 

British General, Shall have my report ready in about ten months 
— after it has passed through fall Mall and the Horse Guards. 
Nothing like deliberation. 

Bismarck, Tricked ’em all again! What an arcli-manoeuvrer I 
am ! And if only Artful Dodger could last for ever ! 

Last week, Mr. Commissioner Ne-rr observed that the talk of 
Counsel in Criminal Courts was becoming intolerable. Perhaps he 
meant unbecoming and intolerable. It must be Kerr-tailed. 
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MR. GLADSTONE'S LITTLE LUNCH. 

PABT^.-OPmONS OF THE PRESS. 

Xotes from the Pockef-Booh of a Russian Editor , — 
** Air. Gladstone entertained the Bing and Queen of Den- 
mark and the Sovereigns of Greece and Russia on board 
the Pembroke Castle oif Copenhagen. He drank to all 
present. Sir Donald Currie also returned thanks. 
After the luncheon, Mr. Tennyson read extracts from 
his -^orks.” Copied from a London paper. Capital sub- 
ject for an article in “the Monster Caviare Season.” 
English Premier proposing the Big Father’s health. Look 
up some of the articles on the Duke of Edinburgh’s 
Wedding. Peroration to finish with, “A friendly un- 
derstanding between England and Russia would by no 
means be a superfluous guarantee of peace in the pre- 
sent time of alarm.” Mem, — Wonder how the Big 
Father liked Tennyson’s reading aloud? The recita- 
tion, if it had been given at St. Petersburg, would have 
led to Siberia I 

Notes from the Pocket-Book of a German Editor , — 
The not -for -a- moment -to -be -expected visit of Herr 
Gladstone to Copenhagen may be fraught with alto- 
gether-ambiguous-and-precariously-unsatisfactory sug- 
gestions. The history-making event is one calling fori 
rrom-the-inner- consciousness -born -aspirations -like re- ■ 
flection of a never-to-be-too-cautious-nor-too-patriotie- ! 
feeling journalist. Here is material for one thousand 
columns of ever-to-be-venerated-and-remembered copy. 
But must pause until instructions are received tom His 
Highness the Prince Yon Bismarck. Most para- 

dox-producing incident was undoubtedly the probably- 
I slumber-inductive recitation of the Poet-Laureate ! 

Notes from the Pocket-Book of a French Editor , — 
Sir Gladstone for laughter! Ah, the enemies of the 
beautiful France ! But it is a subject ! Sir Gladstone 
and France? Ho. France without Sir Gladstone. France 
means Glory, Economy, everything ! France always 
France I Sir Gladstone ! Bah ! France always France ! 
Mem, — France was avenged by the recitation of Esquire 
Tenson I But he is drote that Esquire Tenson I 

Notes from the Pocket-Book of an English Editor , — 
Better subject than Wasp-bites ! Homely tone, of 
course. Means nothing hut little family party. Reduce 
the fractions, Gladstone and his Royal and Inmerial 
guests, to the Common Denominator of Brown, Jones, 
and Robinson. Mem, — Idea for a biographical Magazine 
Article, “ Tennyson regarded as a Practical Joker.” 

PART n.— IMPRESSIONS OF THE GUESTS AND HOSTS. 

Extract from the Eiary of a Northern King, — Rather 
embarrassing, hnt everything went off very pleasantly. 
Delighted that the English P^meer avoided politics. But 
Alexandra^ (dear girl) said he would— “that he was 
always so nice.” Mr. Gladstone’s speech seemed quite 
short, too. Thought, until I looked at my watch, it had 
only taken a couple of hours 1 His remarks about Homer, 
the Hebrides, and the History of the Penny Postage 
System most instructive. Sincerely trust that Mr. Tenny- 
son did not notice that I was asleep,— at least I mean 
that I had closed my eyes while he was reading. 

Extract from the Ifiary of a Southern King, — ^Not half 
b^ fun. Bet Alexander that if I could only get him on 
his legs he would give us a three-hours’ lecture. Won 
my bet, with lots of time to spare. Scarcely fair, though, 
as I remembered bis form when I met Mm in England. 
However, for all that, a very fine speech. Liked that 
long bit about tree-feHing. Had no idea he knew so 
much about European, Airican, and American forests. 
Bjs account, too, of Sir Walter Raleigh’s and Captain 
Cook’s voy^es most iuteresting. By the way, trust Mr. 
Tennyson thought I was only thinking when I covered 
my head with a silk pocket-handkereMei after ten minutes 
of Ms recitation. 

Extract from the IHaryofa Czar, — Mr. Gladstone’s 
speech excellent. Wish I had nnderstood EngHsh a little 
better. Dagmar tells me that Ms account oi the Courts 
in the Crystal Palace was most interesting. The lecture, 
to, he incidentally introduce on the rise of Punch from 
its commencement to the date of last-week’s Cartoon must 
have also been most amusing. It appears he was the Author 
of the celebrated mot^ “ Adnce to people about to marry,” 
but he didn’t want the fact “ to go beyond that table.” 
Received an annuity of £100 a-year for it! Well, not 
dear at the price I Trust tincerely that Mr. Tennyson 



' the garb of old GAUL.^' 

Native [to Visitor from the South), **Ah, you’ve donned the Kilt ! Quite 
killing, I DECLARE I BUT WHY DO YOU WEAR THE MaCDONALD TaRTAN WHEN 
YOUR Name is Thompson ? ” 

Little T, {who has he&n getting a good deal of chaff), “ F’r a very good reason 
— ’cause I ’VE Paid eor it 1” \Retiresinahuff, 


did not notice my fatigue while he was reading. I have no doubt that the 
recitation was much liked by those who did hear it ! 

Extract fro7n the Diary of a K, G.if.G.— Most gratifying ! Thanked their 
Majesties and their Royal and Imperial Highnesses “ for the honour conferred 
on 7ne by their presence on board.” Gladstone in good form, but it did not 
appear to me that he^ made enough out of the menu. He had lots of chances 
too, becanse he gave incidentally a capital lecture upon French, Spanish, and 
Chinese cookery. However, Ms description of sMp-buxlding in all its branches 
was excellent. The Bard would read again. Don’t know how the Royalties 

took it, because I was fast I mean, because Ji was not very closely 

attending ! 

Extract from the Diary of a Grand Old Statesman, — ^Really delightful 
day. My few remarks, too, seemed to give satisfaction. Glad I had an 
opportunity of saying my say about the cosmopolitan supplv of coal, and the 
probable future of what, for the want of a better term, I called “ Aerial Navi- 
gation.” My sketch, to, of the art-treasures of Munich seemed to be appre- 
ciated. Then the account of my researches in horse-rearing in Colorado 
apparently interested my audience. I repeat, a really delightful day. If I had 
had a few hours more, I could have touched upon a number of other subjects ; 
but Alfred was so impatient to begin I By the way, I am rejoiced to feel that 

he is so carried away when he is reciting that he never hears my snore 

I should say, hreathiiw ! 

Extract from the Diary of a Grand Old Poet, — ^It was fortunate I brought 
with me a complete edition of my works. I am sure, tom the rapt silence 
in wMch they hstened to my poems (not a single interruption from beginning 
to end), that they would have been cruelly disappointed had I not recited 
them all! 


PROJPOS of our having generously given an extra ** e” in the dialogue to a 
Cartoon, “ Truth ” wants to know “ where Punch gets Ms French tom r ” Had 
tikis inquiry been respectfully addressed to “ Jbfr.’’ Punch, he have con- 
ceded the desired information : but, as it is, he can only remind “Truth ” that 
“ Trutii is not to be told at all times,” and ne considers tMs as one of the excep- 
tional occasions when ** Truth ” wiR not he told. 
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ANOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

More Sport — Study— Boohs — Lit&rruption—The Rifle — Howto use it 
— On Gulls— And Shooting— Humanitarianism— At Rest 

The sKooting having commenced, he “reads no more that day,” 
neither does any one of us, as self-preservation being a &st law of 
nature, and love of sport or of destruction being a latent instinct in 
every Englishman’s constitution, we all want first to take the rifie 
from Kellick, and secondly to nave a shot with it ourselves. As 
each takes his turn, the crew act as beaters, pointers and setters,^ so 
to speak, marking the game for us (this camt be a correct sporting 
expression, as it so evidently belongs to the bOliard-room), and 
directing our attention to coming coveys, or to sea-fowl fioatmg on 
the waters, which would otherwise have escaped our less experienced 
and generally somewhat defective^ vision, for Meilevllle wears a 
pUioe-nez^ Ceatley is useless without his eye-glass, Khlick is 
generally in a state of biliousness which affects the clearness of his 
vision, and I am compelled to wear tinted glasses, which soften the 
glare, but give a wintry aspect to every view. 

So, putting down our books for the day, as far as serious reading 
goes, though each of us stiU carries his own volume about with him, 
and would be very angry were it mislaid, or if anybody else took it 
up, we form ourselves into a shooting party, or a rifie-gallery party, 
and proclaim ourselves the foes of the ^d fowl, the porpoise, and of 
the Sea Serpent itseK should he dare' to appear. 

Eor my own. reading I have brought a philosophical work, in two 
. volumes, on “ Inductive Analogy” (a most interesting subject, which 
I had intended to begin in the train), and the three first volumes of 
Eichahdson’s Clarissa Harhwe^ because of the new sensation that 
Ramela gave me some time ago when the first of these revivals was 
: brought out, and because Messrs. Sothbran & Co.’s new edition is 
in the clearest possible type, and is a good, steady, well-bound, 
eorfortable and easily-held book,— -but after a quarter-of-an-hour’s 
: deliberation as to which I shall read, I take the philosophical treatise 
and open Chapter One, beginning “Inductive Analogy is to the 

metaphysician what ” but at tins point I am called ofi by Crayley 

to look at the scenery ; or, after I have again settled down, by our 
host, to inquire what we would like to do to-day in case of reaching 
shore sooner than we had expected ; or, when I have made mysefl 
quite comfortable, that is as comfortable as is possible out of doors, 
whether on shore or at sea. for reading purposes, I am startled by 
the popping of the rifie and an exclamation from Ejllick in a tone 
of savage disappointment, followed by a bitter soUo voce murmur of, 
“ Ah I 1 was precious near him that time ! ” — ^when I feel mastered 
by so strong a sporting impulse, that I fling philosophy to the winds, 
and very nearly into the sea, and pai’tly from a desire of honest 
emulation which has made so many heroes,and which induces me to 
hope that I shall prove successful where Killicok: has failed, I ask 
I him to let me have a shot with the rifle. EnxiCH is the old hand, 
and stands by me as a sort of sardonic Caspar, watching the efforts 
of his Rudolph, in JDer Rreischiitz, ‘ ‘ Six shall achieve, the 
seventh deceive,” was ZamieVs arrangement, if I rightly remember. 
But I haven’t got the charmed bullet as yet, and the six don’t achieve 
anything except giving me^ a headache, and^ *^6 seventh doesn’t 
deceive me by hitting anything^; though, at this point, Melieville, 


deceive me by hitting anything ; though, at this point, Melieville, 
who detests a rifle on board oecause of the noise, but character- j 
istieally keeps one for the amusement of his guests, joins in the sport 
— and,^ Crayley, who can’t see three yards before 

him without Ms eye-glass, and can’t hold the gun and the glass up 
to his eye at the same time. The love of sport is fatal to all attempts 
at morning reading.^ 

In the afternoon, if not sailing in pitch-and-toss water, we recom- 
; menoe our studious attempts after luncheon, when we are more 
. indliaed to smoke, look lazily at the view, and indulge in desultory 
I conversation. This time I bring Clarissa Harhwe on deck, and am 
; commencing a desultory study of the Preface and the descriptive 
J east of characters given as in a play, wMch is very exceptional in a 
I novel, hut not a had idea as a saving of trouble — when it occurs to me 
that reading is very bad for digestion. 

Crayley is of all of us the one who makes greatest progress 
mth his novel by Boisgobey, because it is an exoitmg plot, and full 
of stirring situations and mystery. Eillicb:, not being inclined to 
read or shoot, settles on CfeRAYLET’s hook, and asks him how he 
I likes it? To wHch Crayley, without looking up horn Ms hook, 
and treating Edluoe as the good St. Anthony did the temptress, 
rephes, that he likes it very much,” and continues reading. 

Capital book,” says Bjllice: ; “ I ’ve read it. Have you got to 
the part where the young painter murders the girl ? ” , 

‘ Oh, for goodness’ sake,” cries Crayley, imploringly, who is 
erowj’ just bOBiing to this very critical situation infhanotdj 
Oh, fipr goodness’ sake, don’t tell me what is going to happen.”" 
Am wr^^ MmseK up, so to speak, in his book. 

: But beij^ in a nasiy humour^ won’t let him off, and 

. ... . 


the best plots I’ve ever come across. I’m not sure ’’—(Crayley 
once more gives a faithful representation of the good St. Anthony, 
and pretends to he absorbed m the novel) — “I’m not sure whether 
I ’m confusing the plot with another — ^because they are all rather 
alike, — ^but isn’t there a detective — at least, I mean a man comes in 
with blue spectacles and a red beard, and turns out afterwards to be 
the detective whose wife has given the poisoned bracelet ” 

Here (^ratley can stand it no longer. “Look here, my dear 
fellow,” he says, closiug the hook, and screwing Ms glass almost 
fiercely iuto Ms eye, as he absolutely faces Ms tormentor, — “Look 
here, if you want to tell them the story, and spoil my enjoyment of 
the book, say so, and I ’ll go below ” 

But, before he can carry out Ms threat, and before^ Killick can 
retort, a diversion is created by our host, in f avoiir of a line of plajrf ul 
porpoises, to which he directs Eillick’s attention, at the same time 
handing him the rifle and cartridges, which the Merry Young 
Steward, Mark Tapley Junior, has most opportunely brought up, 
cleaned and ready for use, on deck. 

Our rifle-shooting is very harmless. If a guH or a puffin, looks a 
bit staggered, we are all extremely sorry, and the marksman apolo- 
gises, so to speak, and sincerely hopes he hasn’t hit it. The gulls do 
offer tempting shots. As a rule, we take fearless aim, knowing that 
the effect of our shot, like an effort of genius, will be deathless. 
Once, however, in a calm I shoot at a gull flying, and absolutely 
wing it. We are all sad at heart, though we are fain to acknowledge 
the excellence of the shot, which astonished no one more than 
myself. The other gulls utter plaintive cries, and circle about their 
wounded companion. It seems to me that all the birds of the air are 
“ sigMug and sobbin’ when they heard of the death of poor Cook 
Bobiu I ” 

A “hand” — ^nautical term for one of the crew — ^they are all 
“ hands ” — IHappy Thought — a Pirate’s crew would be all “ legs,” 

“ black-legs ”]— is sent out in a boat to terminate the bird’s suffer- 
ings. We can hardly bear to watch the proceedings. Mellevule 
turns away, Ejllick looks on gloomily, Crayley Mdes Ms emotion 
beMnd Ms eye-glass, and, though trying to keep np a sportsmanlike 
hearing, with the rifle in my hand, I feel very sad at heart* I 
remember the Ancient Mariner and the Albatross ; and, as the man 
returns with the dead bird — a ghastly object— in the boat, I feel I 
could burst into tears. Why did he bring it back ? It can’t be 
eate^ and there ’s no stuffier on hoard, or any means of preserving it. 

\_B.appy Thought — If you are going to shoot uneatable and curious 
birds, never sail without a “ StuScer ’’ on board. This sounds as if 
the crew were going to pass some examination, and that a “ Staffer” 
was identical with a “ Crammer.” A propos of this, here are the 
materials for a conundrum : “ Why would tMs new functionary and 
the Commodore to whom the Yacht belongs represent two celebrated 
places in the Hebrides P ” Because one would say of himself, “lam 
Stuffer,” and the other, “I Owner.” (Necessary explanation— 
“ Staffa and Jowa.”) How angry Dr. Johnson would have been if 
Boswell had made tMs riddle. Sh,” said Dr. Johnson, “ you ’re 
an ass ! ”] 

Alas, poor gull ! I am as sad as I was when I winged a young 
rabbit— whether “winged” is a correct, sportsmanlike term, I am 
not sure ; hut I never heard of “ legging ” a rabbit, wMch is what I 
did, poor thing ! — and it cried like a cfild, so that with a nervous 
but determinea hand I had to give Mm the other barrel, and finish 
Mm. I sat down on a bank, and made a vow never again to shoot at 
a rabbit unless I was certain of killi-ng him outright, and at once. In 
a moment of excitement I have ridden recklessly over plongh and 
fallow to harriers, and been in at the death of the hare. The others 
I were rejoicing, as at a great victory over some ferocious and devas- 
tating wild mqnster. or like natives over the body of a man-eating 
I tiger; but I pitied “poor Puss”; and when the'Wliip came round 
1 with the cap, I put three shillings into it, instead of the usual half- 
I a-erown, hy way of a penance. ^ ■ 

I I have never been in at the death of a depredating 'fox, when 
a farmer’s delight is natural and excusable. In fact, I have a 
natural aversion to killing anything, and must indeed he roused to 
an ungovernable pitch of fury before I can kill the most persistently 


I wouldn’t spoil your interest in it on any account, as it is one of 


imitating fly, and even when I have despatched Mm I regard his 
lifeless remains with compassion for his idiotic obstinacy iu worrying 
me, wMch brought about Ms untimely fate. Six creatures I can see 
kOled with ferocious pleasure— a bluebottle, a wasp, a black beetle, 
a rat, a horse-fly, and a hornet. If anything happened to the Yacht 
before I leave it, I should set it down to my having shot tiie harmless 

After this, we only shoot at inanimate objects, such as bottles and 
oigar-hoxes. 

Subsequently, as''sport' is a necessary part of a yaohtsman^s life,‘ { 
we take to fisMng. ^ . j 

here again the same tenderheartedness prevents my being j 
delighted when I get a bite, which, I am glad to say, is of rare occur- | 
rence. I like fishing ; it is a solemn and scothing ooeupation* Time j 
never flies with sucn rapidity as when one is sitting in a beat at on lit 
bank with a red er line in one’s hand. 
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If you are a crack shot and invariably kill, there is no cruelty in 
shooting game ; but the best-hooked fish dies a lingering death. Let 
us hope that they have no consciousness of pain, and that their 
wrigglings and jumpings are mere involimtary exhibitions of 
muscular power. Yet fishing is very fascinating — and most fish are, 
if well dressed, good eating. AU regrets have vanished when I see 
them broiled for breakfast, even when the one I caught is pointed 
out to me (the fact is so extraordinary that all the crew know it, and 
the Merry Mark Tablet Junior, as he places the dish on the table, 
points to* the small one in the centre, and says to me, with glee, 
‘‘ That’s yours, Sir,” — and I ask that it may be at once handed to 
me, when I devour it with genuine relish). Time, the consoler, heals 
sorrow, and in the space between coming in from shooting and the 
dinner-hour, the poignancy of my grief has vanished, I have become 
hungry, I am ready to compare notes of my prowess with my fellow 
sportsmen (I can be as truthful on this subject as the best of ’em), 
and when the hare I shot appears on table, I can cut him up and 
eat him with the liveliest satisfaction. 

4 * # 

After a delightful sail, during which we have had occasional 
glimpses of the Atlantic, have seen about twenty islands and one 
inhabitant, also two or three yachts, and Melleville, who knows his 
way about here, has pointed out where the Whirlpool is, which has a 
great attraction for me at its proper distance — we turn round a comer, 
and as the sun is setting, we glide into a bay, and after the usual noise 
attendant upon brining ourselves to an anchor” (we don’t bring 
ourselves to it, as we oring it with us, but nautical terms want re- 
arranging) we pipe all hands for dinner, which in a few moments is 
annomioed by the Memy Young Steward as “ being under weigh.” 

It is a lovely moonlight night as after dinner we pace the deck in 
the soothing tranquillity of Lowlandman’s Bay, only broken by 
Ejxlick; humming Casta JDivay in a very subdued tone, as he looks 
up sadly at the moon,^ so wistful in his expression that he might be 
taken for the Man-in-the-Moon, ejected for arrears, sorrowfully 
regarding his native land, to which he can never more return until 
he has paid his rent. 

Melleville playfully inquires, ** Wliat ’s that noise ? ” On which 
Cratlet satirically observes, that it ’s curious what an efect the 
moon has on some animals.” 

Melleville remarks, that he has heard of “ baying the moon,” 
and wants to know from Killice if this is it ? 

Kellice: is ready. “ Yes,” he replies/* this is Lowlandman’s Bay. ’ 

Wkereupon we invoke the shade of I)r. Johnson in the Hebrides, 
who with his Dictionary did so much to help the punster. Then we 
descend. ‘*2To Cards.” Music. 

CHANGE FOR A SOVEREIGN. 

{Stray Leaf from a recent Somhurg Dress Diary.) 

8 A.M. — Breakfast in my own ordinary Royal reception uniform, 
7mnu$ the under-waistcoat and epaulettes, whiehjH.R.H. the Duke 
forgot to return after the dinner last night. 

10 A.ir. — Summoned to call on the Ehpeeoe. Borrow the fuR- 
dress Colonel’s toggery of the West Brandenburg Hussars, of which 
I was made Honorary Chief after supper on Tuesday. Busby 
doesn’t fit, and comes right down over my eyes to my mouth. Put a 
couple of Daily TeUgraphs into it, and hold my head on one side. 
Cajipos sa^ but for that I should look “ every inch a king.” 

Hoon.— Receive visit of ceremo^ from the Monarch of Eotoania. 
He seems to have got on a British Rield-Marshal’s uniform, a German 
helmet, and— yes, one of my missing epaulettes. I give him the 
Grand Cordon of the Golden Hyaena, and cleverly take my epaulette 
off as I am investing him. A pleasant interview. 

2 P.M. — Off to attend the Review, in the full-dress of a Servian 
Field-Marshal, lent me by the Prince. Find at the last moment 
that he has forgotten to send the high boots. Have to go in slipwrs, 
and feel cold, but am told af terw^s by Campos^ that I looked all 
right at a distance. 

4 P.M. — ^Have received the order of the Blue Pelican, and to don the 
uniform of the Stagivogitsky Regiment for the purpose. By some 
mistake get hold of that belonging to the Drum-major. Fmd it 
hopelessly large, but by padding with a bolster or two, and taking in 
here and there with hair-pins, make it do. The German Emperor 
seems annoyed at my appearance, hnt I. really can’t help it. Hope 
he won’t st&e me out of the European Coalition. 

I had' brought with me has h^n horro'wel’bj?^ some magnate or other 
for the hall in my honour at the Spanish Embassy to-night, have to 
go - in my old erimsan-fiowered <&essiag-gown, and a Portuguese 
cavalry shako. Am cheered in the Xmdew in the dark, so 

I suppose it ’s all right. 

8 P.M.— T^eu hy the Emperor of ’ AtFsarEO-HnNOART for the 
Chinese Minister. He proposes my health, and I have to return 
thanks in Pi^n-%»anish. 


10 P.M.— As soon as I get home am asked to lend my dressing- 
gown to the Prince of Bulgaria, who has, he says, to appear in^ the 
costume of the British Life Guards, and that he has got every bit of 
it together hut the tunic. Oblige him. Find, however, I have now 
absolutely nothing left for myself. 

Midnight.— To bed in my great-coat and one cavalry-boot, and 
the ribbon of the Order of the Iron Footstool. To sleep, fancying I 
am missing paper-hoops on a Circus horse. 

TOY-KIYG. 

John Chinaman’s Song on the Situation. 

Air. — ** My Queen .** 

I AM not unwilling half-way to meet her, 

But I know her game, which I will not play. 

Whether she ’d lick me, or I should heat her, 

I know not quite, hut I shan’t give way. 

Za France is selfish, ah ! fie upon her ! 

She ’d take all Annam under her wing, 

And rob me of all the suzerain honour 
That I get from thee, Ton-^kingy Ton-’king ! 

France has been going it awfully ktely, 

Eicking up hohbenes left and right ; 

But I rather think she is erring greatly, 

If she supposes I shall not fight. 

I ’m not so humble as that, my Lady ! 

My smile is calm, hut I carry a stmg ; 

And if shindy comes, it will find me ready 
To battle for thee, Ton-king y Ton-king! 

If France will be courteous, I ’U be lowly, 

For fiowery hlandness I greatly love j 
But that “neutral zone ” means “ collarmg,” whoUy, 

And though I ’m “ childlike,” I ’m not a dove. 

Mv suzerainty I am game for keeping ; 

Prance as near neighbour is not the thing, 

And men shall fall, and women go weeing, 

Ere I cease to hold thee, Ton-kingy Ton-king ! 


A HARD ROW. 

Sir, — ^M y neighbour, Mr. PrebendaryRow, writing to the Spectator 
of September 15, on the ** Blasphemy Proseentions,” said “ I have 
the sheet which was the subject of prosecution lying open before me.” 
After telling Ms readers the contents, he goes on, “1 labour under 
a disadvantage on this occasion, because I dare not pollute your pages 
by such a description of them as would give your readers a lively 
idfea of their contents,” &c., &c. “ I can, therefore, only observe 
that they stand far beneath the level of the most outrageous carica- 
tures that have ever appeared in Funck?'* 

How, Mr. Peebendart Row should be aware, unless he may be 
charitably allowed the benefit of tbe Irish hoy’s saving clause, and 
be considered as in a state of inconsavable ignorance,” that no 
comparison or analogy can be honestly and fairly instituted between 
such coarsely executed and grossly blasphemous caricatures as he 
has described, and Mr. Punches artistically-drawn satirical Cartoons 
on political and social subjects, to which the term ‘‘outrageous” 
couH never be applied. Mr, Pr^ekdartRow, of St. Paul’s, seems 
to have yet to feam “ who is neighbour ; ” and so, Sir, I beg to 
sign myself your neighbour and bis namesake, 

Paternoster Row. 

We select this out of a heap ’’of ind^ant correspondence 
which Row’s letter has evoked. As for Mr. Punchy he can only 
say, that not haviag the sli^test personal acquaintance with Mr. 
Row, he is astounded at the Prebendary’s familiarity in speaking of 
as “ PunchP A person wbo would be guilty of sudi a breach 
of good manners would say any thing. 


The Duee of Bedford has offered to sell Covent Garden Market 
and surroundii^s to the Corporation. Of course the Corporation 
won’t buy it. But here is a chauce for Sir W. Yesnon HARi^yRT to 
iiow London what a Concentrated Municipality would do if it had 
the chance. The Duke is tired of it. How is the time to clear Mud 
Salad Market .and make it pleasant to the eyes and noses of pur long- 
suffering feRow-eitizens. Where is the Hercules for the task? 
Couldn’t Sir William Y. Hercules come to the rescue now, anq 
show himself quite an At-Home Secretary? Send for the First 
Commissioner, of Works and the astute B. J^Gtpord, Esq., C.B. The 
men who lowered the Wellington Statue axe c^ble of raising the 
wind for the clean-sweeping of C^vent Garden. The yomigest 
son of an American m^onnaire might buy it, and become in our 
estinmtion a second Peabody, a Sweet-Peabody , 
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THE VIQUEENS OF WHITBY. 

{As FAITHFULLY PROMISED LAST YEAE.) : 


AT THE GATES ! 

{With achnowlecigments to (ho Poet Laureate.) 

Tes “Warder of the growing hour,” 
Though hard for lesser men to mark • 
Whilst roimd him all the horizon ’s dark 

With engineries of hostile Power. 

So, laurelled Singer^ silver-strong 
Athwart thy stram will fancy Mt, 

And voices of the’ moment ht 

With shifting echoes of thy song. 

The Warder, of thy large dream, 

This Titan of the iron soul, 

With stern glance fast upon his goal, 

Cold, keen as his own armour’s gleam ? 


Warder indeed, firm-based and hold, 

Not moved by show of threatening steel, 
Or subtleties of soft appeal ; 

Grim-jawed and of colossal mould. 

Few roseate chivalries illume 
The frank unfaltering Teuton’s course ; 
Few Lancelot graces. Iron force 
Of brawn and brain, from spur to plume. 

But steadfast, stiU, whate’er befall. 

As that Pomneian Sentinel. 

What he shall ward is warded well, 

Or temple gate, or city wall. 

The gates he guards are as the gates 
Of that old temple, Janus-named^ 

Closed now. By whomsoever claimed, 
That post he calmly holds— and waits. 


Janus PatulciuSj Clusius^ both, 

“ Opener ” and “ Shutter,”at his will ; 
Armed sentinel of Peace, with skill 
To loose the dogs of war, though loth. 

So fancy limns him, who ’ll not cease 
To watch o’er what his brain upbuilt. 
Still, with his hand against the hilt, 
Warding the gates of War— like Peace ? 

Ah ! could we trust the Singer’s lay. 

Great Teuton, stark in deed^ and word, 
And know you, strong to bring the sword, 
As strong to take the sword away ; 

We ’d gladlier greet each gleam that broke 
From those steel-keen unfaltering eyes, 
Swift smiter, who, if need arose, 

“ Wilt strike, and firmly, and one stroke.” 


NEW POLICE EEGULATIONS. 

( To aceom/pany the Presentaiion of the latest Arm for the Force; a Whistle , ) 

1. Should you notice a Housebreaker entering a mansion at mid- 
night by a cut-out window, you will ask him politely what business 
brmgshim to the place in so unconventional a manner and at so 
inconvenient an hour. ‘ 

2. Should the Housebreaker refuse to answer you, or reply rudely, 
with an oath, that “you had better mind your own concerns, and 
leave him alone^” you will produce a text-book upon the Criminal 
Law, and explam to him in what manner he may be guilty of a 
felony. 

^3. Should he treat your lecture with contempt, you will assure 
him that you are a Constable, and produce your credentials for Ms 
examiAafion. 

,4 Should Ihe^ Housebreaker be still unreasonable, you will call 
! upon Mm to distinguish the difference existing between the status of 
one of the Public and that of an Officer of the Law. 


5. Should the Housebreaker stOl turn a deaf ear to your admoni- 
tions, you will warn him that if he enters the mansion with felonious 
intent, it will be your duty, in discharge of your official position, to 
arrest Mm. 

6. Should the Housebreaker after this enter the mansion, seize all 
the plate, slaughter the larger part of the family, and hre with a 
revolver half a dozen shots at yourself, you will instantly produce 
the substitute you have recently received for your rattle, and— 
whistle for the thief! 

Faitct the horror of dear respectable Mrs. Eamsbotham, who is 
rather short-sighted, when she saw a Handbill on the wall of the 
Herringhorougn Harbour with the words, “ Smack Anna MariaJ'* in 
large letters. It was only on close inspection that she discovered it 
was an Auctioneer’s advertisement oi the forthcoming sale of the 
fishing-boat or Smack called the Anna Maria, “ Still,” as she said 
to LAVnqiA, “it was startling, my dear, to anyone who doesnt 
happen to he nautical.” 
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HOLIDAY ECHOES. 

Dramitis Personje — Several haU-hoking^ hromed, xceatker^heaten 
Holiday-makers. One Pale-faced Stay-in-Town. 

Pale-faced Stay-in- Toicn* Hullo, Joxxs! Back so soon? Thought 
you were off for months. And where have you been, and what have 
you been doing ? 

Jones, Oh, I have been up in Yorkshire, shooting, 

P. S, How capital I Splendid county, Yorkshire; grand open 
scenery ; vast expanse of moorland ; bracing air, that puts your 
nerves right for ever ; good plain food. Why, you must be as sound 
as a bell I 

Jones, Oh, yes, I daresay. Of course people talk like that, and I 
have no doubt to a certain extent they are right ; but, you see, I 
wasn’t living in a very quiet house. 

P. S, But in that magnificent air and scenery you didn’t want 
quiet and an indoor life. 

^JomSk Kq mdwfi didn’t want brandiesrandr sodas inihe mo rning— 
or, rather, I thi nk we did ; but it was a moot point— at any rate, we 
had them. And^ then there was “ Boy” always at lunch, and a peg 
or two before diimer, and an admirable cellar ; and what with the 
grogs in the smoking-room, we never got to bed before two or three. 

P. 8. Then I fear I was a little bit premature when I congratulated 
you on your perfect state of health. 

Jones. Well, yes— no— hardly, I feel a little upset, you know— 
rather shaky, and all that ; but I have not the remotest doubt but 
that when I have settled down, and had two or three weeks in London, 
I shall be every bit as well as when I started. ’Morning I 

P. S, ’Morning ! Here ’s •Beo'ws’ hack in London again I How 
brown— no pun I — ^you are looking I How are you ? 

Brown, Among the middlings, thanks— only among the middlings. 

P. S, But you have had a holiday ? 

Broicn, Oh, yes. I have been yachting off the Devon coast. 

P, ^S'. Lucky man! Good boat, fine weather, jolly company. 
What could be more delightful ? 

Brown, I suppose it sounds rather pleasant. Yes, we had a 
rattling boat and fair weather, and a very good lot of men on board. 

^ P. S, You must have inhaled enough ozone to last you your life- 
time. I think to be on a yacht with a good topsail breeze^ when the 
water goes howling past yon and the weather copper is high out of 
water, aud the sea is eddying in the lee-scuppers, and as you bound 
along over the waves won feel that'-every moment -ihs"breezeHB- 
drivmg all the musty old cobwebs out of your brain, is one of 
most invigorating, health-producing sensations tiie world has. AH 
cares seem to fall from you. You fear no knock at the door, dread 
no ring at the bell. Your duns have ceased from troubling, and your 
callers are at rest. You get no telegrams, and despise newsxjapers. 

Brown, Of course, of course, from the land-point view of yachting ; 
but our host was a very bad sailor, and, consequently, we spent a 
good deal of time in harbour. 

P. 8, That doesn’t matter so much in Devonshire, as, wherever 
yon land, you have a lovely walk in every direction. 

Brown, We didn’t land much. 

P. S, Then what did yon do ? 

Brown. We generally used to go below in the cabin and play Loo, 
and you know its usual accompaniments. 

P. 8, But you weren’t always in harbour. Hang it, you must 
I have gone out to sea sometimes. 

Brown. Only in calms. 

P. 8, Even then you got the pure, unadulterated sea air ? 

Brown, In a way : for, you see, we generally, in a calm, used to 
go down below in the cabin and play Loo, and it was hot, thirsty 
weather. 

P. 8, Your trip, then, won’t have done you so much good as I had 
hoped. 

Brow7i, Oh, I am not very had ; and— hullo, it is a quarter to 
twelve ! I must be off. I have got to see my Doctor at the hour. 
My liver is very wrong, but I have no doubt he will put me right 
soon, and then I shall be as well as ever I was. Glad to have seen 
you. Good bye ! 

P. Good-bye ! What, Ec^iKSORr? How goes it? AH well at 
home, I hope. 

Bohimon, Ho, no ; I am sorry to say we have dreadful trouble at 
home. AH the children are down, my wife is nearly dead from 
fatigue and grief, and I myself haye Been up nursing fiiem the last 
two nights. 

P. 8. Goodness gracious I What is it ? 

^ Rolnn^n, The Doctors hardly say definitely, but it is some fonn of 
tyrooid. 

P. Hasty, beastly thing. However, if they wiH only puH 
through quiei^ you can get them aH down to the seaside. 

BoMnson. That ’s where we have just come from, 
j P- 8. What place ? 

‘ (jTAe reader may fiU tUs in according to his own 

i mmiom taste.) 


P.^ 8. But surely that is a town where the death-rate is next to 
nothing, and which is always held up to admiration by nine out of 
every ten medical men ? 

Bobinson. It is. That ’s why we went there. 

P. 8, Was there an epidemic raging ? 

Bobinson, Ho ; or if there was, we got it aH to ourselves, 

P. 8. Then how do you account for it ? 

Bobimon, You see we are different to the natives. Drainage has 
no power_ to affect them or their death-rate. It has on us. After 
lodging six days over an open sewer, aH the youngsters were taken bad. 

P. 8. How very sad ! But what do the Doctors say ? I trust ihey 
are hopeful, 

Babmson, I am happy to say they hold out tolerably fiattering 
expectations. They consider that now we have got the emldren back 
to our own weH- ventilated and weU-drained nouse, they, having 
naturally strong constitutions, will not be long in coming round. 
Bye! bye! 

P. 8, Bye ! bye ! old man. What, you, Geeen ! Heard you were 
. .on the Contment. . 

Green. How are you ? I got back last night. 

P. 8, How far did you get ? 

Green. Oh, not very far — ^Antwerp, Brussels, Cologne, up the 
Rhine, Baden, Strasbourg, and home by Paris. 

P. 8. Hot a bad little round. Did you enjoy yourself ? 

Green. Thoroughly. 

P. 8. I am glad to hear that. By Jove, it is a comfort to find one 
man has had a good holiday. What are yon going to do to-night ? 
One can’t offer much to a man fresh from the Continent ; but even in 
London one can give a fair approach to a French dinner, and the 
Gaiety is open again. 

Gi'een. Ugh! Thanks awfoHy,^ old Chappie. But I am going 
down into the Weald of Sussex this afternoon. 

P. 8. T^Tiat on earth for ? ^ 

Green. Well, you see, what with travelling, and table-d'hotes and 
cafe life, and seeing Galleries, I am a little bit off colour. jSo I am 
just going down to do a good week’s walking in the country. Get up 
early, go to bed early, do five-and-twenty miles a day, live on nothing 
but chops and bread-and-cheese, drink a little beer, and only one 
glass of whiskey at night, and I believe I shaH come back to town 
as fit as a Leger winner. So, farewell ! 

P. 8. Farewell! Why, Smith, it is an age since I saw you! 
What ’s the matter ? Why this lameness ?— why these crutches ? 
~8rnith.' Heland; 

P. 8. Ireland? Yon don’t own any property there? Oh, I 
remember, you told me you had rented a salmon river over there. 
Surely they didn’t shoot you for that ? 

Smith. Shoot ! I wish they had ; it might have finished me off at 
once. Got wet through fishing, and haye been in agonies ever since. 

P. 8. Yon had no sport, then ? 

Smith, Yes, admirable, till this infernal thing "got hold of me. 
Well, I can’t stop here chattering, I am just going to try a Turkish 
hath ; it can but kill or cure. 

P. 8. It doesn’t seem to have improved his temper, HuHo, 
Wio&T, any news ? 

Wiggy. Heard about Charley Thompson ? 

P. 8, Ho — ^what"of him ? I saw him just before he went off ^ to 
Switzerland ; he was goiag to climb some maccessible mountain with 
some unpronounceable name. Did he get to the top ? 

Wiggy. I don’t know whether he got to the top. He feH to the 
bottom right enough. 

P. /S. Hurt? 

Wiggy. Two thousand feet of crevasse don’t iisuaHy do you much 
good. He was kiHed on the spot, — smashed to nieces. 

P. 8. Lord, how sad ! EeaHy, what toadf ul holidays my friends 
seem to have had ! I grumbled at the time, but now I feel perfectly 
tbankful that I have had to stay in Town. After aH, London is the 
healthiest and safest place in the world- 

[^Bxit round corner is run over by a Van driveti by a drunken 
driver^ and is removed to Channg Cross Hospital. 


Unnatuxal History. 

The Daily Telegraph has added to our knowledge of Hatural 
History in a truly remarkable manner. In a leading article on the 
21st inst. it remarked that — 

.“To race a pony against a pigeon would, of course, be a foregone conclu- 
sion in favour of the Tatter ; but it has just been shown, by a race which has 
taken place at Bedworth, that a pigeon can fly rather more than double as 
fast as a pony.” 

This beats dog-and-man-fighting hoHow. If the Editor of the D. T. 
has seen a flying pony, let Mm exMhit it at the Aquarium, and 
FijaiErt Bahnum are not “ in it.” On second thoughts, we once 
had a pony that flew— no, that melted away before we had time to 
pocket xt. But we ’H bet another pony the D. T. didn’t mean this. 
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AN UNUSUAL OPPOR- 
TUNITY. 

Labt-helps can hardly 
expect to retire speedRy on 
a competency if th.eir re- 
muneration IS in harmony 
mththat indicated in the 
following advertisement 
which appeared in the 
Daily Telegraph : — 

"pEQUIRED immediately, 
XV in a small preparatory 
boarding-school for dots, a 
useful domesticated person as 
LADY-HELP, <fcc. She must 
be an early riser, healthy, 
quick, and actiye. No servant 
kept, but woman once each 
week to scour and clean. Boy 
kept for boots, knives, win- 
dows, &c. Salary, £12 per 
a-n-nn-m aud £2 for laundress. 

Fourteen pounds per an- 
num to cook, dust the room, 
mend the boys’ clothes, and 
assist in their education, 
would hardly be called an 
extravagant stipend. If 
we remember ri^tly, Mr. 
IVacl'ford Sqtieers, of Do- 
theboys Han, gave Mr. 
Nicholas Nichlely an an- 
nual salary of £5, but then 
he had to do nothing but 
teach. After reading the 
above advertisement, we 
are struck with the mn- 
nidcenee of SqiieerSf and 
are convinced Nicholas 
must have been extrava- 
gantly overpaid. 


CoxcmniiTG A2r Egtp- 
TLAJS! Ass.— Riaz Pasha bas 
been elected to the Legis- 
lative Council to represent 
Cairo. As he has been 
rather down lately, this is 
a rise for Ruz. 

Feai^ce to China.— 
You Hanoi me much.” 
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LE COMTE DE PARIS. 

Ls Nouveau *^Chep” de la Maisoiv de France, who, when Feench Taste 

HEQTJIRES IT, IS PREPARING TO GIVE IT A PiLLIP. 


RAMBLING RONDEAUX. I 
At Table d’Hotb. 

At Table d^hote, I quite , 
decline 

To sit there and attempt 
to dine ! 

Of course you never dine, 
hut “feed,” 

And gobble up with fear- 
some greed 

A hurried meal yon can’t 
define. 

The room is close, and, I 
opine, 

I should not like the food 
or wine ; 

"Wliile all the guests are 
dull indeed 

At Table d^hoie ! 

The clatter and the heat 
combine 

One’s appetite to under- 
mine. 

When noisy waiters take 
no heed, 

But change the plates at 
railway speed — 

I feel compelled to “ draw 
my line ” 

At Table d'hote ! 


“The President of the 
British Association,” read 
out Miss Lavinia, “ de- 
livered an address on Pure 
Mathematics,” “I’m de- 
lighted to hear it,” said 
Mrs. Ramsbotham, “ and 
I only wonder that any 
others were ever allowed in 
onr schools. But go on, my 


tinned Lavinia, quoting 
from the Times. “Dear 
me ! ” interrupted Mrs. R., 
“what a very bashful 
person he must be! But 
it’s a shame to make a 
public show of him, though. 
Where is he, my dear? 
At the Aquarium ? ” 


SONG OT A SCIOLIST 

AT SOUTHPORT. 

“ It is difficult to give an idea of the vast 
extent of modem Mathematics. This word, 

* extent,’ is not the right one ; I mean extent 
crowded with heautifal detail— not an extent of 
mere uniformity, such as an objectless plain, but 
of a tract of beautiful country seen at first in the 
distance, but which will bear to be rambled 
through and studied in every detail of hillside 
and valley, stream, rock, wood, and fiower. But 
as for an^bing else, so for a mathematical theory, 
beauty can be perceived^ but not explained.” — 
Frofessor Cayt^ in h%s Fresidential Addrm 
before the Fritish Assoeiation, at Southport, 
19, 1883. 

Ah ! highly lucid, 

And simple— c?oo«d.' 

Earth^s hills and valleys, and its Roods and 
greenery : 

what are they really, 

Compared (ideally) 

• "With Mathematics’ superior scenery ? 

. Talk not of monntainsj 

\ ' Of streams and fountains. 

Fear what laud or water, and what is 
wood, 


To contemplations 
Of sweet equations 

As seen by Catiet, or known to Spottis- 

WOOBE? ^ 

Oh! faith ’tis ravisbing, 

When Science, lavishing 
Her fairest formulae, her sweetest symbols, 
On Sciohstio ones^ 

(Though eulogistic ones) 

Whoknow of theorems as much as — ^thimbles, 
Declares, oracular, 

The charms spectacular 
Of Etjciib’s Eden, by so few attainable, 

Like axioms ever, 

Despite endeavour, ' 

Though yey obvious, are xmexplainahle I 
Why, goodness gracious I 
Were laws veracious 
Of her who Mnemosyne’s elder child is, 

As sweetly simple 
As girlhood’s dimple, 

Or clear as the poet^ of Oscar Wilbe is. 
Space non-Eudidian 
In lines Ovidian 

Might be illumined by rhetoric spangles — 
And Bards he planning 
(Like FsiEE and Canning) 

Warm oithyrambics on the lines and 
angles. 


But no, thank goodness I 
Mere rustic rudeness 

Won't plumb “four-dimensional space,” 
though it try, Sir. 

The Muses— minxes !— 

Win find the ^hinx is 
Still firmly planted on X + i Y, Sir I 
Those same “ least factors ” 

Seem great thought-exactors, ^ 

And will scarce he tracked by the Sciolist 
silly ’uns, 

Though G-latshee— rum thing I— 
Has been— doing somethina , 

With the missing three out of the first nine 
millions! 

Oh, blissful duty 
To explore the beauty 
Of elliptic and multiple theta functions ! 
The mathematics 
Must inspire ecstatics 

Which should thrill an ^Esthete with 
‘ * intense ” compunctions. 

But you “ can’t explain it ! ” 

Then how very vaiu it 
Must be for a Sciolist to follow you, 
Catiet ! 

Though I much respect you, 

Yet in intellectu 

I ’m a splitting chaos— so I ’ll bid yon Tale / 
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MEMS. OP A MINUTE PHILOSOPHER. 

The ages of Conanjerors and ComprehensiYe TliiiLkers are gone. 
These are the days oi the Minute Philosopher. I am a Minute Philo- 
sopher. It is a deHeious destiny. 

I am known everywhere — and yet nowhere. I have so many aliases, 
you see. Have yon met with such individuals as “A Citizen,” 
‘‘Looker-On,” “ The Uncle of Ten,” “ MatHda-Jane,” “ Bachelor,” 
“A Mother-in-Law,” “Anti-Humbug,” “Sanitas,” “A Briton,” 
“Busticus,” “Indignant,” “One wno Knows,” “Another wno 
Knows Better,” “Constant Subscriber,” “ A.B.,” “X. Y. Z.,” &c., 
&c., &c. ? They ’re aU— M b ! 

The world is now governed — or rather arranged— by Congresses, 
Associations, Handbooks, Lectures, and Letters to the Papers. 
Especially Letters to the Papers. I have been writing a Letter to 
the Pa^rs. It is on a mosi important subiect. I’m all in a tremble 
to see that letter in print, lest any fellow Philosopher— there are such 
lots of us you know— should have been beforehand with me. I saw 
old Fustiltjg drop something into the Editor’s box just as I came im 
with budget. I hope he hasn’t hit on the same subject. lip 
subject IS “ Door-Scrapers Disseminators of Disease,^^ Everyone 
wm at once see how essential to the Public well-being it is that 
scientific scrutiny and legislative enactment should be brought to 
^ar ofo.this hitherto shamefully-neglected subject.^ My le^r wfil no 

nator^ as did nr^ epistle on “ The liaticmal Structure and Distr^yuiion 
of Waistcoat JButtons,^^ last year. I shall have no sleep to-night I 
♦ ♦ 

It’s all right. ^ My letter’s in, in hig in a prominent place I 
Old Fusthettg’s is packed away in a comer like a mere advertisement. 
How ’^d he will be I His suWect is “ Braces and Garters in their 
Mention to the Decadmce of Modem Scvdpiimre^^ Subtle, but not 
striking ! See how mine goes I Mcue Mems. next week. 


SONGS OE THE STREETS* 

THE REAL REASOK. 

“ A foreigner, acquainted only througk the medium of translations with 
the works of the Autlior of Masselasy might he puzzled to determine why the 
name of Samuel Johnson is still with the English nation a household word, 

. . . The reason is a very simple one.” — Daily Telegraph* 

They may call Doctor J ohnson a bear and a bore, 

And smile at his wmpous inflation : 

They may laugh at nis lexicoaTaphioal lore, 

And Boswell’s absurd adulation ! 

But they ’re hound to admit, ’mid the hustle and strife 
That throbs in this busy replete street, 

That he said one good thing in the course of his life — 

’Twas, “ Let us go walking in Fleet Street ! ” 

If they like to abuse him for lapping up tea, 

Or wrt at the Thrales’ down at Btreatham : 

If witii all his opinions they fail to agree. 

Then all I can s^ is— why, let ’em ! 

They may jeer at Irene^ vote Itasselas “ rot,” i 

The ItamhUr revile in this neat street ; 

But there ’s one observation will ne’er be forgot, 

’Tis, “ Let us go walking in Fleet Street I ” 

They may carp at his “ lives ’’ and his verse, if they please, 
And sneer at his taste and his breeding : 

And his essays, all written in pure Johnsonese, 

They’ll reckon as ponderous reading. 

But I think his detractors can’t question his claim 
( Oh, whisper it in this discreet street !) 

To monuments, memoirs, distinction, and fame, 

Is, “Let ns go walking in Fleet Street I” 
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AN OLD POSTMAN^S STORY. 

**' ’Trs true, vour honour ! I’m fair dead heat, so I ’ll snatch a rest on this country stile, 

For I’ve trudged and tramped with loaded back from county towji— ’tis many a mile, 

Up at the hour when the cock ’s awake, and shuffling home when the bat s on wing, 

A-caUing here, and a-calling there, with a wait for a knock, and agam for a rmg ; 

A pleasant life do you call it, Sir ? to skirt the hedges and brush the dew. 

To scare the pheasant, and wake the thrush, and mark the spot where violets grew. 

Well, it’s all very well for the folks in town, who come down here just to take their rest ; 

But with chaps like me, when my labour ’s done and I long for leisure, then bed’s the best. 
It wasn’t so bad in the days gone by, with letters tied up in a handy pack, 

A stick, a satchel, a pair of legs, a sense of duty, a big broad back : 

But now it ’s different auite, look here, when the grave is ready and sexton host, 

Let them bury me quiet, and put on the stone, * His back it was broke by the Parcels 
Post.’ 

I ’m not so mad with new-fangled ways as Dick at the inn vdth his yard of clay. 

I ’ve seen the scythe and sickle give in, and the railroad come in the farmer’s way ; 

The hail isn’t heard in the old nck-yard, and the buzz of machinery frightens the nag, 

And we haven’t got coaches, or guards, or mails to gallop along with the postman s bag. 

I haven’t a doubt that the policy ’s good of the Liberal gentlemeu sitting in town 
To cheapen the cottager’s packet of tea, and send on a pattern of Missus s gown ; 

They can forward old women their physic and stuff, in reply to an order on halfpenny cards, 
And the men can get baccy sent up V the pound, and the women their finery easy by yards. 
But what 1 do say, it ’s a little too hard to make au old messenger give up the ghost 
Because he is doomed to be spoke in the wheel of the Juggernaut Car— called the Parcels Post t 

I ’ve a son in town, as handy a lad, though I shouldn’t say sOj as ever you see, 

And he sorts the pactets and parcels out, that are driven to trains and handed to me, 

And he tells his father that London ’s full of one-horse carriages painted red, 

He owns his business hours are stiff, hut he gets his meals and he likes his bed ; 

They tempt the lad— though he ’s good as gold— as very few young ’uns are tempted now, 
With money, and jewels, and stamps, and cheques, which a fool might lose, but a rascal 
* stow ; ’ ... 

And they give bim a salary, on my word, that a labouring lad might fairly scorn, 

For Master HonoB has the air to breathe, and never sees gas whether night or morn, — 

Still I thiTilr on the whole that the boy up there has a happier life— though I ’d better not 
boast — 

Than the laboucing hack weight on his back, who is. driven to death by the Parcels 

Post I 

“ It stands to reason, why just look here, ’tis in rural beats where the shoe must pinch, 

The orders come from the * boss ’ in town, but the patient messenger he daren’t fimoh. 

We ’ve asked for a lad, or a horse and cart, why even a tricycle many could ride, 

But never a word to our mute appeal that travels to town from the country side. 

They groan and growl in the London prints of packages broken and strings undone, 

And kick up a fuss about chocolate-drops they nave counted out, and are short by one ! 

But they never can picture a man as I, of age threescore — well, and nearly ten— 

Who is taught to boast of a land that ’s free, and struggles along ’neath the whips of men. 

It may be policy ! Who can say ? It may be economy, Statesmen’s boast, 

It may be fife to our pubHc men, but it ’s death to the slave of the Parcels Post ! 

So if I am late who^dares complain ? and if I am weary I must sit down 
Like this on a stile for a minute or two, in my daily tramp from the county town. 

Sometimes I envy the birds that fiy, from branch to branch, in the air that’s free, 

I follow the fiight of the butterfiy’s wing, and the honeyed content of the burden’d bee I 
I hear the song of the labourer’s lad as he rides .the waggon or follows the plough, 

And the robin looks ^ withTiis cxirious eyes as I rest fox a minute to mop my brow, , .. 
In'the moraing mist 1 am off and away, to hurry despair or to hasten fate, 

Leaving parcels of patterns for girls at the Hall, andletters of love at the Rectory gate ; 

Bat when your Parliament rings with cheers and the good news travels from coa^ to coast, 

In the heat of triumph— just loose one chain from the back of the slave of the Parcels Post I” 


AN ALL-ABSORBING SUBJECT. 

(J?i the Silly Season.) 

The Maze, Vague Hollow. 

Sis, — ^As wasps are so numerous this 
year, a sovereign recipe for the cure of their 
stings is invaluable. I can give one. Take 
twenty pounds of oranges, half a hundred- 
weight of sugar, and a bottle of brandy, 
and mix thoroughly. When quite assimi- 
lated, boil for twenty-four hours, and then 
strain off the impurities. Allow the mix- 
ture to cool in a dry place, and bottle in 
two-gallon jars. Cover the place containing 
the- sting with some of the concoction, and 
a speedy cure will be secured. 

Yours respectfully, 

ACCtrBACY. 

P.S. — As I like to be exact, I beg to say 
the above is either an excellent recipe for 
wasp-stings, or marmalade— I forget which. 

The Factory, Smart Avenue. 

SlE, — The only reliable cure for wasp- 
stings is the Anti-Poison Rat-Filler and 
Insect Neutraliser. It may be obtained in 
boxes at one shilling and three halfpence, 
three shillings and sevenpence halfpenny, 
and four guineas. It is cheaper to purchase 
the latter, as the price of the Government 
stamp is therein included. The largest box, 
too, insures a speedier cure and more instant 
relief than the smaller ones. I need scarcely 
say- that my advice is given: in a thoroughly 
disinterested spirit. I beg to subscribe 
myself, The Patentee. 

P.S, — Be sure you ask for the right 
article, and do not be satisfied with spurious 
.and noxious, imitations. 

The Bower, Figsville'-o^i-Stye. 

Sir, — For many years I have made the 
stings of wasps my constant study. Every 
day in the summer and winter months I 
have the walls of all the rooms in my house 
coated with a thick concoction of garHo. 
The carpets ^ are once a week washed 
thoroughly with parsley-water, and all over 
the place liquorice-root is kept constantly 
burning. The garden is thickly sown with 
onions, and all my food is fiavoured with 
peppermint. Finally, I have a vaporiser in 
the hall, which distributes^ camphor in all 
directions. By these simple means I 
scarcely ever get stung by a wasp. 

Believe me, yours very sincerely, 

' _ A Eosebeb.^ 

- - -may explain that the insect in 

question has a very sensitive sense bf smell. 
Oidy a mad wasp would approach my 
dwelling, and a mad wasp has rarely brains 
enough to sting. 


' “TWILL NOT DO. 

tt "Why has not man a mieroscopic eye ? 

For thi| plain mson, Man is not a fly.” 

BAsrct Pore witii complacent optimistic dogmatism. But that’s all 
knocked on the head now. ' Sifioe Science turned social detective, 
Man has a micxQscopic eye, or its e<mivalent. The ignorance which 
is bliss is now no man ’s lot. A • Practical Chemist ” assures us 


gowns ana maxn^ cniuirems .trocKs, -is fieivaiy loaned witk tiie 
chloriSes of calcium and magnesium, which abaqrh water “ eagerly ” 
from the atmosphere, insuring a damp state of the dotting except in 
the (Hest weather, , Delirious L.ffiw Htife to "vre^ know, when 
. donning our (seemingly) snug dressing-gown that we were clothing 
"mth .rheumatkm as With a garment, Ohi that twill be 


! - - RAMPANT EIBBONOSITY. 

A Man no longer wears his heart upon his sleeve, but he carries a 
certificate of good morals in his button-hole. We read in the Daily 
Hews (Sept.-20) — * ' , 

I At Boscombe Down, Wilts, yesterday, the first anniversary of the. ‘Red 
j Ribbon Army * was criehrated. The Army is composed of * moderate 
drinkers.^ A dinner was given, and the affair was one of great rejoiciag.” 

The fallowing Ettle song' might have been'Sung on the occasion 

M&deration is Carnation, “ " 1 If ribhonless, I must confess, 
Abstii^nee is Blue 1 .1 woiffler w^t are you ? 


t And is life worth Eving with tins detective-delineated m^em ^U)anc6 
of Deyh ” ccmtidnally goiog on around us ? ; 


Lin?fm.T~Jda^.aaid Fry.. 


Lg^forthe EibbotrTraJe." 


to. Nephew,” said Mts:- R amsboihA!^* ‘Us., unabld to. take k 
Autumn, m he is offiriating m l&'ddd temis foicthe * Vicar 
of Snorton-cp^l^umb'ordugh,” , U 




TO*' 0(^&BOB8Op!O3^E3IT&^l!i no. case can CtmiadbntionB, whether MTS., Printed ICatter, or Drawings, be returned, unless aoeompanied 
, . n «ad Inxwctad B^velppe or Cov#r« Cfo^es of KS. should b# kept by the Kenders. 
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A STAETLEN'G IN^-ENTIOA". 

The bal)y does not seem to taiie to tbe electric feeding- 
bottle. He is no'w in strong convulsions. 

From the fact that my new electric razor nearly severed 
my jugular vein this morning, I conclude that the cur- i 
rent mast be timed on a little too strong. 

It certainly is a great blessing to have one’s co:ffiee 
ground, the carpets dusted, the not water brought up- 
stairs, all the clocks in the house wound up, and the 
front-door slammed in the face of the Tax-CoUeoinr, 
simply by turning a small handle down in the wine- 
cellar. 

We really must impress on our next housemaid that- 
the proper way to Hgnt the Swan burner in the hall is 
not by grasping both wires firmly, previous to applying 
a match to the ends, —or the hospital Authorities may 
refuse to receive any more of our cases. 

l^'ow that the electric boot-cleaner has tom the but- 
tons from my best out-door pair of boots, and scorched 
all the French polish off my dress-shoes, I think we 
m^ call the contrivance an unqualified success. 

I am sure my mother-in-law would like to sleep in the 
room with the “Hew Patent Electric Surprise Bedstead ” 
in it. 

The “Little Marvel” machine which turns me out of 
bed, puts my clothes on, gives me my breakfast, and 
propels me in the direction of the railway station iive 
minutes before the morning train starts, had better be , 
set for half-past nine o’clock to-morrow. 

The “ Electric Family-Prayer Header ” must certainly 
be out of order, as it has given us the same chapter of 
Genesis for the last three mornings. 

Judging from the livid appearance of the cook, who is 
now lying insensible under the kitchen table, I fancy 
that in trying to light what she calls “that there 
dratted lamp,” she must have unintentionally “com- i 
pleted the circuit.” I 


The colour specially emblematic of the JEsthete is 
sage-green. Could anything be more appropriate? 
PaiotdIi Meetiitg- between Mrs. Stanley Green anp Mrs. de la Poer Just a tinge of the sa^ and very much of the green for 
Brown, who have always made a point of concealing from each other the pupil, but for the^* master ” the proportion of colour 
THE Name and Address of their Dressmaker. is reversed. 


m PLACE LIKE HOI^IE. 

(An Ajfologyfor the Befusal of an Intended Favour.) 

My Dear Mountjollt, 

If I could possibly have the pleasure of accepting the kind 
invitation you have so often repeated, to stay with you for a holiday, 
at your fine old country mansion, I certainly would. I thank you 
for it very much indeed. But it is quite impossible for me to leave 
borne with any pleasure, or indeed any comfort at all. Ho doubt a 
change of air and scene would do me an immense amount of good ; 
and, if there is any move I can imagine I should like to make, it 
would he a transition from duckweed Cottage to Hemshaw HalL 
But even that would be absolutely iutolerable to me. Why ? Because 
I could not, I assure you, make myself at borne, as you kindly say I 
might, without becoming intolerable to you and everybody else 
about me. 

At home, in the first place, I am accustomed to lie in bed of a 
morning as long as I choose, generally thinking some subject or other 
out, sometimes until it is very late, so that I am not up and down 
until mid-day. To breakfast with any degree of comfort, I must 
breakfast alone, have nobody to mind and nothing to distract my 
attention from my repast, and from reading the newspapers. By 
way of condiment to my food, I always use garlic, partly because ,1 
like it, partly for its pulmonic properties, and it would be selfish of 
me to satis$’ this taste otherwise than quite by myself. Besides, 


the slightest excess commonly costs me a headache the next morning. 
Dining daily with other people I should be dreadfully dull ; more- 
over, 1 could not stand having to dress regularly for dinner. 
Furthermore, I must dine at my own time, and can’t observe a 
stated dinner-hour, or any other hours. 

As soon as I have dined I habitually smoke my pipe again, and 
for the rest of the night alternate smokmg with reading. As to^ the 


and smoke a whiff of tobacco. I need, also, a sitting-room or study 
so far apart from the rest of the house that I may remain out of 
heating anj ordinary conversation, especially small-talk interlarded 
with tittering and laughter. 

You fancy, perhaps that I should as a rule at least make myself 
tolerably pleasant at dinner, because you may have usually found me 
so. But that was when I was dining out, which I only do just now 
and again, on occamon. I am then, peihaps, able to sustain a 
temporary part in society, and seem lively and even brilliant for a 


should very soon desire a glass of grog, and to be off to bed. The fore- 
goiag avowals I trust will serve to contimce you that to acc^t your 
generously-proffered hospitality would be only to abuse it, ana form — 
very bad form, indeed— -the grossest ingratitude on the part of your 
truly thankful, but sincere, and thoroughly candid friend, 

Sotggles. 

LITIGATIOH AND LOGIC. 

Some space has been filled in the first of the Papers 
By an action of import to dressmakers, drapers, 

And tailors, — of course^ without saying that goes ; 

For the suit is a suit with relation to clo’es. 

Mis-stated, however, a little this case is 
In being reported as “ Hips versus Braces.” 

Let it ‘"Hips versus Shoulders ” be, Logie implores, 

Or “ Belt versus Braces” — ^to go on all fours. 

The points of support one another may sue. 

The supporters implead the supporters with due 
Consistmicy, but,^ ^twixt the former and latter, 

Nisi Prim is quite an incongruous matter. 

Yet “ Belt versus Braces” suggests a late cause,— ^ 

It reminds every reader of Belt versus Lawes ; 

And. although as for “ keeping ” it yields satisfaction, 

Musi make us all yawn who remember that action. 
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A LIKELY IDEA! 

Gallant 'Bus-Driver (enticingly). “ Outside, Lady 1 ’ 


SOMETHING IIKB A EELLAH ! 

Scene— Dwelling of Aid MxtddIiEPA, not a score of Miles froyn 
Cairo,. All discovered on the point of going into the cotton- 
field. Enter Smith Pasha, abruptly. 

Smith Pasha. Ait, my dear Sir, tlie very man I mslied to see ! 
Crlad to have caught you. 

Ali yroveUing in the dust), What does my Lord re<iuire? 
{Whining,) I am very poor. 

Smith Pasha {raising him), "What do I require of you ? First, to 
get up from that abjectly humble position. Do you not know, my 
good frieud, that you are mj equal r 

Ali {laughing). My Lord is vdtty ! But I am very poor, and want 
to go to my work ? Can I not tempt my Lord to depart in peace 
on the^ gift of a goat ? 

Smith Pasha, Nonsense ! I have come here to make an EngHsh- 
man of you. So, pull yourself ^gether, and listen to me. 

AH, My Lord^s will is my will. But I am very poor, and cannot 
pay much. 

Smith Pasha, Pay much I Ton are to pay nothing. All you will 
have to do is to vote. 

Ali,^ Tery well, my Lord. My Lord will vote for me. 

Smith Pasha, No, that won’t do. You must be independent, and 
think for yourself. ^ 

Alt (joyfully). Ah, then, I need not vote ! Oh, thanks, my Lord, 
thmiksi ' . V VResumes his grovelling, 

Sm^h Pasha {angrdy). Stand upjSir! You shall not spoil my 
maetog ! (Am hursts into tears,) well, you must not be so sensi- 
mve I ^ What are you howling for ? 

AU {.between his sobs), I though my Lord was going to beat me I 
Smith Pasha {indignantly), Why, that would subject 

me to a charge of assault and battery ! The Belgian Judges would 
^ down trom me I 

, !Ihe Belg^ Judges, my Lord I Why, how could they do 
■ any®^ when I can offer them no backsheesh f 

P^ha, Packsheesh I Why, you would get committed for 
af Courl I Fancy trying to bribe the President of a Court 
. ox Justaoel 


Ali {tearfully), I could have done so once, my Lord, but now I am 
very poor. 

Smith Pasha, Oh, nonsense ! But you must do something for the 
benefit of the community ? 

Ali {hesitatingly), I am so poor, my Lord; but I think I might 
spare a calf if my Lord would then let me go ! 

Smith Pasha {sternly). Be a man, Sir, and don’t talk folly! 
Come, now, you surely can serve upon a Jury — give a verdict to say 
whether a prisoner is innocent or guilty, don’t you know ? 

Ali, But why should I do that, my Lord ? It would only offend 
the Judge, if he had arranged with the prisoner. 

Smith Pasha (emphatically). Haven t I told you. Sir, that the 
Judge cannot be bought ! 

AM (submissively). As my Lord pleases ! I am my Lord’s slave ! 

Smith Pasha (aside). On my word, I believe he is hopeless I Stay, 
I will give him a last chance. (Aloud,) After all, my poor man, 
your education is answerable for your want of public spirit. How- 
ever, I think you will still do for a Yestrymau. Procuring^ paying 
coutraots for your friends, and utterly ignoriim the convenience of 
the ratepayers^ are simple acts enough— eh P Surely you could per- 
form such duties as these ? 

Ali, I would try, my Lord ; I would try ; but surely such work ' 
would be better done by an Englishman ? 

Smith Pasha, No doubt ! So it would ! Well, I can’t waste any 
more time upon you, as I have to see some of your neighbours about 
I a new School Board, a projected Tramway, and a plan for Gasworks. 

I suppose that your neighbours are much the same as you, eh ? 

Aih (proudly). No, my Lord ; I am more learned than my neigh- 
bours. If I were not, wW should they call me “The Star of 
Wisdom ” ? {Peturning to his submissive manner,) Your pardon, 
my Lord ! May my tongue be cut out for its boasting ! 

Smith Pasha, They caD^ow “ The Star of Wisdom I ” Then they 
must be a bright set! Well, good day. May look in again by- 
and-by. [Exit, 

Ali (grovelling), AH good wisheffe foUow yon, my Lord ! (After a 

S ».) And yet be has left me without taking my calf or goat ! 
is good. Allah be praised ! So once more to my labour ! 
[Eeturns to his coUon-crop^ and entirely forgets English Deform^ 
as the scene closes in upon,BriUsh Occupation tn Egypt, 
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A POPULAR MOVEMENT. 

** I looked towards Burnham, 

And anon, metliought, the wood began to move,” 

The Civic Bignitapjes peeeoem the Ceeemony oe Dedicating their recentlt-acqitired Property, Burnham Beeches, to the 

Use and Enjoyment op the Public for ever. 


Servants out op Livert.— In spite of the wishes of the lAvery, 
the Court of Aldermen have refused to make Mr. Hadley Lord Maw 
Elect. Their eonrse was very simple. They he^n with a foul with 
the chosen of Castle Baynard, and ended with a To wire. 

Mrs. Eamsbotham thinks the Lord •Mayor and Corpor^on 
deserve the* greatest thanks for throwing open to the Public Burnham 


Beeches, “which, from its name, ought,” she says, to Become 
a highly popular hathing-place, and, perhaps, quite the rival ot 
Margate ^nds.” 

Obvious. — The English Government has placed Sir Evelyn Baring 
at the head of a^airs in Egypt. This shows that we do not intend 
that^ there should he anything over-Baring in our policy there. 
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A GLASS AT THE GLOBE. 

I warrant ’txv'ill prove an excuse for tlie glass ! — School Jot Scandal • 

Me. Grtinby’s Glass of Fashion^ in spite of certain defects, is 
a clever piece, capitaliy played, and well wortli seeing. , . , 
The Autlior hiad got hold of a good subject for Comedy, but he 
unfortunately took too serious a view of its treatment, and has 
^ ^ attempted to^ be 

/in /f' ' Miss Linoaej) al 

' . -A V ’ to give them the 

j appe^ance of 1^- 

“ Organic life,”— a suggestion for a new tarn to be her ne^or^nee^^^ 

peculiarly-shaped ^ ezoeption 

above mentioned 

where Miss Ltstgied is not only seen at her best in this piece, but we 
venture to say at her best altogether, is in the interview between 
Colonel and Mrs, Trevanion in the Second Act. Here we have 
nothing but praise for her, as we should have for the Colonel through- 
out, did not Mr. Lethcouet represent him as such a venr brusque 
unpleasant person, own brother, in fact, to that wooden-headed, steel- 
jointed Colonel (we think he is a Colonel, and an Indian Colonel, — 
they generally axe in these pieces) in Impulse at the St. James’s. 

; The Glass of Fashion^ if the idea had only struck Mr. Gettoy in 
time, ought to have been what is now known as a “ Criterion Piece ; ” 
and, without detracting one whit from Mr. Shuoi’s excellent, because 
most natural, performance of the rich Brewer who has married a 
Countess, and who wants to “have Society at his feet,” yet how 
immense Mr. W. Hill would have been as the proprietor of Gie 
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Mr. Shyin’ making a Hit. 


newspaper worried by threatening letters, actions, writs, and all the 
ills that the conduct of his Editor has entailed upon iiim. If the 
Editor had only 

betaj^Mr. 

an^ Miss Oae- She lingers, — no, she Lingard on the threshold. Bun I 
LGTTA LECLEEca Tenne? Now! Curtain, 

as Lady Coombe- 

the piece would have gone with roars of laughter from beginning to 
end. As it is, indeed, the portions that go best, — and these cannot 
go better,— are just those where the fun comes in, and where the i 
dialc^e is so^ carefully pointed that every line teUs. 

Putfeg aside the Phit Act as patchy and comparatively uninter- 
eatsEg, the oth^r three Acts are yery good both as to dialogue and 

It is a pity that the ingenious contrivance of substituting one 
saste for me other did not receive a little more attention firom the 
eitber when writing or when rehearsing, as some sort of 
reason ought have b^ invraited to account for Peg ^BeiVy not 
gmpgaway wifiL her sister. Why Peg diouH stop, we cannot see, 


except to meet her affiance, Tom Stanhope (very well played by Mr. 
Smily), and even then, she wouldn’t have Hd herself behind a 
curtaiu. This is not hypercriticism, hut only a regret that what is, 
as it stands, so good, should not have been perfect. 

Mr. Tbee’s make-up as Prince Borowshi is admirable ; his identity 
is completely obliterated ; it is even difficult to recognise him by his 
eyes. It is not a pleasant part, and, no doubt, to raise it above the 
level of the usual conventional foreign scoundrel with broken 
English, Mr. Teee over -accentuates the repulsiveness of the 
character in the Studio Scene, where he exhibits/* not love,” as Mrs, 
Trevanion truly says, hut passion — of such a kind as Mr. Clayton 

thought it right to 

portray in his scene^ as ^ I 

artists are *correct in K I \ 

theory, hut the piece ,| i' ^ '' 

should he a Tragedy, Li I 

that is, tragic motives I i.|. 

should be at work, to ' J i 

warrant^such a ffisplay m ' " ^ ^ 

ce|is. ^ It w^a very 
not of the character he " 

is playing, appears to Mr. Shyin’ makiag a Hit. 

be hard. StiU, it is 

very funny; and the funnier the scenes between him and his ^ 
Editor become — ^the greater the difficulties in which he finds him- 
self, the more we regretted that it had not occurred to^ Mr. Getjndy 
to make this into a farcical comedy, when, we believe, it would have , 
achieved as great a success as Our JBoys^ 

As it is, with “ the return of the native ” to town, the Comedy 
ought to have a considerable share of public favour accorded to it. 

The Theatres are all waking up after their summer rest. Mr. 
Haeeis’s Freedom has come to an end at Drury Lane. The next 
piece will, we hope, be Paydom, His advertisement raises our 
curiosity, the piece being announced as founded on facts “ privately 
known to the Authors.” What can these he ? Some startliag dis- 
closures about the Messrs, Gattx, or about Messrs. Pettitt and 
Me-r-rtt t (with all the “i’s” and “ t’s ” possible), or— hut we dare 
not venture upon further surmise. We nave been authoritatively 
informed that there is to be a real horse on the stage, and a real i 
murder. We firmly credit both statements. j 

“■ " ' ' " ( 

THE POLITICO-PECUNIAET BAEOMETER. 

{From Daily Observations on the Stock Bxchange,) 

Cause. Eeeect. 

Prince Yon Bismaeck snubs Little PeddHngton Railway 
the Chinese Ambassador. Shares faU 3 per cent, 

rruc. A-P aT.-i>TirAxrv >,00 of 6 in the Debentures of 

o Geejmant as American Wooden Nutmeg 

(Association. 

" A-p A-P Flatness of the Shares of the 

a ^ \ ta^enfS^y S 

womacne. Share. 

The President of the French S Rise of 18 in Mexican Railway 
R^ubHo goes out shootiag. ( Company’s Ordinary Shares. 

The President of the Trench V Fall of 18 in Mexican Railway 
RepubHc goes out fishing. ( Company’s Ordinaxj Shares. ^ 

{ Rise in Foreign Stocks ; fall m 
British Consols; buoyancy m 
Indian Mines; and great and 
general depression in the Silver 
Market. 


The King of Spain is coldly \ 
received in France. c 

Priuce Yon Bishaeck snubs) 
the Chinese Ambassador. i 

The Emperor of Geehant has, 
a cold. 

Riots in Austro-Hungary. 

lUness of the President of the , 
Swiss Republic. 

The Sultan is reported to have . i 
a toothache. .1 


The President of the French 
R^ubHo goes out shootiag 
The President of the Trench ) 
RepubHc goes out fishing. 1 

Announcement of the date for 
the closing of the Amsterdam* 
Internatiaiial Exhibition. 


Mr. Peaecje is building a ship to cross the Atlantic in five days. 
We ’re reduciM our periods of astonishment. It ’s only a five-days 
wonder now. 0, CoiEEiDaE and Columbus ! Wonderful Pearce’un I 
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SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST. 

{Latest development^ as imagined by Our Ovcncroughf Coniinhuior.) 

“The Sherifis of London and liiddleses -were yesterday occupied in 
examining a number of persons irlao had viitten, offering themselves as can- 
didates for the office of Hangman. Ihe Sheriffs having seen all the candi- 
dates, five were requested to remain .” — Laity Paper, 

ScEXE — A room in the Old Bailet/, The Sheriffs discovered seated 
at a table on which are several plaster-casts of heads, and a pile 
of rope. To the right, a full-sized temporary gallows. Opposite 
them, finishing a stiff Examination Paper, the five selected Can- 
didates, two of whom, unable to write, are assisted by private 
Secretaries. 

The Sheriff^ of London {collecting the papers), Kow, then, we ’ll 
take yon in viva voce, one at a time. So into the next room four of 
you, and mind — ^no listening at the door I 

iFour of the Candidates slouch and retire. 
The Sheriff of Lliddlesex. 'Well— er. Let ’s see ?— all !— hum— 
that is— to be sure! [Pleasantly,) Have you now--eT— ever- 
hung anybody ? 

The Sheriff of Lojidon, — ^Professionally. 

The Sherff ^ Middlesex, Qtmie so, Professionally. lS7niles, 
Candidate Number One, IV^ell, your "Worships, that’s just where 
it is. I can’t say as ’ow it was what you ’d call ri^t down perfessional, 
though I ’ave tried the iob five times. [Looks carefully round the 
room.) And as I ’ve always carried this ’ere ready noosed in my 
pocket, ever since the Commissioners said I was all right, and let me 
out of the Asylum — [Produces ttco yards of rope arranged with a slip- 
knot )— your TT’orshipswould like to seewhat I could do 

\_aves a war-whoop. The Sheriffs dash wildly under the table, \ 
and ring a dustman^ s bell, until Candidate 2^'uni‘ber One is 
removed by seven Ushers. Order being restored, and the 
Sheilas, {^er having had a pint of Champagne a piece and 
hidden the fire-irons, an inkstand, and a bust q/BLACESTONTE 
in the waste-paper basket, the Second Candidate is sununoned, 
and requested to detail his experiences as briefly as possible. 
Candidate Nimber Ttco {briskly), no, Gents,— I never have 

myself, though, I ’ve been watening it for five-and-tbiriy years so 
as to be ready whenever I had a chance. This is my idea. ^ [The 
Sheriffs grow interested, atid nod app7^ovi7igly,) It ’s to do it like 
Punch and Judy, 

\^Is plucked on the spot, and instantly replaced by PTumber Three. 
Sheriff of Middlesex^ [referring to Examination Papers — severely), 

I see you are a humanitoian. 

Candidate Number Three, I am. Sir. That is my sole reason for 
applying for the post of Public Hangman. I should exceedingly 
like occasionally to try to hang someone painlessly, and if one of you 

Gentlemen now, would kindly step up here \Moimts the scaffold. 

The Sheriff of Lon^n. Up there? Hum! ha! We think ^rhaps 
a Common Councilman would serve your purpose better ; and— er— 
ahem ! — ^we will be baimy to assist you in the process. 

[Rings bell, A CommoiL Councilman is instantly brought in, 
bound hand and foot, and placed under the drop, loudly 
and violently protesting. 

Candidate Number Three {explaining). There is] not the le^t 
cause for apprehension — a mere experiment. [Tries to hang him. 

Common Councilman, Look here! If I’m hung, by Jove, it’s 
murder I 

frantically for help ; and, after a ^despeiyte struggle, 
in which the plaster-casts are used freely as ijiissiles, escapes 
with Candidate Number Three and the Two Sheriffs to 
the nearest Police-Court, where, having all take7X out cross- 
summonses against each other, and made it up afterwards, 
the Sheriffs return, and find Can^date Number Pour sus- 
pended on the gaUows in the examination-room, 

The^SherW of Middlesex, Hear me! and bis papers were quite 
promisihgj However, there ’s one leffc. {Summons Candidate Number 
Pive.) Well, now, just tell us what you know about the matter. ^ 
Candidate Number Live. 'Well, it was this way, your Worship. 
We got practising a little bit in a friendly together, and I said, 
I’d got a new dodge and so says be, “Snow it me,” says he; 
and I done it. 

The Sheriff of London {rising). And very nicely done, too. 

The Sheriff of Middlesex, Unite so. This admirable practical 
exercise, taken m connection with, your very well answered papers, 
decides us — ^the post is yours. 

CanMdate Numb&r Live, Thankee, kindly, your Honours! I hope 
I may live long, and have lots of work, and enjoy myself I 
The Sh&^s [both t^ether), I’m sure we hope you may. 

[Tmy shake him heartily hy the hand, as the Curtain falls. 


NwTmn eoe l^J^(m{rendered ap^op^tehy the fussy 
ness*^ of her reemt PoMcy*—La Ncmm* , 


HURRAH, FOR THE PRINCESS I 

“ The Princess of Wales has won two millinery victories this year— both 
on the side of common sense. She has banished" the crinolette,"iii spite of 
Paris. She has retained the small bonnet in fashion, still in spite of Paris.” 

Laily News, 


Am — Lonnie LundeeJ 










TE Girls of the 
Nation, pray 
listen to me. 

Now the crino- 
lette’s doomed 
by a Koyal 
decree, 

You must all give 
it up, if in fash- 
ion you ’d be— 

And take to the 
bonnet deli- 
ciously wee ! 

“ Hurrah, for the 
, Princess!” shout 
^ matron and lass. 

They all of them 
say, as they gaze 
in tne glass, 

“ On a point such 
as this we all 
clearly agree — 

: For we’re all for 
the bonnets so 
bonny and 
wee 1 ” 


In the Park, or the Bow, in. the square, or the street, 

TTie neat little head-dress you ’ll find bad to beat ; 

At the smart morning concert or five o’clock tea, 

There is naught like the bonnet so winsomely wee ! 

“ Hurrah, for the Princess ! ” &c., &c. 

There are toques beyond rapture, and hats beyond praise ; 
There are coalscuttle tilts of our grandmothers’ days — 
Like Our Artist has drawn— but there’s nothing I see 
That can equal the bonnet coquettisbly wee ! 

“ Hurrah, for the Princess I ” &c., &e. 

Now three cheers for the Princess ! and never forget 
She has banished for ever the vile crinolette 1 
And the sweet British Maids, from Penzance to Dundee, 
Are in love with ^ose bonnets enchantingly wee ! 

“ Hurrah, for the Princess I ” &e., &c. 


MEMS. OF A MINUTE PHILOSOPHEB. 

Bee 2T to the weekly meeting of the Up-in-a-Balloon Society. 
Glorious time ! I ’m a member (“ Jomr Pabtlet, M.U.B.S.,” looks 


a dozen. I read a paper on Drops and Drains, JNeat title. 
Combines Anti-Alcoholic principles with a policy of Sewagje, thus ^ 
affording a xcide field for discussion, which is the great thing m these : 
matters. Compel people to give up their “drops” (or *bups’’) and ^ 
attend to their drains, I maintained, and you ’ve done all ^at - 
requires to be done. There ’s a recipe for universal health and han- : 
piness — Civilisation in a nutehell! The only difficulty is the 
compulsion. Until people get rid of their confounded love of what : 
they call “ liberty,” we Minute Philosophers shall never fulfil our ; 
manifest destiny of putting the Universe to-rights. The Up-m-a- 
Balloon Society alone is quite equal to the task — ^if they ’d only let ; 
us do it. But the obstiaacT of the unphilosophical mind is mscru- ; 
table. “We had a splendid discussion, rai^g over whole 
Encyclopsedia, from “ Alcohol ” to “ Eymotic Diseases.” Fusrixw, i 
of course, made himsfilf obstructive. Pretended he couldn’t s^ the ; 
connection between my thesis and his precious “ Bracks and Garters,” ; 
and so held my recipe for Civilisation imperfect, I sat upon him, 
however, and 1 believe we ^ould have come to a general agreement i 
and a practical conclusion — if there had beoii time. 

Said the Speaeee recently, ‘‘ As I grow older I love Flowers more 
and more.” The Seoend Magistrate at Bow Street was delighted. 
Of course, the Speaker ipeant flowers of spe^ ! 

Wncr is a Mahar^ah more likely to be a poor than a rich man ? 
Because he is an £a.£-gent. 
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ALFONSO THE BEATE. 


Oy Ms royal rounds 
An aspiring King goes. 

Terrier among hounds, 

Chick amidst fiamjngoes, 

Well may take ah air 
Sapiently modest. 

La Belh Prance a-scare ? 

Incident of the oddest I 
CMteaiix en Lspagne \ 

Builds the young Aufokso, 
Garhed d la uhlan, 

“Why should he have done 

. 50 ?^* 

Asks the fretful dame, 
i Madam, hush this panic ! . 

What is in a name, 

Or get-up Germanic ? 

By each midge you’re prohed 
As by spear -thrust. Bless 
us I 

One might deem you rob^ 

In the shirt of rfessus, 

Seeing hoTv you fume. 

Ever in the fidgets. 

Is it then your doom 
To he mocked by midgets ? 

, You, self-s^led la Grande f 
Maladroit civility 
^ {Quite a VAllemande\ 

^ri']^lge at ? Imbecility I 
the attire 
aspiring Kinglet 


Eaise your ready ire, 

Eufile one light ringlet ? 

Brave Alfonso ! Yes, 

Brince had need he plucky 
In un-welcome dress, — 

(Really most unlucky,)— 

To approach a dame 
So to tantrums given, 

By mad greed of fame, • 

Yanitj, envy riven. 

Why -with digmty 
Thus play pitch-and-toss all ? 
And in Bisimcaeck’s eye I 
He, astute, colossal. 

Hath you “upon toast,^’ , 

While, with fuiy frantic. 

Thus you rave and boast, 

Howl, and play the antic. 

Say Alfonso deems 
William’s gift most “fetch- 

Say he iiath his dreams 
Sp^’s shrunk power of stretch- 
ing 

To its ancient scope ; 

Say that Bismaeck nourishes 
Much malicious hope ; 

What avail these flourishes, 
Spurts of girlish spite, 

Snai>s of small agression ? 
Better cahn^lite, 

Peace, ana seH-po^ssion I 


Mem, — G k>ose-day was kept with -the usuM festivities 


SUBSIDISED SCIENCE. 

Thouob: the general reader of light and screaming literature must 
have felt a good deal depressed at the sudden termination last week 
of the labours of the British Association, still he must have gathered 
some comfort from the cheery and handsome manner in which the 
whole affair was wound up. 

The grants of money to the various scientific branches tor the 
ensuing year were no sooner proposed than they were approved of 
•with enthusiasm, and in a very short time ohe<iues were literally 
fiying all over the place. At first sight there may appear to have 
been a little capriciousness in their distribution, as some of the 
subjects, for no very serious reason, appear, in the matter of endow- 
ment, to have come off considerably worse than others. 

For instance, while Mr. R. Etheeibge was offered £75 down to go 
off to Japan to see an earthquake, — a very fair allowance for a 
return-ticket third-class, — and Sic J. Hookee declined to he got rid 
of iu “ the mountaias of Equatorial Africa ” under a cool £500, 
Professor E. Hall was set down for a paltry £15 for investigating 
the “ Circulation of Underground Waters,” a very disagreeable 
hazardous piece of busmess ; and if the Association— as it prohahly 
did— refused to throw in bis diving-dress as well, one, we shpnld 
say, likely to ^be conducted by the learned Professor at a positive 
financial loss. 

Again, £10 was considered ample pay to Professor Pbestvoch for 
what looks like a most exhausting and irritating enterprise— the 
pursuit of “ Erratic Blocks ; ” while, under the head of “ Mechamcal 
Science,” Sir F. Beamwell had to close the list with a modest five- 
pound note for himself, TMs surely is a little shabby. ' 

StiR, spite these capriciously fantastic hits of economy, the success 
of the Association’s efforts has, on the whole, been undeniable, and 
it is Mghly satisfactory to know that nearly all the members of the 
Committee, who were sent quite off theic heads by Professor Catlet’s 
opening address, are now said to he so far improving as to he only 
occasionally delirious. Indeed, some are already looking forward 
, witk a feeble smile to taking, with the sanction of their mends, an 
s' active part in the forthcoming proceedings of the Association at 
Montreal, next year. We wish them every success. 
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ANOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

Sailing — Discimion — Jfiisic — Evenings heloic — Arrival — Ohan — 
Ashore --Xoveitg, 

Orayley always has a glass out looking for Ben Xeyis. He is quite 
annoyed at not seeing it somewhere. 

‘‘ I know it ’s there ! ” he exclaims, quite pettishly, after keeping 
a telescope to his eye for a quarter-of-an-hour,^ as though Ben ]NeTis 
were playing hide and seek with him, and getting out oi his way just 
for the fun of the thing. 

Melleyille politely explains that Ben ^s’evis is not 'visible for the 
same reason that the British Fleet couldn’t be seen by Tilhnrina. 

KnxiCE gives it as his geographical opinion that ‘^Ben FTevis is in 
Wales.” Maps are instantly produced, and the exact situation of 
Ben Xevis settled. 

Well,” says Ejxlick, “ I suppose I was thinking of some other 
Ben. Let me see, isn’t there a Ben Davis somewhere ? I’m sure 
I ’ve heard the name, but, at this moment, I can’t remember whether 
it ’s a man or a mountain.” 

Melleville fancies that he has heard the name before in legal 
circles, and inclines to the opinion that the Ben in question is not 
a mountain in Wales, but an eminent Solicitor. “ But,” he adds, by 
w^ of compromise, “ probably of Welsh extraction.” 

Being referred to, I am unable to solve the difficul^. A quotation 
occurs to me — “ Davis sum, non (Edipns ” — ^but, as I don’t quite see 
howto bring it in, I leave it in a pigeon-hole {so to spe^) to be 
called for when wanted. If my own name had been Davis, the 
quotation would have been most apt. Might teU it of a Grentleman 
in a railway-carriage whose name happened to be Davis, and who 
had been appealed to by strangers to decide the point. 

Our Evenings on Board. — Our host is a fair musical amateur, 
understanding the theory of the art, up in all the modem contro- 
versies as to Music, au fait 'with the works of the best Composers, 
ancient and modern, witn a general cosmopolitan likdng for whatever 
is tuneful and melodious all round. He has German procli'viBes, is a 
strict mathematician, a scholarly classicj and^ bringing all this learn- 
ing and talent to bear on Music, he is seientiheally musical, but 
slightly inaccurate in illustration. 

Ceayley is a first-rate listener to music, 'with his glass in his eye, 
and always sideways, like a parrot hearing a tune. Sus memory fails ; 
him for names of airs and their Composers, and it usually plays him 
false after he has once started an air. He has all the notes, but he 
wants tuning. He says that he learnt Music in his early child- 
hood— when he detested nothing more thoroughly than music-lessons, ' 
from the fact of their having mulcted him of his play-time. ^ I 

** It was play-time,” puts in Killick, an interruption of which 
Crayeey takes no sort of notiee- 

Ceayley now plays, he says, sometimes when he is alone ; remind- 
ing Ejllick (he tells me) of the Cockney, in one of Seymotje’s cari- 
catures, who “ liked to go a ’unting all by himself, ’cos then nobody 
can’t laugh!” Yery nearly being “a difficulty” here between 
Ceayley and Ejllick. 

My own musical knowledge is, hke Mr* Sam^ Welter's knowledge 
of London, ** extensive and peculiar.” It consists, whether vocally 
or instrumentally, of “ snatches ” generally. 

Kiluce is an ohstiuate Musician. Whatever he plays, and how- 
ever he plays it, that must be right, — ^no matter what the weight of 
evidence might be. He has composed and published three songs, 
words and music, all his own ; and under the 7ion de plume of * Wal 
Teavees,” has 'written words which have been set by risiug 
Composers, He is invariably obstinate at the piano, and^ so, when 
any one of us asks him to play some particular tune, he -will pay no 
attention to the request, but "win at once proceed to play some- 
thing totally different. 

With these elements of harmony among us, we are never at a loss 
for an entertaining evening. As we can aB, play, the one who gets 
first to the piano sticks to it until he is either forcibly removed, or 
yields to a united protest from the majority. 

The one who is at the piano is never permitted for any length of 
time to play what he Hkes, unless that tune happens to suit everybody 
else’s taste. As a rule, no sooner has Killice:, who generally ^ts to 
the instrument first, taken his seat and performed that sort of im-and- 
down prelude which acts as a prelimmary canter to the fingers, 
th^ Ceayley, who is lying: at full length on a sofa, reading his inter- 
minable French novel and smoking a pipe, and to whom it can be a 
matter of no sort of consequence what tune is being played as long as 
it doesn’t disturb him, says, I wish you’d play that thing from— 
dear me— what’s the name of the Opera ” — Ejllice gives no sign of 
attention— “ oh. you know it— with— who’s the great tenor singer in 
it?” ‘‘Sims Botfes?” su^esfcs our host. ^‘What Opera?” I 
ask. “ Oh,” says Ceayley, qmte annoyed with us for not remember- 
iag what he can’t reoollecfc— it begins ” — ^here he tries to hum.it, 
but, getting mixed up with SlUXICoe’s tune on the pian^e declares 
it’s impos^e to recall it while Eiluok is playing. “ Well ! ” says 
KiLErcsE, suddenly stopping, and looking round, defiantly* Nouh— 


what is it ? ” But Ceayley is not prepared, he can’t even call to 
mind how the tnne starts. 

And so he is a failure, much to Kiliicx’s delight, who “ chortles 
in his joy,” — ^he is the only man I ever heard really “ chortle,” which 
is a sound something between a half laugh and a sly chucMe, — and 
our host avails himself of the opportunity to ask Kilucx if he 

remembers the duet from Lohengrin, beginning ^but just at this 

point Melleville’ s memory plays him a trick, and he can’t for the 
life of him recollect what a second ago he could have hummed or 
played perfectly. He tries a few notes, throwing them out as a bait 
to attract the real ones from somewhere in Fjxlicx’s musical know- 
ledge-box. Eillice, however, only shakes his head impatiently to 
signify that he can’t make out what Melle'^le means, and sets 
to work to play just what pleases himself, without reference to any- 
body else, 'hereupon he, our host, and myself commence an animated 
discussion on the music of the last five years, each giving his own 
illustration in humming of things he likes best. ^ Ceayley, nnable 
to pay any very close attention to his novel, puts it down, and joins 
in our conversation, which we all know must he very tiding to 
Etllick, who, however, dare not leave^ off playing, or one of us 
would at once possess himself of the piano. So, without stopping 
to get down fresh music, he sings and plays some songs feom 
memory, and, as they are entirely uncalled for, his audience make 
a point of keeping up a conversation, which becomes more and 
more animated every minute. The piano wins as a rule, unless one 
of us asks another to “sing something,’’ to 'which the immediate 
response is, ‘ ‘ Yes ; if you don’t mind playing it for me,” — whereupon 
^mebody taps ElLLicxon the shoulder, and says, “ I say, old hoy,” 
in the most genial and polite tone, “just let Melleville come and 
accompany Ceayley:— he’s goui» to sing”— and, with a very had 
grace, Killice quits Ms chair at the piano, and “ he plays no more 
tiiat night.” 

Later on, we get to cards, when Ceayley, who is very par- 
ticular on tne score of health, looks at Ms watch, wMch examina- 
tion invariably results in his asking everyone else “ What the 7'eal 
time is,” and, having struck a balance in favour of bed-time, he 
retires for the night. This punctuality he seems to consider a 
panacea for his indulgence during the day in everrdhing wMch he 
says at the time he oughtn’t to take, hut wMch he can’t resist — 
si>eeialiy pastry "with jam, rich cake, and any kind of fruit, fresh or 
preserved. His rule of health seems to be, “ It doesn’t matter what 
you eat or driiA, if you only go to bed early every night.” How- 
ever, as nearly every morning he complains of having suffered 
from nightmare (in which he has been thrown down precipices, and 
never arrived at the bottom), or has risen with a headache, or sees 
black specks fioating before his eyes, — ^the only remedy at breakfast 
for this Being chons, ham, jam, heavy Scotch cake hot and honey, — ^it 
doesn’t seem as tMs regularity m retiring to bed early was so 
entirely successful as he would have us believe. 

We arrive at Oban. Melleville doesn’t know whether we shall 
stay here any time or not. Whereupon Killice describes this as 
“an Oban question.” Ceayley looks as disgusted as Dr. JoHMSOur 
might have done if Bosweil had ventured on such de mot* 

With great alacrity we go ashore to take exercise, make inquiries 
at the post-office, wander about and look at the shops, and subse- 
quently dine at the hotel. It is quite a novel sensation to dine at a 
large table in a gorgeous room, attended upon by waiters in wMte 
ties. It is as if we had suddenly discovered civilisation. But also, 
curious to observe, how glad we all are to be once more ashore. But 
we ’ve got the Hebrides still before us. 


Yeey Hymepudekt. — The hymn in Italian by Mr. GiADSTOirE 
has stirred up a few Italians. They say they don’t want Ms hymn : 
let him keep his hymn to hymnself. Italia says she has got a 
hundred and fifty hymns that are ail hers. The probability of the 
Peemiee’s reading “the Lessons” in church on Sunday, always 
attracts a large audience— beg pardon, we diould have said congrega- 
tion, but that the account next day reads much the same as a report 
of a “ Patti night ” at the Opera,- and iE “ in quires and places whe:re 
they sing ” the Peemlee could only be induced to give a solo m his 
o'wn in Italian, 'vrith translation into English by the clerk, '^h^ a 
rush there ’d he for stalls, — ^no, beg pardon agam, — ^pews and free 
seats! There axe “stalls” at theatres, operas, cathedrals, and 
sfiables, not in parish churches. 


A CoEBESPOiTDENT foxwards to us the following Advertisement 
wMch appeared in the Times of Sept, 15th : — 

L ost, between Folkestone Harbour and near TunbridgeWells, a 
GOLD PUZZLE BING. Suitable KEWAEB g^ven. Apply, &c. 

He adds, “ I riiould have sent it to you before, only^at I ’ve been 
wasting my valuable holiday^ in loofing for it.” He deserves the 
“ reward,” and we wish he may get it. 
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RAilBLJDsO ROXDEAUX. 

At Eteetat. 

A Dirmo Belle I Pray who 
is she, 

For swimming thus armed 
cap'-d^pie ? 

(The sea is like a sea of 
Bbett’s.) 

A graceful girl ia trou- 
serettes, 

And tunic reachiag to the 
knee. 

Her Toiee is in the sweetest 
hey. 

Her laugh is full of gladsome 
glee ; 

Her eyes are blue as Tiolets — 
A Diving Belle I 

I wonder what her name can 
be? 

Her sunny tresses flutter free, 

And with the ripples she 
coq[uets I 

First one white foot, then 
two, she wets. 

A splash 1 She ’s vanished in 
the sea— 

A Diving Belle ! 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS.~NO. 166. 




It was Groose-day when Al- 
PHOsrso the Brave— we give 
the ** PH ” in, but will make 
it an if preferred. — ar- 
rived in Paris. Some pholks, 
or folks, not too friendly to 
Alfonso, say he is a petit 
crevS, or Anglice “Masher.*’ 
For ours^ves, we don’t believe 
it, but were it so, Ms title 
would clearly be His Mash- 
ersty, wMeh he can date from 
Miehaelmash Day, 


A CHANGE of title, wHch we 
should like to see our beloved 
Mud-Salad Market ” deserve, 
would be from Covent G-arden 
Market to Convenient Market. 



PATENTS AXD PENNIES. 

CovENT Garden Theatre is 
the only playhouse in London 
that can fairly claim to be 
Royal. It works under a 
patent granted by Charles 
THE Second to Killigbew and 
Davenant, and though Drury 
Lane makes a doubtfid claim 
to half of tMs patent, there 
is no question as to Covent 
Garden possessing it. TMs 
being the case, the *Arhy of 
the period ought to feel doubly 
grateful that he is admitted 
into this Temple of Music for 
something very like a penny. 
If the money were tendered at 
the door it would not be re- 
ceived, except in the form of 
a ten-and-sixpenny season- 
ticket; and a ticket at tMs 
price, extending over three or 
four months, reduces our great 
Opera-House to something like 
a “ Penny Gafl.” Is not tMs 
Penny-wise and Pound-foolish ? 


THE MAROTIS TSENG. 


Huxley’s Motto. — “The 
Oyster ’s my world.” And a 
wonder-world it is, too^ as any 
one may see who looks mto the 
first number of the English 
Illustrated Magazine. Six- 
pence a peep is all Messrs. 
Macmillan charge; and Mr. 
Swinburne’s “ Les Cos- 
guettes,^'* though not exactly a 
“ Song of Sixpence,” is more 
than worth all the money. 

Sing a Song of Sixpence 
In a novel manner ; 

Six-and-forty pages 
All for a “ tanner.” 

When the “Mag.” is opened, 
Pictures choice you ’ll see. 

Isn’t tMs a rare cheap dish 
To serve to the B. r. ? 

Toast for the Trinity 
House. — “ Our Buoys! ” 


SOME SINGULAR DISCLOSURES. . 

{Highly iTUeresiing to Travellers ly Bail.) 

Thebe is considerable mystery attached to the so-called “ Bye- 
Laws ” of Railway Companies. The pubKc generally knows them 
only through vague and menacing references thereto upon the hacks 
of tickets, and on occasionally visible notices and posters. Tery 
dreadful things would seem to be possible under cover of the extra- 
legal authority they are supposed to confer ; and the mild-spirited 
toveller generally has a disquieting, indefinite sense of what may, 

^ in certain or uncertain contingencies, he done to Mm “ in accordance 
wiih the Company’s Bye-Laws.” An observant, if gentle, Railway 
traveller of many years’ experience, furnishes the following as being 
el^ly among the cMef canons— whether written or unwritten — of 
this mysterious code : — 

FARES.-^TWce one are--for Batkoay' purposes^ anything the 
Directors may please^ from two^and-a-'holf upwards. 

Under this elastic rule some very amusing arithmetical feats are 
possible. A fourth dimension of space wonfi not more confuse the 
calculations of the ordinary commercially-trained mind than does 
the Railway rule of proportion. Under it the distance travelled is, 
of course, no sort of criterion of the charge to he made—none what- 
evcar. That is the humour of it. TMs— so to sskj-^transcendental 
treateent, l^cuis to Railway matters aH the subtle charm of the 
^nnexpect^ and floors the inquisitive Gradgrinds among the Public: 

always wanting to apply rules and draw inferences and 
tnipg&' 'the fare from one Station to another is s^ence, you 
go concluding that the fare to a third Station, midway 
Mfej^en me two, '9^ therefore be threepence or thereabouts — 
of the sort ; it will probably be the same, and possibly more. 


In fact, the Euclidian “ therefore ” is totally inapplicable to Rafiway 
arrangements, which are not based upon ordinary mathematics or 
accepted logic. For instance, in railway journeys the whole is not i 
necessarily equal to the sum of its parts ; it may he more or less, 
according tOj — ^well, it is impossible to say what it is according to,— 
chance, caprice, humour, rule of thumb, whatever you please or don t 
please. One thing only is certain— it is not accordiug to reason. 

2, Time. — Time is a figment of men^s fancy ^ and has no fixed measure. 

Time is treated byRailwaydom in the same transcendental way 
as Space and Number. Railway Time is a figment. It is also a 
joke. The mind, however, must he what the Mgher criticism c^s 
“detached” to appreciate that joke. The passenger who, being 
informed that a certain train, wMoh it is important for Mm to catch. 


started five minutes ago,— this traveller will probably not^ have Ms 
mind sufficiently detached “ to enjoy the humour of the situati(m. 
That is, of course, the traveller’s own fault, — or misfortune. The 
Company provides all the materials of the jest, hut no “ Bye-Laws^ 
can compel the Public to appreciation. Otherwise, Theatre^comie 
journals, .party speeches, and Art criticisms would he superfluous, 
the Railway Companies, under cover of tMs particular Rule of theirs, 
supplying enough “ fun” for the whole community. 

3. Space. — Space is Infinite Elasticity^ and has no rneasure hut tTw 
mind and conscience of Eailwaydom^ of which^ indeed^ it is the 
type. 

This law— or definition— will only appear transcendental to th^e 
who have never travelled by rail. The Schoolmen who debated the 
question as to how many angels could dahOe on the point of a needle, 
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would find a kindred and congenial theme in the question, “how 
many third-class passengers can he crammed into a first-class car- 
riage ? ” It could never, of course, be decided — ^which would be the 
beauty of it. The Eule itself is designed with an ingenious aptness 
which is subtly exquisite. Under it a compartment eonsiructed — 
avowedly— to “accommodate” ten, nia3rbe made to cotitain thirty 
and upwards. There must be an esoteric Bye-Law of this sort, or 
else appeal to the exoteric rule painted, in plain letters, in the com- 
partment itself, would surely confound even the conscience of a 
Eailway Director. Which it does not. Cl. E. D. 

4 , CliA-SS . — Class is an unreal or arhitrary distinction^ maintained — 
theoreticalfyj or at pleasure—f or jmandal purposes* ^ Its relation 
to charge is fixed, hut as to accommodatmi shifting, or non- 
existent at official toilL 

The contemplation of this Bye-Law will throw light on many 
questions that have long puzzled the gentle passenger, and even 
doited from bi-m many pathetic but fruitless plaints. ^ The rule — 
like charity— covers a miiltitude of (EaUway) sins. In its light the 
sight of a score of low, foul-mouthed^ third-class betting-men 
crammed into a first-class compartment mth two or three mila citi- 
zens or gently-born Ladies who have paid high first-class fare for 


any outspoken disappoiotment or disgust must spring from ignorance 
of the aoove Law, and of the. esoteric meaning of the terms in 


forth ask why one railway carriage should be cle^ and comfortable, 
while another, of the same “ class” (nominally) is dirty and pnrga- 
toiial. The question rather is, Why should it it not be thus, if it 
suit the interest or caprice of the managers of the line ? The word 
“ class”— m the sense of the Bye-Law — explains all anomalies and 
discrepancies. If you fancy that in paying for a first-class ticket, 
you secure the excLusive possession of so much snace {which see) m a 
w^-apppinted fihst-elass carriage, to the exclusion of ^ crowding, 
undeeuMine^ in p^son, garb, and speeohj noise and nastiness gene- 
rally, why, you are much mistaken, that is, all. And though natural 
dmiaste of such surroundings may be permitted yon, in dlenee, yet 


Eailwaydom’s vocabulary. 

Various other minor members of the fip:eat mysterious “ Bye-Law ” 
family has our Correspondent deduced from long experience by the 
aid 01 plain logic. Some of them may be given to the public on a 
future occasion. These, however, are the leading, and, so to say, 
covering enactments of the secret and terrible code. Their publica- 
tion may explain many maddeningly puzzling experiences of the 
Eailway traveller, and — perhaps— lead that long-sufering and 
befogged personage to intelligent and effectual revolt. 


Report from Southport. 

**Dr. Caupentee expressed the very deep interest with which he had 
listened to these commnnications, because they went to the verv fundamental 
conception of life that they had been gradually coming to from the days 
when he was taught that cells were everything.’' 

The days when he was taught that “ ceUs were everything,” must 
have been his schooldays, when a sharp boy premised every answer i 
with “ bar sell ! ” as a precautionary measure. Dr. Caepentee will I 
s till find that “cells are everything,” or neaxlj so, if he goes into 
the Stock Exchange when there ’s not much business doing. i 

In a Concatenation Accordingly. 

Mr. Maetih Tijppee is announced as about to deliver a Lecture on 
“Elying” before the B^oon Society. Illustrated experimentally, 
of course. Mr. Tuppee^s Muse may be a little j>edestnan, perhaps, 
but his Pegasus can probably fiy high enough to satisfy those most 
trustful of enthusiasts, the believers in aerial navigation. ^ any 
rate, if Mr. Tuppee*s Mppogriflt won^t rise, we trust that his Testi- 
monial wiU* 
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SOME STARTLING BAGS ON THE MOORS! 


BACK TO LONDON. 

Back to London, in September, 

When thej ^re threshing out the wheat, 
Pleasant is it to remember 
How your holidays were sweet. 

Now those halcyon days are past, 

All Lawn Tennis setts yon won done, 
And yon ’re glad to he at last — 

Back in London, 

Back to all accustomed duties, 

Dearer for the hours of play. 

Visions of the sea-side beauties. 

Seem like dreams of yesterday. 

Haply with reluctant mind. 

Now you. know all rural fun done, 

Yet you ’re glad yourself to find 
Back in London. 

Town looks pleasant after places 
That were just a trifle slow ; 

All the old familiar faces 
Greet you wheresoe’er you go. 

Hohdays are, you ’ll affree, 

Very like a child’s plum bun done, 

And you ’re very pleased to be 
Back in London. 


Mks. Bamsbothak has taken the greatest interest in 
the reports of the British Association meetings. She 
wants to Imow if Bacteria is the scientific name for 
lumbago, as, if so, she ’s got it. 


J£Y WAKATSHUN. 

I yrros myself a spending my Long'Wakayshun of a hole week at 
Surbiton, of all places in the world. Scrumpshus Surbiton, as its 
ushally called, and quite rite too, for I never seed with my pare of 
old eyes such a swell place. As I ’m told they calls the Town where 
they makes the werry best silk welwet the City of Paleasses, so I 
shond call this reelly butiful place the Burrow of helegant WilLars. 

There doesn’t seem to be such a thing as a Porehouse or a pore 
person in the hole place, and that’s jest what I lihes. I dislikes 
with a most bitter dishke anything hke powerty ! They ’re a reglax 
eomplanin lot is the pore, at the best of times, and not the least use 
in the world to an Hed Waiter. They don’t want no waiting on, 
they don’t. They can wait on theirselves, they can, and likes it 
better, and as to harf-crowns, they don’t seem to know the proper 
use on ’em, even wen they as ’em. 

I chose Surbiton with one eye to pleasure and one to busyness, 
thinking as they was likely to be'^busy at appy Ampton close by, and 
I ’ve got engaged for S dinners all ready, and as one on ’em is for one 
of my fav’rite Gilds, I don’t snpmse as my little houting will be a 
howdaciously ex|)ensive one wen I strikes the hallanse. 

^ I ’ve took Iqjjmgs with a werry respectabk Gent in the Sweep 
line, and I ofien has a ride with him of a mornin in his little hoarse 
and shay when_ he_ gos^ his perf eshnal rounds, and its quite emusing 
^ me to jine him in his musical and plaintiff cry of Sweep ! Sweep ! 
jest like two overgrown Blackbirds whose woices has got jest a leetle 
ropy. We was a little bit unlukky at fust as we had the Plummers in 
the house for 2 days, and all I wdl say is, that if the other Hartysans 
of the town is all like the Plummers, they must he remarkable fine 
spesimums of noisy humannity. Hammer an Tongs ” was nothin 
to ’em. W tlltak says there ’s a line of Shakspeeb’s as discrihes 
eckaaHy : “ Guns, ^ Trumpits, Blunderbusses, Drums, and 
1 ®11 right since, ekscept jest a little trubhel 

with the Pamtei^ up stares, so I mustn’t grumbel. 

To return to my muttins, as the French says, I should think Surbi- 
ton must be about as neer to what I should expec Parrydice to he, as 
you can reasonably expec only 12 miles from London. In the mst 
place we ve got jest 49 trains a day to take us home, and tho’ of 
d shan’t want one on ’em, excep wen I goes away, and then it 
win be a pretty job to know which to choose, still its a great cumfit 
to know that there they is if you happens to want ’em, and, as I’m 
pretty omse to Ihe line, I has the pleasure of hearing ’em parse, up or 
e'^^ery five minnits all day, and nearly all nite two. 

“ 'pl%ce, if you ’re a trew bom Harrystocrat you haven’t 

’> evpn to se^ so much as a wulgar Shop. The lord of 

wpm’t ^ops in this trewly grand, pkcq, excep 

- ^ f Warned ^opi people’s wants, and them few Ws had 

mjj to, the B-e.iLway Stay shun ; so, excep when you ’re a 

going away, you needn’t even know as there is ‘^itch a thang as a 


Wulgar Shop in the hole Burrow, which must be a great blessin to 
all tne Hole-sailors and Ee-tailors from London, who lives here, and 
who must natraUy hate the site of such low places. 

My son Wllliaac, who is with me, is werry fond of boting, but as 
of corse we can’t eiord to pay such prises as they askes here, he ’s 
made a werry nice erangement with the Perryman to let him row the 
custummers hackards and f orrards all day long for nothing, and it 
inkludes taking me over and back on the same lib’ral terms, and tho’ 
there aint quite so much wariety in it as some giddy youngsters 
might want, we ofien gits up quite a little egsitement when William 
runs slap into a houtngger or a rangdang. 

I soon made acquaintence with a gentleman’s gentleman, as I 
formerly knowd at the “ Albion,” and over a frendly glass he told 
me a good deal about the Swells as lives in the lordly Manshun 
Houses as one sees on every side of him. He says as they ’re that 
partickler, that no one as keeps a carridge and pair would think of 
condiscending to speak to a pore devil as only kep a coach and one. 
That no Hole-sailor from London ever so much as looks at a Be- 
tailor, and a perfeshunal Gent cuts ’em both. And what they does, 
their wives and families does too, and a great deal more, even down 
to the little childun. Some of the princeple servants thort of carry- 
ing it out a step-father among theirselves, but they wasn’t quite such 
fools as that cams to, and so you sees even a Butler assosheayting 
quite familyear with a Footman, or even a Groom, if he ’s a gooa 
emusin sort of feller. 

They ’ve got a capital dodgd here of letting out the botes by the 
week or the munth. at rejuced prises, and why ? Becoz they knows 
werry well from long egsperience that the young Swells gos it at such 
a pace when they fast comes down, rowing from morning to nite, 
that, after about 3 days, their pore hands is so covered with, blisters 
that they can’t even look at a skull without a shudder. Old Joe says 
it ’s quite lovely to see the pace as they goes at it for the fust few 
days compared with the gentle paddle arterwards. 

1 had a good long look at the Dear in Booshy Park as I walked 
through, the railins and wonder d which nice bit of Wenson wood 
fall to my share, Bobeet. 

Oebee eoe Ceeemont oe Theowengt OPEN’ B’denham Beeches to 
THE Public. — The Bucks Volunteer swill be present in full uniform, 
greater bucks than ever. The Aldermen will group under the trees, 
andwiU receive the Loed MAYOEwith their very besthows. The biggest 
treewiB be christened “ Jnmbo,” because of its enormous Tru^. 
The chief part of the ceremony will consist in the significant action 
of the Loed Mayoe, who, as representing his high ofSce and the 
CoiHoration, will turn oyer a pw Leaf.” The place of arrival will 
be Slough,, and theDunchA)n wiB be Eton. ‘‘ Vernon semper vireV^ 
will be proposed as the Motto for the toast of absent jhienas, coupled 
I with the name' of Bh W. Veenon Haecouet. Mr. VuncJi says, 
■ “ Bravo, Loed Mayoe and Corporation f 


TO MS.; ’print«a Matter, Dra^rfn^; ' te ret^tmea;t.ie'sB 'accompanied 

■ « stamj«a enaTKreeted MT.Icpe.ot ©mV. Copies'* of MS. ' should be kept by the Senders 
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HISS OYTX IDEA! 

{Moral Philosophy of Saye and Onimis,) 

Hissed in the streets the King of Spae^, 

Who came expecting acclamation, 

Felt, probably, some little pain 
When he was met with execration. 

Well — some there are whose hisses me 
Would rather than their plaudits flatter ; 

Proud of the former I should be, 

Ashamed to have deserved the latter. 

When people hiss me, what, whilst I 
Applaud myself F—as I do ever. 

Their noise can only signify 
That I Ve done something good or clever. 

And so whenever I ^m hissea, I say, 

Hiss on ; for honour I ’m your debtor ; 

Hard as you ^re able hiss away ; 

Hiss, mss, the more you hiss the better I 

Hiocexes TtrBHOtrsE. 


Croebs of Comfort for the Ahdermait aitd Baker 
WHO WAS Bred dp est the City. — Judging from the 
bitterness shown by the ‘^Livery,” who would have 
selected the Gay Bachelor Baker Mr. Alderman Hadley 
for the Mayoralty, that Livery must be very “ livery 
indeed: quite jaundiced. Mr. Baker Hadley is natur- 

3 * n j T j. 'x _ -xr 


aUy, and professionally, crusty about it ; but the Munici- 
pal JPatres Conseripti do not consider him as sufficiently 
the Upper Crust for the elevated position. Hever mind, 
Mr. Alaerman and Baker ! You can, if this is any crumb 
of comfort to you, tell your brother Aldermen that their 
conduct is unchnstian, and you can say to them, as a 
Baker, “Dough as you’d be done by.” Or you can make 
light of your own discomflture, and, d propos of its 
having been Michaelmas Day when you were rejected, 
you can s^, pleasantly, that “ the Geese have saved the 
City.” Well, well ; if to be a bachelor be your fault and 
misfortune, Mr. Alderman Hadley, may you speedily 
become a qualified Benedick^ — may you live till you 
marry — ^and after. So farewell, Baker ! As oven as we 
think of thee, Baker, we will say, “May Oven bless 


ONWARDS ! OR, A LITTLE FURTHER STILL, 

{Projeded S. E. R. Alterations and Arrangements for the emiiing Monih,) 

1. The 1010 P.M. train from Charing Cross to Lewisham will, in 
future, he 90 instead of, as usual, 55 minutes behind time at Hew 
Cross. 

2. An additional siding wiU. be opened five miles from Edenhridge, 
for the convenience of passengers by the 815 p.h. train to Canter- 
bury, who will not be able to get there till 11 *22 the next morning. 

3. The up day Parliamentary from Dover wiH not proceed further 
than Merstham Tunnel ; hut passengers getting out in the dark will 
be allowed to grope their way out, and be taken as far hack again as 
Ashford in a coal-truck on paying the regular excess-fare. 

4. The 817 train fipom Strood, the 7*9 from Hastings, the 8*18 from 
Chislehurst, the 9*15 from Paddock Wood, the 10*20 frrom Greenwich, 
the 6*30 from Margate, the Continental Express, and the five local 
suburban trains that have hitherto all arrived at Cannon Street 
station together at 3*49 p.m., will, on and after the first of next month, 
he joined by the 7*15 and 9*52 from Croydon, the Hastings Mail, and 


5. The third-class tickets of drunken dustmen, quarrelsome sweeps, 
familiar card-sharpers, foul-mouthed costermongers, and raving 
excursionists, will he availahle at all the Company’s Stations for a 
journey in any first-class carriage, provided always not less than 
lifteen endeavour to crush into a compartment already occupied by 
six quiet and respectable first-class passengers. 

6. 'The Company will not hold themselves responsible for the con- 
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he allowed to follow it on to the three-foot way without paying 
twice the amount of their original fares, plus the diffierence between 
the point of their tmexpeoted descent and their ultimate destination. 

7. For the convenience of suburban passengers visiting the 


theatres, a train of horse-boxes, fitted np with straw, will leave 
Charing Cross at midnight, and he shunted, as circumstances require, 
in the immeffiate neighbourhood of Spa Eoad or Blackheath. 

8. Season ticket holders found strangling the Traffic^ Manager or 
stoy Directors unawares, without being able to furnish any suffi- 
ciently satisfactory reason for their conduct will be prosecuted by 
the Company’s Solicitors. 

9. The General Meeting of the Company will he held on the 5th of 
November next, and as a very important resolntion connected with the 
carrying about of the Chairman in his own chair, with an evening 
display of fireworks, will be proposed to the Shareholders, it is to be 
hoped that they will attend in frill numbers. 


“SANITAS SANITATUM.” 

“ The angel of death is, so to speak, hovering over a doomed land, and he 
descends on those spots which are the foulest .*^ — Sir Richard Temple* s 
Address at the Social Science Congress, 

The Angel of Death, quoth Sir Riohard, comes down 
On spots that are foulest in every town ; 

Then flush out your sewers and clean all your drains, 

And see that no refuse among you remains ; 

Be spruce as a school-hov made smart by pomatum, 

And write on your shields “ JSamtas sanifatumP 

Remember that dirt, which too ofren one sees, 

Is the herald of deadly zymotic disease, 

That fever and dirt are convertible terms, 

Since the one brings the other by fostering germs ; 

In your clean hill of health let there be no erratum. 

And write at the top “ Sanitas sanitaiumT 

When he wanders abroad, many a tourist has known 
AR the wonderful smells of the town of Cologne ; 

So take warning by that, and for ever decline 

To he classed with that sewer-^ssy place on the Rhine ; 

Let your cities he sweet, is the bard’s ultimatum. 

And stick to the text, “ Sanitas sanitatum*^ 
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ANOTHER LimE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

JEpisode of the I^iloL 

“ The piano ’s out of tune,” says Cbatley, -witli Ids nose close to 
tlie music, picking out tke notes of “ The Lost Chord tkcougli Ms 
eyeglass. 

course it is,” retorts KrLLiCK, “ with, you thumping on it all 
the morning.” 

In Melleville^s absence ashore I come in as peacemaker. I throw 
oil on the troubled Musicians. 

“Let's,” Isay, as suggesting something very slily, “let's get it 
tuned.” 

“ How ? ” asks Cbatuet. 

“ By a tuner, of course,” answers Killice, immediately adding, 
“ Ton don’t think anyone was going to ask ^ou to do it ? ” 


cabin-skylight, he asks me — 

“ Is there a tuner on shore ? ” 

“ I should think so," I reply. I had for the moment forgotten 
that we were at sea. 

“Well, I'm not so sure of that,” says XiixicK. “We're in 
Scotland, you know, and the national instoument is the Bagpipes.” 

“ Wall, Bagpipes are tuned,” says Ceatlet, superciHoudy. 

You don't know that.f returns EjamcK. “You don't play them, 
thank goodness! And if there is only a tuner for Bagpipes, he 
won't be able to do the piano.” ' 

MteT some argument, we settle to go ashore and hunt up a tuner. 

‘ Don’t bother the Commodore about it,” says Kiixiok, “ There 's 
.a* Jot of trouble on the old man's mind ” — '{he is quoting a comic 
song; his words and music perhaps !)—“ -this morning about the 
neoes^ty of having a Pilot,” 

This IS new to me. I had associated Pilots only with “fearful 


nights,” with Bays of Biscay, with Arctic Expeditions, with ship- 
wrecks, Hfe-boats, and, in fact, with marine dangers of an aggravated 
and alarming character general^. 

It is news to Ceaylet, too. Aillick is master of the situation as 
far as knowledge of the subject goes, and he avers, on the authority 
of the Captaiu, aud from having been in these waters before (so I 
understand him to say), that a Pilot in the Hebrides is a necessity, 
and without one we shall probably come to grief. By all means, 
then, a Pilot. 

Melleville has already gone ashore to secure one ; so, as he is 
fully occupied, we agree to start on a secret mission, say nothing to 
anybody, and have the piano tuned in Melleviele's absence, so that 
at night he will he both gratified and astonished. 

On landing we flatten our noses against various shop-windows, and 
hesitate on various door-steps, not being Quite certain, in the absence 
of any evidently musical establishment, where to go for what we want. 

Kileicz suddenly calls to mind that when he was last here the 
place to get a pianoforte-tuner was either at the Chemist’s or at a toy- 
sh^. He is very nearly right. The Chemist directs us to the toy-shop. 

There are dolls, carts, wooden soldiers, tin sailors, comic white 
rabbits playing tambourines, baits for fishing, conjuring tricks, tackle, 
walking-sticks, books, puzzles, stationery, magic-lanterns, and 
notMng, except some toy musical instruments, such as drums, 
trumpets, and musical glass boxes, to suggest that a pianoforte- 
tuner is anywhere on the establishment, uSess the man behind the 
counter is himself of that persuasion. But he doesn't look it. He 
hasn't got a tuning face. 

Ckayeey undertakes to conduct the negotiation, on condition that 
Kieeick doesn't interfere. 

Ejxeicz confides to me Ms opinion that Ceateey is “ sure to make 
some muddle of it.” 

Cbayeey commences the business he has in hand by uKiuiring the 
price of fishing-tackle. Prom tMs by easy stages up to musical toys, 
without bu3dng anything, he is about to arrive at the inguhy as to 
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THE APPLE SHOW. 

King Pippin with his Phime Ministeh, “ The Gladstone Tahibty.” The Apple Gathering most Appie-ly rephesented by a 

CELEBRATED PA/R. 


a pianoforte-timei*, when Ejluce:, no longer to he repressed, cats in 
mth the question point-hlank. Ceayley, thus inteimpted, stares at 
him sideways, through his eyeglass, as if he had never seen him 
before in all his Hfe, and were resenting the impertinent interference 
of an utter stranger. 

The Proprietor of the Shop doesn’t know where the tuner is at 
pre^nt.^ As far as I can make out, he is either on a tuning voyage, 
calling in at the different islands and tuning the pianos oi the 
inhabitants, or he is on the same errand inland, and is touting about 
tu n in g everywhere, and restor^ harmony generally. When he will 
be baS: there is no knowing. He is absent at present, and it may be 
for years, or it may be for ever. There is not another pianoforte- 
tuner to be found at this minute. There may be others, hut the 
Proprietor of the Shop, and, presumably, of the pianoforte-tuner, is 
not aw'are of theic existence. However, all that can be done, plitely 
inthnates the Shopkeeper, shall be done, and if, in the meantime, we 
can console ourselves wiih some newly-invented spinning-bait, or a 
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I ible store at our disposal. We thank him, linger over a few toys, 
inspect a brown horse on wheels dubiously, and gradually retire. 
That Toymau will not bless us ; but perhaps ne vnll make up for our 
want of enterprise in sticking it on to the Tuner’s charge, should he 
ever appear, which is of all probabilities the most improbable. 

Purtfier inquiry is useless. We give up the pianoforte-tuner, and 
return to the ship. 

Here we find Melleville. He has Pilot on the brain ; and he has 
rather a headache in consequence. He is evidently much bothered 
and anxious. The Captain seems a bit fidgety. & we say nothing 
about our search for a tuner, and, after sympathising with Melle- 
vuxE, we descend to our cabins. 

There is a gloom over us. If the Pilot doesn’t appear, we shall 
remain here ever so long ; if he does, we are off at once. 

The Commodore has issued orders to this effect, and the Captain, 
who is a man of few words, and always ready to malie himself 
agreeable and nseful, cheerfully assents. The Captain, it appears, 




or anything in the toy-line,— why, there is an almost mexhaust- 1 some time or other. Melleville has not seen him ; he is taking 
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lum on trust ; and, as he tells us, in all his experience of yachting, 
he has never yet had a Pilot on board. 

I am reading Clarissa Sarloice^ Yol. II. (latest edition), and 
beginning to think that that smug old Mr. fiiCHiEDSON, Author 
and Tunoridge- Wells Shopkeeper, must have had exceptional views 
on the best way of inculcating morality, when a noise attracts my 
attention. A boat k alongside; and I catch the sound of Melle- 
vtlle’s voice welcoming some new arrival. 

I tumble up the companion to see what is going on, The Commo- 
dore is speaking to a respectably-dressed man of a rather nautical 
appearance. He catches sight of my head, and beckons me to him. 

‘‘ Just pay the cab,— I mean the boat,” he whispers to me ; “ it ’s 
the Pilot. I ’m going to have a talk with him.” And so saying, he 
takes the nautical-looking person down the companion, showing nim 
every possible attention ; for, as Meiieviile has explained to us 
aU before, — and this is, now I come to think of it, what has 
contributed to his nervousness and anxiety on the submctj — a Pilot 
is a sort of Master of Arts, so to speak, of his craft. He is obliged 
to pass an examination, he has taken his depee, and he holds a 
rank which temporarily places him, when on board a ship delivered 
over to his control, above Owner, Captain, Admiral, or anyone ; and 


treated as an Eminent Expert. Knowing that these are our Com- 
modore’s opinions as to the status of a Pilot, we all bow to his 
decision, and are prepared to imitate our host’s example. 

First, then, I pay and dismiss the boatman who brought him. 
The Boatman asli if he shan’t wait ? “ Certainly not ! ” I reply, as 
I know that the Commodore’s orders are to “sail at once,” and 
already the Captain has given the word, and the anchor — only one 
out, ^d at no great depth— is being weighed. 

It is all being done with a will, and as we are taut and trim, and 
“ ready, ayeready ! ” for sailing, literally at a moment’s notice, it 
will be less than half-an-hour before we are actually off. A nice 
breeze k springing up, wMch will take us away ; and the Pilot’s 
duties will not begin until we are well outside, and shaping our 
^urse for Tcbermory. "We enter the cabin one after the other. 
Me l l eville is talking with the nantical-lookingman, and a decanter 
of sherry and glasses pe on the table. 

We have no formal introductions from Melieviijue to the nautical 
the latter acknowMges each one of us with a sort of 
polite meHnation as W6 drop into the conversation in turn. TBa 
introduction, of course, would he impossible, as Mehevuie doesn’t 
knowtl^ Pilot’sname, and, as he is a person of “some consideration” 
—(this is a bit Bichardsonian, but a student of Clarissa Marlowe must 
expect these words to crop up occasionally),— there may be a certain 
etiquette to be obseiw^ of which introduction forms no part. We 


^rt of committee of ^ Lords of ^ the Admicaliy and Elder Trinity 
Brethr^, for examining the Pilot to ascertain whether he knows 
do, or, at all events, more than the Commodore does, 
pother, on the whole, he is to he trusted, 
i ^ boat indeed,” ihe nautical person is saying, as we 

oater. !oiBnkye, I wiU take another glass,” — and h^oes too. 


a bumper, which he sips with the air of a connoisseur, instead of 
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drinking it off at a draughty as is popularly supposed to be the way 
with the old sea-dogs. He is weather-beaten certainly, but he is not 
by any means a sea-dog. He wears thickish^ serge, a waterproof 
(which he has just removed), and a tall hat, which he has placed on , 
the table. The tall hat strikes me at once, as reminding me of the 
old prints of sailors at the commencement of this century, and of the 
gueer old boatmen, Deal Pilots, for aught I know, who may be seen 
any day, with telescopes under their arms, on the beach at Deal. 

“ I suppose,” says Melleville, nervously, but in his pleasantest 
manner, “ you know this coast — mean all about here— by heart ? ” 

“ Weil, you see. Sir,” replies the nautical individual, turning his 
glass about and scrutinising the sherry, as if he had been tasting a 
sample before purchasing a quantity, — “you see. Sir, I was born 
here, and I think I may sayl know all this part— well— about as 
thoroughly as anyone.” 

He speaks with a Scotch accent, rather narrow than broad. 

Mellevillb looks round at us approvingly. His manner conveys 
exactly what he would say, which evidently is this: “This is the 
very man for us, G-entlemen— he knows his way about. First-rate 
fellow, this ! ” 

I say to the Pilot diffidently, seeing that I know absolutely nothing 
about it, and am not even guite clear as to our geographical position, 

“ Is this a very dangerous coast ? ” 

“ In parts it is,” repHes our first-rate man — “ in parts. At least, 
it is to those who dont know it.” 

Obviously the inference is, that to those who do “ know it ” there 
is not the slightest danger ; and egually obvious is the next inf er- 
enee— that he is the man who does know. 

Again Melleville turns to us, and smiles complacently. 

“ Is there good fishing about here ? ” asks JBjxlick. 

We all feel that this is unfair on the Pilot. Why should he be 
expected to know anything about fishing ? He ’s not a fisherman. 
However, it turns out that he is a fisherman, that he knows a good 
deal about it, and can give his experience of several lochs. There is 
a pause, and Melleville presses upon him another glass of sherry. 
At this point we all join. I break flirough my otherwise invariable 
rule of ” No sherry ” m order to do specif honour to the occasion. ^ 

“A very fine wine this, Six; very,” says the Pilot, shaking his 
heaL and smacking Ms lips. 

“ Yes, it is,” returns Mjoglevillb, and we all smack our lips more 
or less, having suddenly given up our roles as Elder Trinity Brethren 
and resolved ourselves into a tasting committee. 

“ Tery fine I ” repeats the Pilot, and again we aU agree with him. 
Then the^ e is a pause. It is broken by the Pilot complimenting 
Melleville on the yacht. “ As handsome a vessel as he has ever 
seen— and he’s seen lots of ’em here,” says the Pilot. 

Melleville is Mghly pleased and gratified. We aH take a little 
more sherry, and at this moment the Merry Young Steward ^pears 
with another bottle. Whether Melleville has summoned nim or 
not, I cannot say : probably none of us could say if asked. The 
sherry is very good, and, having broken through my rule,— I believe 
we have all, except Cea^vlex, whose rule is to do as he likes on all 
occasions, broken through some rule on the subject of sherry, — ^I apL 
indined to go on at all hazards. 
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So we become communicative, and tbe conversation becomes 
general. Somehow or another we get to talking about the Opera, — I 
don’t know who started it, but here we are, with our Pilot, talking of 
the Opera and of Music generall}’', and still shaking our heads as 
wisely as ever, and saying, “ Yes, it is capital sherry.” 

A very pretty instrument you ’ye got there, Sir,” says the Pilot. 


, ^ Mellethle, and opens it. Is he going to 

play the Pilot an air ? Xo ; he is only explaining its mechanism. 

“You see it’s a difficult thing to get this sort of piano,” says 
MELLETXiiiLE. “ TMs is specially made for a yacht.” 

Yes, the Pilot is aware of that ; he has seen them before : he can 
teU Melleyille of a better contriyanee than this, of a new patent, 
and perhaps a less expensiye article. 

“ very superior person, this Pilot ! ” we express by our looks to 
one another. What an education he has had I Knows a little of 
eyerything. More sherry. Fine wine, very. 

The Pilot looks at his watch. J ust as he does so there is an evident 
lurch, and we all stagger a bit ; it is yery^ trifling, but there it was, 
and we are evidently moving, but so easily that no effect till now 
has been perceptible, and even now it is only very slight. 

The Pilot appears to hesitate a minute, as if he wasn’t exactly 
certain what to do. The movement has entirely ceased, but from 
the gentle ripple which strikes my ear, I am sure we are going 
straight as an arrow before] the wind. 

“ I’d better get to work at once, Sir, if you please,” says the Pilot, 
again consulting his watch. 

“ But there ’s no necessity yet ? ” asks Melleyille, “ is there ? ” 

“Well, you see. Sir,” says our superior nautical authority, “I’ve 
got a lot to do ” 

“Which, of course,” puts in Melleyille, in his politest manner, 
“ I don’t understand. Would you like to see the Captain ? ” 

The Pilot looks a little astomshed, and replies, hesitatingly, “ Yo, 
Sir— I don’t see any necessity— unless you 

“ Oh no I Oh, certainly not,” Mellyille hastens to say, clearly 
fearful of having committed some breach of etiquette. 

“Of course he doesn’t want to see the Captain,” we whisper to 
one another, and are rather surprised that a man of Melleytlle’s 
tact and experience should have made the mistake. 

Melleyille appears a bit nervous. He coughs two or three times, 
and then, drawing me on one side, he says, “ I don’t quite know 
where he ’ll sleep. I thought he would arrange with the Captain — 
but— eh ? Beg pardon. What ? ” This addressed suddenly to the 
Pilot, who has been understood to ask for a key. 

“ Key ? ” repeats Melleyille, pu2zled. 

“ Key of the piano, Sir. I think you just locked it up.” 

“Oyes,Idid-hut 

Here we have another lurch, which brings the Pilot sharply up 
against the farther comer of the piano, which he seizes desperately ; 
in fact, he wonld have fallen but for cannoning against Grayley, 
who, being of a slight and fragile build, staggers backwards on to 
the sofa. A little sherry is spilt. Alone amongst us the swin^:- 
table, with the sherry decanter and one glass on it, preserves its 
equilibrium. It was apparently a sudden gust, for the effect has 
passed, and we are going along steadily once more. An expression 
of dismay is on our Pilot’s face. 

“Is the vessel sailing, Sir ? ” he asks, with a gasp. 

“Well, you see,” AIelleville nervously erfains, fearful of 
having done sometning very wrong — “ well, 1 told the Captain that 
as yonr duties wouldn’t commence till we got outside 

“ Outside !” exclaims the Pilot, convulsively. 

We are afraid he is going to have a fit. An epileptic Pilot ought 
not to he licensed. That is our one feeling on the subject. 

“ Yes,” continues Melleyille, more and more nervous as the case 
of the Lively occurs to him (he tells me this afterwards), “ I thought 
— tiiat— your work would begin as we go up the Sound to Tober- 
mory 

“ Tobermory ! ” shouts the man. “ But I don’t understand— why 
should I go to Tobermory ? ” 

“ Because,” replies Melleyille, suddenly pulling himself together, 
and, so to sj^ak, dropping the Lamb to assume the lion, “that 
is were we nave arranged to go, and from there to Loch Scavaig, 
and 

“ Loch Scavaig ! ” the Pilot almost screams. 

“Yes ! ” thunaers the Commodor^ now thoroughly roused, 
said you knew aH the coast, and as I only want a Pilot-; — 

“ Pilot ! ” cries the man m a frenzy. “I’m not a Pilot.” 

“ Kot a Pilot ! ” we all echo, in different tones. ^ 

“ Kb I ” he shrieks. “ J’t'e come to time the Piano J ” 
****** 


“You 


Literacy Mem.— Our Magistrates may not be masters of literary 
style, but in one thing they have the ]^ull of the great MAoaulay. 
There is certainly no “monotonous uniformity” jubout ^ Aeer “ sen- 
twices,” 
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THE MINSTREL BOY ON MAKING A START. 

“ The Boy stood on the burning deck.” 0, 1 ’ve spouted it lots o’ 
times, ^ so I know it. 

(And I think he was a young mug for his pains, though made into a 
hero by Missis Hemans the Poet), 

But, bless you, his position, though about as 
hot as they make ’em, was rose-leaves and 
strawberry-cream, for coolness and easiness. 
Compared with the blessed look-out of the lot 
of us, which is enough to fill a feller with 
fright and freeziness. 

That Telegraph certainly has been raising 
snakes, the fifth wheel of a coach, or con- 
certinas among oysters are really not in it, 
For superfiuidness— no, I mean superfiuity; 
and I shall get into this metre, I suppose, 
in a minute. 

But the Tifyre tii business always did flummox me. Still, I’ve 
studied Silas Wegg and Mister Txjpper, and other Bards, 

And I mean coming out as the Minstrel Boy, and to reel off my 
poetical feet— by yards. 

Where was I ? Oh, “ Our Boys ” ! Why, the Eastern Question, or 
the double acrostics in the Taradiddler, 

Are not a patch on us for right down puzzlement. If a feller ’s to be 
brought up as a bricklayer or a fiddler, 

Senfinto the City, or out to the Colonies, taught to wear King’s 
tweeds, or corduroy or fustian. 

Be sampled off as per individual quality, or evened heads and heels 
on a bed Procrustean — 

If that ’s the old bugaboo’s name— is the question. But as to the 
answer, blow me twice times never — 

As thev say in Aristophanes — ^if I can make i/iai out from about fifty 
columns, more or less, of controversial kibosh which the cocksure 
kiboshers seem to consider clever. 

(That last line appears to have run off its legs a little, like a centi- 
pede in a hurry, hut it doesn’t much matter.) 

I must say the impression produced on mind is that the Grrown- 
ups are a mixed lot of Mnddleheads and Miwies, for all their 
cocknosiness and cockatoo clatter ; 

And that whether they call themselves “ Magisters ” or “ Mialos,” or 
“ Mothers of Seventeen,” or “ Paterfamiliases,” 

There ’s a family name that applies to the lot of ’em ; they dwell in 
Noodledoo, and are descendants of the Sillyasses. 

Perhaps this seems rude. Well, they’re fond of calling me the 
^‘Little Tulgar Boy” {vide IngoMsby Legends)^ 

But if you hit a whack with the hammer of plain English to drive 
into obstinate wooden-heads a fact’s thin wedge-ends, 

Yon are certain to be called ** Yulgar’’ by scmhisticated old simfer- 
noodles, whose minds are in a condition of chronic washiness,^ 
And whose writings remind one of the (Srreat Dismal Swamp, being 
all tangle and gaudy flowers (of speech) on a substratum of 
squashiness. 

That’s not all “my thunder,” I don’t mind telling yon; I heard 
some of it from my G-uv’nor, who doesnH write to the papers, 
And, if all GuVnors had only as much quiet savvy as he lias, there 
wouldn’t he half the awful failures, nor a quarter of the peculiar 

’Tk^^umption goes howling,” as we say at our School,— and for 
grit and grind you won’t easilj beat St. Bnmpus’s ; 

And if dads weren’t so often negligent old duffers, and teachers tin- 
pot shirks, and hoys, in consequence, half-stuffed slip-slops, 
there wouldn’t be much occasion for these periodic^ rumpuses. 
“Full inside! 

Mercantile Marme, 
ofiice 

But “ empty inside ” ought to be ticketed on the nobs of lots of the 
candidates for ’em, who have no partieular idea of anything 
except perhaps a general sort of notion of what a “masher ” or a 
“toff” is. 

J don’t mean to turn carpenter or cat’s-meat seller, or to emigrate to 
Timhuctoo as osifcrich-hunter, notwithstanding the “ pressure of 
the multitude.” _ ^ iir 

duite mce versd^ as Missis Gamp or that s<aramptious writer, 
Anstey, might put it ; and I really believe that most of the 
letters in the D. T. were penned in a fit of ink-spilling tmtrums 
by that pretty specimen of a “ Paterfamilias,” Mr . 

Given good dads and decent lads, with ike^ t<m storeys fuxmsh^ 
with something more than dates and dog Latin, knock on the 
head the duffing old notion that a jwr must he puerile (--look 
at me for sixteen I—), and I guess the round world is still large 

enough to find most of us some decent “ employ.” 

So no more at present— though I hope to take another ti^ at 
Tupnerising on an early occasion— from yours tremendouMy, 

® The Minstrel Boy. 


side ! ” 7nay be the cry of the Army and the Kavy, and the 
pantile Marme, Law, Physio, Divinity, and the shop and the 
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LE GAMIN DE PAEIS. 

“ Paris is an Immense Hospitality,’’ — ^V ictor Hugo. 

Alas I great poet of spout and spasm, 

Between your dream and the dreary fact 
There yawns a wide and tenebrous chasm. 

What profits now the rhetorical pact 
Between your Muse and— we ^11 say Immensity, 
For abstract vastness to you is dear— 

In face of your Paris’s gamin propensity, 
Mournfully manifest here r 

This “ H^ht and liberty ” ? Hospitality 
’ Shown in howhngs, and marked by mud ? 

Churl demeanour oi Cloten quality. 

Fretful rudeness in frantic fiood r 
Wili you laud them in prose o’er-lyrical, 

Windy puffings of fiaunting tropes, 

Whilst plaiu fact with force satirical 
Shakes e’en soberest hopes ? 

Tonr ** modem Mecca,” voluble Yictor, 

Is less than Arab, and seems to call 
For stem'-souled Draco, and strong-armed lictor, 
To keep its cad-dom iu civic thrall. 

The friendliest wish for Madame Hepuhlic, 

By urebin-msolence put to shame, 

Is that she may soundly her ill-favoured cub lick. 
Him only lasb may tame. 

** Here is a stranger ! Heave half a brick at him ! 

That ’s the style of our rustic lout. 

How is yours better ? Sense grows sick at him. 
Temple? He ’ll pull it your ears about. 

* has eyaytbingl ” There the soul of him 
’ Speaks ^hone^y. Anarchy’s shout ; 

Anarohy m the hope, the goal of Mm, 
and vengeM lout ! 


Bed ragamuffin ! Mischievous PicHe ! 

Enfant gate whom law should birch ! 
Craven as bloodthirsty, foul as fickle, 
Helpless save to destroy or smirch. 
France’s G-utter-Pest ever resurgent, 
Peace and credit she ’ll never enjoy 
Till civic discipline, shar^ detergent, 
Cleanses her Dirty JBoy, 


LA BELLE AMERICAINE j 

OB, OTJK FAIR EXCHANGE AT THE LYCEUM. 

We have real horses, real water, real everything on the stage, but 
rarely do we see real acting. This exceptional treat may now be 
enjoyed, in rather a small way it is true, at the Lyceum, wMeb, 
having given its Henry Irving to America, has taken in return Miss 
Mary Anderson. We had heard that Miss Mary Anderson w;as a 
beautiful person. We went to see her performance of Earthenia in 
Mrs. Lovell’s Ingomar, Within a few minutes we were under the 

entail "ho.nl oncrAloTVrtO.1 .QTn/i Aa "voono 4-'hQ'i-» "Po-noTr no-tirfo/l "hot** 


acquaintances, we cut short the quotation. 

Miss Mary Anderson’s Earthenia is charming. The American- 
isms of speech must sound as defects in our English ears, and there 
are certain stage-tricks and mannerisms not peculiar to Miss Ander- 
son alone, but to every American Actress we have seen in tMs 
country; and these tricks are copied, and, of course, absurdly 
exaggerated by such English Actresses as have acquired whatever 
art they possess in the States. 

The tneks we especially note as ‘‘transatlantic” are: first, long 
pauses, frequent and wearisome, and a drooping of the eyelid, wMeh 
imparts a ‘^leeriuess ’’—there is no other expression of it that we are 
aware — ^to the glance quite out of keeping "with any serious situation, 
and utterly inoompatihle with the outward semblance of classic 
dignity. It is in the graceful and pathetic portions of Ingomar 
that Miss Anderson excels; but the note of tragedy does not 
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seem to be witbin her compass. Yet we would rather attribute this 
disappointment, which a S3rmpathetic audience cannot help feeling, — 
for there is a charm in this Parthenia that, like Gibbon’s ante- 
cedent incredibility of miracles, no evidence can resist,”— to another 

cause which may per- 
_ haps be the rigiit one, 

* ^ o<^^^sion fails ; she 

« held in her hrm grasp. 

specially of 

^ ality, StSss Anderson | 

Act I, — Knee Sutor. becomes tame ; and 

Poly-dor and Mary Anderson. when, added to this, 

she makes use of that j 

peculiar glance already alluded to as ^‘leeriness,” Parthenia^ the' 
classic, the graceful, the chaste, the guileless Parthenia^ has for 
one second become a mere Palais-Koyal inginue^ or a Criterion 
Chambermaid. The transformation is starring. It is momen- 
tary, but undoubtedly there it is. We should much like to see her 
as ifes HardcastU in She Stoops to Conquer^ with Mr. Barnes for 
Tong LumpTdn. And, indeed, the second title of this very play, 
Ingoynar^ might be She S^ops to Conquer^ Ingomar himself is only 
a superior sort of LumpTcin .* spear and shield are to Ingomar whiit 
hunting-crop and spurs are to Antony Lumpkin, Esquire^ 

The part of Ingomar is a very difficult one to play, and the faults 
of Mr. Barnes are those of the character itse& exaggerated and 
emphasized. 

The play is delightful for a time, but not aU the charm of Miss 
Anderson’s Parthenia can prevent it from becoming tedious ; so that 
when, after a series of those long pauses, which belong, as it seems 
to us, to the American School of Dramatic Art, Ingomar exclaims 
roughly, ** Go on I ” the audience laugh at him, and with him, as if 


things will occur in real life}— the father of the beautiful, the wise, 
md ^^elm_^rthenia, who is, after all, only a second-rate .artisan’s 
daughter. cares what becomes of such an old, fool as 

Myron, a dotard with so much water on the brain that the 
^^emanni ’’—never very “ Gentlemanni ” persons, or very con- 


Act n. — How he is carrying on with 
her ! ” Miss Anderson supported by 
the entire strength of the Company, 
represented by Barnes the Brawny, 






Act H. — Cup and Bawd. — I n-go-Mar-and-Par-thenia. 

his words were s]gontaneous “ §rag,” and they heartily applaud this 
expression of their own impatience. The pla;^ should have been 
abridged, partially re-written, and its construction improved. It is 
very well put on the stage : the costumes are effective. The beauty 
of the scene at the rising of the curtain on the Second Act receives 
distinct recognition at the hands of the audience. 

Mr. J. G. TAViOE, one of our very cleverest Actors, plays the old 
villain. Poly dor, admirably. We we seen Mr. Tatdoe m Opera-^ 
hmffe : he has a good voice, and is a fair musician ; we ’ve seen 
him in a light comedy touch-and-go part, where he was immensely 
funny ; we\e seen him in burlesque, and we ’ve seen him as “ t’ owd 
men " in LowriPs Lass, and he is Mways excellent. His Poly dor 
is one of his best assumptions of character. For the rest, Mr. 
Stephens, as the old Pantaloon of a father, who isn’t worth ParthO’- 
nuds affection, and Mrs. Aethde Stieuno- as her quarrelsome 
old mother, were about as good as the piece made them, and no 
better. 

The fault of the play is undoubtedly the fact that the interest 
centres on a doddering old idiot, Myron, who happens to be — (such 


siderate at the best, — shout at him, “Cry, baby, cry! put your 
huger m your eye ! ” which we admit is not so expressed in the dia- 
logue, but which is certainly the idea ? He is beneath contempt, and 
yet everyone must feel that if Parthenia is so deeply attached to the 
old armourer as to 

risk her life for him, ^ 

there must he some- \ 

thing very loveable ^ 

in mm to those who ' 

“know him at home.” Per- ^ ' 

haps his being bullied by 1 .i } j r ' ^ 

jyfrs. Myron has enlisted Ms \ ^ 

daughter’s sympathy. y '*• < \ L 

To sum up. In the First \ 

and Second Acts Miss Andee- < / . j 

SON is as good as tMs Miss Par^ ^ ' j |S[|^ JM^ / 

thenia can he; in the Third -v ^ r 

she is not'qmte so good; but v ^ |' ; 

tMs “not quite” means such a 

measurable distance as, were / ' ' ‘T- / / 

it not for the sake of critical 

truth, leaves small space for ‘ ‘ 

cavilmig. In the other Acts 

she carries the piece along, jyr 

heavy as it begins to he, far - 

more easily than Mr. Baenes — 

bears in Ms stalwart arms the 

form of ParifAeM^or. U. — u lie is carrying on with 

W e near that Miss Andeeson her!” Miss Anderson supported by 

is next to appear as Galatea the entire strength of the Company, 
in Mr. Gilbeet’s Pygmalion represented by Barnes the Brawny, 
and Galatea. TMs is a mis- 
take. Galatea and Parthenia are both in classic drapery; and 
perfectly suited as she will he as the “ Statue Fair,” it would go 
with the public fax better were she to allow an interval between two 
classically-attired plays, during wMeh she should play a modem 
comedy, or appear in She Stoops to Conquer, as we have already 
suggested. 

But every theatre-goer, and those who are only irregular theatre- 
goers, should not miss the present chance offered them of witnessing 
Miss Andeeson’s impersonation of Parthenia at the Lyceum. 

2. propos of things theatrical, we hear that The Glass of Fashion 
is beginning to shine more brightly, and that the intelligent Public 
is taking to it. Bar Act the First, the intelligent Public is right ; 
but, if 3ir. Geundy’s play does not ultimately “ draw the Town,” — 
the Author has drawn part of it, pretty strongly, too,— it will be Ms 
own fault for having treated Ms subject seriously, Mr. Seine is 
capital in it, but we fear he will not make capital out of it. There 
is much to amuse in the piece, but not enough. 

Why tMs excitement about Mr. Banceoet taking Mr. Coohlan’s 
part in Fedora, except for the sake of letting everyone know that, 
after so many weeks allowed for refreshment, Fedora, with Saea- 
Beenhaedt-Beebe & Co., had been revived at the Haymarket? 
Mrs. Bancroft is out of the bill. Ahem I Shajpthis, What are 
the odds that Mr, Bancroft won’t be out of it, too, very soon, or 
return to Ms old part of Jean de Siriex, wMch fitted him like a glove 
— ^that is, like a Move ought to fit. The report that he only appeared 
as Loris because he could not obtain the services of Mr. J. L. 

Tooie to replace Mr. CoaHXAN as “ Colonel of the Eeserved Forces ” 
is, we believe, entirely without foundation. 

“ In the ^nhs,^^ the new piece at the AdelpM, wiH have got the 
start of tMs article, and have come out before us. From the title, 
we imagined that Mr. Warner was playing the part of a Cabman, a 
Handsome Cabman, of course ; but this is not so. 

Mr. Harris’s advertisement of Ms new Drury Lane Dram^ wMch 
is announced to appear “positively” on Thursday (“D.Y.”), is 
worthy of the Augustan Age,— we avoid saying “ EraP 


Bel-fast and Furious !— A good finish to a dull week. Sir Stay- i 
FORD H9RTHCOTE posing as an Orangeman I The Duke of Arercobn 
instituting a comparison between William of Orange and the j 
“People’s William,”— in order to ^seredit the latter^ — and the 
Orangemen, Horthcotians and Abercoraians, practic^y fllustra&g 
their enlightened Conservative Leaders* teaching with a torchlight 
procession, when the Orar^ Boys bravely smashed the windows of 
a house inhabited by inofrensive and blameless Sisters of Mercy, or 
some religious order. Will the brave Baronet and the doughty 
Duke ffisavow their Mends, as M. GrIivy did the cowardly Parisian 
mob, and ^ak of them as ** les muirahles ” f 
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'RAMBLING PtOXDElUX. | 
In a. Minor Key. i 

Mid Autumn Leaves, now 
tMckly shed, 

We wander where our path ’s 
overspread 

With yellow, russet, red 
and sere : 

The country Vg looking dull 
and drear, 

The sky is gloomy overhead. 

The equinoctial gales we dread, 

The summer ’s gone, the sun- 
shine ’s fled ; 

We \e rambM far enough 
this year — 

Mid Autumn Leaves ! 

Though fast our travel-time 
has sped, 

On London’s flags we long to 
tread ; 

The latest laugh and chaff 
to hear, 

To And the Club grown 
doubly dear ; 

Its gas bums bright, its fire 
glows red— 

Mid Autumn Leaves ! 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS “NO. 167. 


Poor Mr. Beown ! ” ex- 
claimed Mrs. Ramsbotitam, 

‘‘I’m afraid his is a very 
serious case. He has some 
local affectation, and the Doc- j | 
tors come every day to sound y/ii 
him on the subject, and tap W 
him all over with telescopes. 

I only repeat what they tell ^ 
me, and when I was informed * 
ahont the ‘tapping,’ it oe- ' 
curred to me that he must 
have got water on the brain 
like a teetotumer.” 



THE EIGHT KEY. J. E. MACKAENESS, D.D., 
The “ Reading Biscuit ” Bishop. 


The London Pavements.- 
Hever too soon to mend. 


(Huntley and) “ Palmer qvi mervit ferat,'' In return, Messrs. 

H. AND P. ARE QUITE READY TO TARE “ ORDERS.” 
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No doubt, in the case of Alder- 
man Hadley, 

The Electors treated him very 
badly ; 

And why not pity Alderman 
Nottage, 

From whom was abstracted 
the mess of pottage ? 

To Guildhall thirdly came 
Alderman Staples, 

Who might just as well have 
visited Naples. 

Though fifth on the list, Sir 
Reginald Hanson 

Sang a rather lugubrious 
chanson. 

While very much sadder, and 
probably wiser, 

At the end of the meeting de- 
parted De Keyser. 

Some tears were shed for 
Alderman Waterlow, 

As when one sees a sheep to 
slaughter go ; 

Though nobody wept for Aider- 
man Savory, 

Who fronted his fate with re- 
markable bravery. 

And as for the choice of Aider- 
man Eowler, 

’Tis a mystery, an intrigue, a 
joke, or — a howler! 


UTnseemly Jest. 

In view of the threatened 
dissolution of the Corporation, 
and disestablishment of the 
Civic monuments and tradi- 
tions, some unfeeling scoffer 
has written to the Lord Mayor 
offering to buy the statue of 
the Giant Magog. “He is 
anxious,” he writes, “ to have 
it made into a Magogany 
Table, in memory of tne an- 
cient hospitality of the City 
of London.” 


rtTTTi-rr^ i tt-o It wfil he sBcn fiom the ahovo how rapidly the custom may be 

SUNDAYS OUT OE SESSION. expected to develope ; and, therefore, if we hear next week that the 

ae 


“ The Premier. — Yesterday, despite a cold, bitmg North wind, and 
threatening clouds, Hawarden Church was crowded with visitors from all 
parts to listen to the Premier reading the lessons for the day.’^ 

Noting by the way, that if this sort of “ great attraction ” must he 
advertis^, and the result reported, in future on Sundays the work- 
a-day title of “Premier” had better he dropped, and that of 

Mmister he used, perhaps the hest lesson the Prime “ Minister ” 
could read to the inquisitive crowd who flock to hear him, would be, 
— not to read any lessons at all. 

Meantime, as the public wBl^ he on the look out for paragraphs 
relating to this new sort of political Sunday observance, here are a 
few taken at random : — 

Sir William Harcourt yesterday appeared in Ms parish church in his 
new Beadle’s unifona. Thot^h the cape seemed a little tight, yet the 
interest cheated by the worthy B^aronet’s appearance was so great that there 
s^rcely a vacant pew in the whole church, a fact that the organist hap- 
by playing the congregation out with a Gregorian rendering 
of JPew Mesta ' ” 

“^r Stapeord^ Northcotb attended the Cathedral service yesterday 
aa usual in his Yerger’s dress, the Anthem being, curiously enough, 

* J# > 

Salisbury, who had been practising the manage- 
! Stops throughout the^ Session, would take his place at the organ i 

cheir on Simday last, filled the little church to overflowing. 
AamnmM. mfiGarestr was exeitea on the occasion by a rumour that the Noble 
Maiqms had e^ressed. h!^ detennination to act as his own blower.” 


A DISCLAIMER. 

It is scarcely necessary, yet as some kind friends might possibly 
avail themselves of the opportunity to insinuate somethmg pleasant 
iu the most amiable and narmless manner, of course, we just men- 
tion the subject, “without prejudice,” as ilfr. Guppy would say, 
and dismiss it. 

In the Times* Law Report, date October 4, there appeared, among 
the oases heard in the Court of Bankruptcy, this one, the heading of 
which naturally attracted our attention : — 

“ Lsr RE James Punch and Son.— A petition for liquidation has been 
filed by Messrs. Linrlater, solicitors, on behalf of Messrs. J. W. and C. 
Punch, merchants, carryiug on business in YTormwood Street, City, under 
the firm of James Punch and Son,” 

Jfr. Punch wishes it to he stated that no connection exists between 
himself and the members of this firm, with whom in Iheir misfortune 
he expresses his sincere sympathy. Mr. Punch wishes it to he 
known that he never carried on any business in “ W^ormwood Street,” 
which is not in his line. As to his own distinguished lineage, it is 
the most ancient in the world. It is older than Jndy-ism. There 
are branches of the family abroad, hut in England the Head of the 
House does not acknowledge even “ the Suffolk Punches.” 

Sake Steculation. — For a “serious” Musie-seUer, under the 
patronage of “ General” Booth: “ Bahabion Army QmdrilhsP 
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RABELAIS REEORJIED. 

An’othee Volume of the interesting and useful More-and-Morley 
Series published by Eoutledge has just appeared. We were curious 
to see what Professor Morubt would mahe of Rabelais. It was an 
Augean-stable task this of purifying the Rabelaisian muck-writing 
so as to render it in any way fit for ears or eyes polite. To make it 
suitable for the Young Person,” so that it might ap^ar on the 
shelves of the Podsnap Library and find a place on the jPodsnapian 
drawing-room table under the very eyes and nose of the Young 
Person,” was too much to expect ; in fact, had it been Bowdleiised 
to this extent, nothing of the real JRahelais could have been left, — 
and to our thinking so much the better. Mr. Moelet has taken an 
infinity of trouble, and has succeeded in what he set himseK to 
do. But was it worth doing at all? Por ourselves we should say, 
decidedly not. Por what was Rabelais with all his works ? A 
dirty-minded, scurrilous, blasphemous, witty, broadly humorous, 
and extravagantly grotesque clerical buffoon. 

Take the scholarly Father Peout, Lean Swift, and the Rev. 
Laurence Sterne at their very worst, throw in Ihe roBictog spirit 
of the Rev. Tho3ias Barham, with a spice of the wit of that 
“ eminent ascetic,” Sydney Smith, flavour it strongly with the gross 
licence of the “ Table Talk” of the Rev. Dr. Martin Ltjther,^ add 
the profiigacy of Boccaccio, and you then have something akin to 
the literary monstrosity called Rabelais. How many of ^ose who 
use the term ‘‘Rabelaisian wit” have read even a few chapters of 
Ms works ? Hot that they could possibly be any better for the 
perusal. It needs not a Pharisaical Purist to be disgusted with 
Rabelais, in the original, within the first hour’s reading. 

Professor Morley natters himself on having so dealt with the dirty 
old blackguard that, “ having wiped his shoes at the door,” he can 
enter ** to us all and speak in Ms own person.” Ho, thank you. Hot 
at home to the Rev. Mr. Rabelais. “ Ladies present,” and not, 
though his reformation were guaranteed by Professor Botodier and 
Podsnap themselves^ would we admit him— -no, not so much as a toe 
of Mm into our family circle. Virgmihm never ! 

“ Wiped his shoes,” indeed ! Yes, Canon Rabelais may have wiped 
them dry too, hut as he has been up to Ms eyes in filth, merely 


“wiping Ms shoes” won’t do. On whose mat? Send for quarts 
of Condy’s fluid. “And smells sol Pahl” “Wash hm,” said 
Mr. ibick. Strip him, warm-bath Mm, soap-and-water Mm, scrub 
bitrij tOi be yells again, like the “dirty boy” in the weU-knowu 
statuette — (Professor Mobley cleansing Rabelais should be a com- 
panion work of Art)— bum Ms odoriferous clothes — eau-de-Colognise 
him — but no matter wbat be the process, not all the perfumes of 
Arabia can make Rabelais sweet and clean and wholesome. Let 
his works remain on the shelf, a very Mgh shelf, wMch will he in 
every sense appropriate, in a Rabelaisian Museum dedicated to tbat 


The Island of Muck, H.B. 


WHAT SHALL WE DO WITH OIJR BOYS? 

This momentous question, wMch was first asked in the columns of 
the D«e7y Telegraphy seems likely to be satisfactorily answered in 
the following that nas recently appeared in the advertisement sheet of 
the same journal : — 

C LEKK and COLLECTOR (22 to 25}.— A Gentleman, through 
indifferent health often absent from business, sometimes^ travelling, 
requires a well-educated resident Clerk who would be efficient in busineas, 
obliging, and companionable out of it. Light duties, with a comfortable 
home for one fond of book, garden, or a quiet pipe. — ^Address, &c. 

This rash advertiser is probably by tMs time up to Ms eyes in 
letters concerning the above appointment, and Ms street is possibly 
blocked by a crowd of applicants for the wst. The hint that the 
master is “ often absent from business,” me suggestion of “ book, 
garden, or quiet pipe,” is undoubtedly attractive. Depend upon it, 
fbis situation woiud suit most of “ Our Boys ” down to the ground. 

A PROFOB of the Church Congress, Mrs. Ramsbotham said she 
regretted that they didn’t discuss the use of the Athenseum Creed, to 
which the excellent old lady is not absolutely certain whether she 
objects or not. 
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TROPES FOR TRIPPERS. 

[By Jkmb-Crambo Jimior.) 




k Lofty Peak. 


Chaise a Porteurs. 
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Cask-aid. 




k Circular Letter. 


k Trip by Train. 


Buff Pass-age. 



A "Wide Prospect. 


Scotch Missed. 


THE CITY mSTEY SOLYEE. 

Weil, I thinks as even the henemys of the Corporashtin, if they 
has any left, must confess as they has been a-giyin the Public quite 
a seerys of staggerers lately. 

Brow says, as the PubHc allers wants wakin up m the silly 
season, and they Ve just gone and woked ^em up accordinly. Fust 


of hart and heEegance and granjer where they are concerned. It ^s 
pretty ginerally allowed that to he Lord Mayor of London is enuft to 
satisfy the hamhition of the ighest or the aughtiest, but the world 
hardly knowd what it was to be one of his Dorters. For 120 long 
ears, as I herd his Beyerenee the Archbishop say, there has been only 
three Weddins in Sum PorPs Katheedie, and two on ’em has been 
with Lord Mare’s Dorters. 

Princes has asked for the favor, Dukes has tried their best, and 
Markisses and Lords and Barrens by the dxizzen has gone down on 
their nees to the Archbishops of London for this glorious priyilidge, 
hut no ! they has allers said no ! we draws the ime at Lord Mare’s 
Dorters, except just once for the Dean’s, and we means to keep to 
it. So that ’s pretty well to begin with for the young lady. 

Then only jest about 3,000 people cums for to see her married, and 
I don’t call that bad, then jest about 250 of the gratest, because the 
richest swells iu the hole City of London cums to hreMast with her 
young Ladyship, and all on ’em sends such lovely presents to make 
her future nappy as makes my old eyes twinkle ony just to peep at 
now and then, and that I should think is not quite a everyday 
suokemstanoe, And then just tbink of this, the Dean and his 
many Chapters bavin hung up a redp peel of Bells, they keeps 
’emharf quiet till a Lord Mare’s Dorter’s marrid before they 
sets to work and rings out for the fust time a splendid Ttibble Bob 
And then, as a sort of wind-up, just about barf a thousend 
quit fresh peeplcj all in weddin garments, cums in late, just to 


)oo A emus: u a uaa my enoice oi wnai; i 'U nxe to De, ii i was jung 
and lovely, witch I settinly ain’t, I ’d chewse to he a Lord Mare’s 
Dolpter. „ ’ 

But who lhat seed all that splender and all that hewty and all 
Miai rewehy, would .have thort what momenjious eonsikenses wold 
arise in less than 48 ours from all that ere I 
Ah it ’s a rum world, and werry few on us nose, not even an Fed 
W^gdter, what may be the effec of the britest of scenes or the 


was aoout to. nappen to-morrow, and then Micklemass 
as, that rude Beowe’ remarked, sacred to Geese 
of ihe warious lAvry Companies 
®«itj5anas ha. Gudhall to chew^ two Lord Mares 


for nex year, and the Washupfool Aldermen assembles in their 
skarlit robes to cbewse the one on ’em as they thinks is the best for 
that grandest of all persitions. And the Liverymen chewses Order- 
man Halit and Orderman Fowibr, and then the Ordermen iu their 
skarlit robes retires to their golden chamber where all the little light 
as there is has to come in ttirew painted winders for fear it should 
bliud ’em, and then they soHemly lox the dore and plases their own 
Feeld Marshall outside with his drawn sword for fear any one should 
lissen at the werry big key ole, and then they discusses the Candid 
dates and then they wotes I Yes, and then they wotes I Wot a wote 
was that, my gallant Liverymen ! 

j Then they aJi goes hack to the place from whence they came, as 
I the Judge says on ekally soUem ocashuns, and then the Becoraer, 
pale with emoshun, enounces as the wote has fallen on Orderman 
Fowier. 

Ever since that ewentful enouncement the one question as all 
the world has bin a askin everybody else is, why did the Ordermen 
prefer the Junior who ’s the oldest, to, the Senior who ’s the youngest ? 
Ah, that ’s rayther a diffycult nut to crack with only 6 teeth in your 
bed, and them all top uns I But as I haven’t bin a City Waiter for 20 
year without yearing a good deal, for people will talk as if I was def , 
which I ain’t, praps I can sattisfy the xm^wersal oureosity a good 
deal betterer than most people. 

Well then it wasn’t for none of the raisons as people as said, nor 
as the press as said, for they was all as sill;^s they was ill-natured, 
but it all arose out of the magnifiscent Weddin of Thuresday at 
Sum Porls Eatheedle ! It was thort, and I thinks werry nater^y, 
that if one Lord Mare’s Dorter’s marrage could cause such a 
sensashun, it was desirable to, as it were, (to use a wulgerism) keep 
the pot a hilin, and it was resolved that the prize should go where 
the chances was most faverabil. I need only hadd that while Order- 
man Halit is meerly a Batcheldore, Orderman Fowier is the appy 
Father of nine fare dorters. 

Feed I say more ? Egbert. 

Int this month’s Fumber of the Nineteenth Century Neview^ the 
Bev. G. E. Gieio, late Chaplain-General of the Forces, writes on 
the subject of Short Service — One Cause of its Failure.” As a 
Clergyman he ought to know, of course. But if Ms short services 
have been a failure, it must he because they’ve not been short 
enough. Cut the sermon. 

The Bishop of Oariisib talked about the “fundamental antithesis 
between Faith and Science,” and added, subsequently, “Faith, too, 
is to a certain extent founded on knowled^.” Fifom which it is 
evident that, “ to a certain Extent ” also, the Bishop of Cahlisie has 
as much faith as knowledge — ^wMch is about what Carltxe would 
have said to this Bishop.* 

Mrs. Eaksbotham: says that when she goes to Paris she likes to 
^ar a grand service on Sunday, and so she always goes to the 
Church of St. Surplice; a namewMoh she considers most appro- 
priate. 


TO whether *8., Printed Matter, or Brawinge, he retomed, wUeei eeeompanied 

a end BIraated Sn'ralope «r OoTer. Cojdei of MS. dionld ha hipt^ the Sandara 
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THE LAY OF A LAZY LETTER-WKITEIL 

Pieparation for next year’s redn»‘tion in tlio charge for 
telegrams has already commenced.”— i>/ 7 2/^ Xtu\s, 

’Tis capital ne-ws ! I ’m eneliaiited to liear 
The Sixpenny Wire ■will he working next j'ear I 
In two or three months, ’tis quite charming to think, 
We may do without pens, and exist without ink. 

Xo more pens and ink ? How delighted I am I 
A blessed invention 's the Cheap Telegram I 

’Tis better by far than the halfpenny card, 

A joy to the joker, a boon to the bard ; 

To dear 3fr, Punch what effusions I ’ll send, 

What rhymes without reason, what jokes without end ! 
What hn^hijeux P esprit I can easuy ram, 

Like a charge in the form of a Cheap Telegram ! 

An invite to lunch, or to dance, or to dine, 

You ’ll briefly accept, or as briefly decline : 

How crisply, how -tersely a short word or two 
Will serve for the labour we now must go through! 

All sorts of condolence you ’ll easily cram 
j Within the close bounds of a Cheap Telegram I 

Hurrah ! ’Tis delightful ! Xext year we ’ll be Men, 
Xo longer we ’ll grovel as Slaves oi the Pen! 

I look for the time when our words shall fly free 
From Ca^ Trinidad to the Caspian Sea ! 

And London, Greneva, Xew York, and Assam, 

Shall chat through the means of the Cheap Telegram ! 


The Greneral of the Jesuits — (did “ General ” Booth 
take his idea of a Salvation Army, with military titles, 
from this old-established corps?) -being superannuated, 
an Assistant, or Adjutant-General, has been appointed — 
one Father Arhebiedt, the Times informs us. The 
name to English ears sounds odd. If our boy came in 
and announced Father AinDEELEDT, we should reply, 
Father and a Lady ! Show ’em both in ! ” 

How TO Speli. It {according to the Dean of Bangor ), — 

AWFUL EFFECT OF TOO MUCH LAWH-TEHHIS BY THE SEA! ‘I). Tea. 


ir 




A SUNDAY MORNING AT HAWARDEN. 

^(sm^-Breakfazt-Pxiom, Prime MmsTER discovered alone, 

Mr, Gladstone {solihqumng). It is the peaceful, the unbroken 
calm of -fchis rural retreat wMch is^ so tiuly re&eshing. How 
pleasant it is to know that the simple -villagers are now wending their 
way churchwards, to the sound of yon mkling bell, far from the 

turmoil of cities, the din {Yells, whistles, catcalls, and hurrahs 

here render the Premier’s words quite inaudible, even to himself. 
Se pauses.) But surely I heard some slight, some hardly perceptible 
sound ? Ah, here comes Herbert ; perhaps he (for he knows every- 
thing) will explain the phenomenon. 

Air. Herbert Gladstone {appearing suddenly), I have been gazing 
through the telescope on the Xorthem battlement. The trains from 
Plymouth, Portsmouth, Glasgow, Aberdeen, and the Isle of Wight 
are discharging hundreds of passengers at the Station. The Liver- 
pool special is waiting in a siding, and twenty-seven of the omnibuses 
from Chester have drawn up at the village inn. Quite five thousand 
highly respectable exoursioiiists, -with hymn-books and top-hats, may 
be observed tlmpnging the road to the Ch-urch, while an equal 
number are waiting at the Park Gates, to see yoiu come out. 

The Premier, Really, this indicates a ^eat increase of intelligent 
curiosity among the masses. I am dad to know that the Board 
Schools are at work in the co-tmtry. Then Stephen expects a large 
congregation this morning ? 

Mr. H, Gladstone. Oh, 'yes. He tells me that the number of 
people who brought blankets, and camped out in the churchyard last 
night was surprising. He is thinking of reques-tnng them to get rid 
! of their sandwich-papers and ginger^beer bottles in some other 
receptacle than the Church Porch. 

Mr. Gladstone. Ah, I noticed that Stephen did not appear to be 
very pleased when I expressed to him my intention of reading the 
Lessons for him for the rest of the year. He said he was afraid I 
should catch cold, and oflered to give me a little service of my own 
in the Castle. Xow, shall we set out to Church ? 

Mr. H. Gladstone {doomily). I fancy it would be better to stay 
indoors to-day. The Y erger says (through the special telephone wire 
which we have had oonneeted with his residence) that every seat is 
full, and that several leading Xdve^ool Merchants have taken up 
their positions in the Font. The Chief Oonstabie of Flintshire and a 


posse of Policemen have just cleared a sort of way up the middle 
aisle. 

Mr. Gladstone {surprised). Bear me ! I have informed Stephek 
that the regard for the services of the Church shown by his crowded 
congregations ought to be most gratifying to him, and he says it 
womdhe, if the congregation stayed to near him preach, and did not 
troop out after the second lesson. This is a one-sided view -fco take, 
of course ; but I fancy this innovation of his, in putting the Lessons 
after the sermon, may lead to some rioting, perhaps even to bloodshed. 

Mr. H. Gladstone. Yes. The Yerger has received several threaten- 
ing letters, and scrong language has been used on the subject by a 
few hundred excursionists from London. 

Mr. Gladstone. Ah, poor fellows! Well, it must be ppvoking^ to 
come all that way in the pursuit of a well-directed curiosity, a tmrst 

for information, and ( Uproar in the ParJe. Stones and hymn^* 

boohs hurled through windoics.) What does this mean ? 

3£r. H. Gladstone. I -will go and interview them. {Jfter a brief 
absence.) The mob. it seems, have purchased return tickets to 
iHawarden, which “include a visit to the Church, and reading of 
' Lessons by the Prime Miijisteb.” They remark, and I must observe 
with some force (as one of their missiles has nearly broken my head), 
that “they can’t get into the Church, and there ain’t no Prime 
HmsTES, and they don’t intend to be cheated out of them money.” 

The Premier, what, then, had I better do ? I can, of course, 
escape by the postern, or even ascend one of -the few trees wMoh 
have not felt my axe, and hide amid the foliage. 

Mr. H. Gladstone {thoughtfully). As the traffic receipts have gone 
up immensely, owing to the number of Sunday travellers who come 
hither, perhaps the Directors would take these good people outside 
I back to tbeir homes for nothing, if we telegraph to them that we are 
in imminent peril of our lives. 


being chivied over the grave-stones in the churchyard by an infuriated i 
crowd. Ah, I told him the postwnement of the Lessons to the end j 
of the ser-rice was imprndfent. The mob, however, will listen to me, I 
\Ascends to a vmdom fronting to the Park, a7id recites the 
Lessons, Gospels, and Epistles, for the whole of the present 
and ensuing month, MeUres, after an hour, exhausted, and 
sends for ghmer, whMe crowd disperse wwh thr&e rhtgmg 
cTtigfspr thm Premier. 
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POT AND KETTLE. 

{A Nm Version,) 



[The Dean of Dangor says, that if he had his own way there would be 
much less tea-drinking among people of all classes. Excessive tea-drinking 
created a generation of nervous, discontented people, who were for ever com- 
plaining of the existing order of the Universe, scolding their neighbours, 
and sighing after the impossible. In fact, he suspected that over-much tea- 
drinking, by destroying the calmness of the nerves, was acting as a dangerous 
revolutionary force among us. The tea-kettle went before the gin-bottle, 
and the physical and nervous weakness that had its origm in the bad cookery 
of an ignorant wife, ended in ruin, intemperance, and disease.] 

** Kettle began it.” — ^D ickens’s Cricket on the Searth, 


Kettle {turning up its Spout contemptuously). You horrible, mis- 
chievous creature! You pewter-built Borgia, get out 
with you ! 

Before very long, Saints be praised I our Sir Wiltsii) will finish 
his bout with you ; 

And then 


Kot {frothing over with lorath). Oh ! now come, this is cool ! Who 
are you calling Borgia ? Blow you I 
Youy who beat the Brinvilliers to nts! Ah! it’s time honest 
people should know you, 

You false mollycoddling old Mawworm, 

KeUk {spattering). Ah! abusive in anger. 

What have you to say against me ? 


Fot, I f Oh, nothing, of course. Go to — ^Ba^or, 

And just ask the Dean what he thinks about tea-drinking. Talk 
of my doings ? 

Wbat are they compared with the woes that are wrought by 
your worse than witch-brewings ? 

Kettle, Mine? 

Pot, Yes fyou and the teapot between you are simply 

upsetting creation. 

Kettle, What, I and the cup that 

Pot, ^ Oh! come now, enough of that 

stale old (Quotation 

From maudlin emasculate Cowpee, it ’s blown on, played out. 
Bless you, Pekoe 

More miscnief has wrought in this world than all strong drinks 
from Four-half to Cncquot, 

And Gunpowder Tea’s worse than Dynamite, looked at as one 
of the forces 

That aid Revolution and Murder— the Dean my opinion endorses. 

Kettle, The Dean be 

Pot, Exactly. That’s just it ; profanity coarse, anti-clerical ! 

Regular Communist, you are ; result of the weakness hysterical 

Caused by all dealings with Tea, which is simply distilled con- 
demnation, 
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Or^sin in decoction. I teH yon yon ’re breeding a bad genera- 
tion 

Of nasty nenralgic agnostics, sour Poets wbo pnle in poor pnny 
verse, 

Sigb after impossible dreams, and j&nd fault vitb tbe plan of the 
Universe ! 

It’s awful! 

Kettle. To hear yon tell— crammers ? 

Pot. A Dean cannot be nnveracions, 

And I simply follow his lead, which is temperate, calm, and 
sagacious. 

Me never drinks tea, that is certain. 

Kettle. His “nerve,” I admit, is astonishmg. 

Pot. l^^o horrid low slang, I beseech yon ! Pay heed to his pious 
admonishing. 

If he had his way— worthy soul — one’s own way is so nice, e’en 
to Clerics — 

Ho longer yon ’d hurry the world into "grumbling, nnfaith, and 
hysterics. 

You’d give place to 

Kettle. Porridge ? 

Pot. Well, well, that ’s e.faQon de parler. 

Kettle. Oh, is it ? 

That shows what a humbug you are I 

Mr. Punch {intervening). Silence, Uentlemen! Let me solicit 

A chance for cool reason ! You botn ride your hobbies with hot- 
headed clangour ; 

But “Kettle began it” this time. The intemperate bu nkum 
from Bangor 

Pairs ofE with Teetotal extravagance. Deans should remember 
“ Ne^ sutorJ^ 

A storm in a tea-cup is just as absurd as a tempest in pewter. 

The (jueation is one of degree, for cool sense and true Science to 
settle, 

And not one of Carlisle v. Bangor— in other words. Pot versus 
Kettle! 


THE PROdRESS OF RATIOHALISM. 

Deab Me. Punch, 

The “rationalising tendency of the age” (how often have I 
heard my dear Papa, who is a clergyman, make use of the phrase !), 
not content with criticising the Yestments of the Clergy, actually 
threatens to interfere with the vesture of Ladies ! I suspect that all 
the twaddlers about “ Rational Dress,” or horrid Positivites^ or 
dreadful Diagnostics — are those the words ? — or sometlmg shocking 
in that way. Rubbish 1 Peason has no more to do xcith dress than 
with religion. That stands to reason. Reason, indeed, as far as I 
can make out, is a sort of Big Bogey that men make use of when 
they want to scare us out of all that is pious and pretty, and proper 
and pleasant, such as High Church ritual, and twelve-button ^oves, 
and dirting, and fashionable novels, and tight-la— I mean corsets, 
and five o’clock tea, and small talk, and curate-culture, and high- 
heels, and — oh ! everything that is nice, and, in their crabbed opinion. 


therefore obnoxious. But if Dress could be rationalised (it canH be, 
thank goodness I) there would be nothing left to live for. Dress and 
true religion are, I maintain, above argument, matters entirely of 


conscience and taste, and if Reason is to be introduced into them, we 
may as well all turn Dissenters and Dowdies at once. 

Yours indignantly. 

Angelina. 

Rational Dress, indeed ! They might just talk of Rational Love I 
Ho, let Reason keep to its own province, such^ as making laws, and 
locomotives, and treaties anii things, letting ^one the really 
important things of life, such as Mamage and Millinery, with which 
it can have absolutely nothing to do ! 

Why is Lord Lansdowne likely to be unhappy ?— Because he has 
gone out for-LoENE. ^ , 

A Man (not) oe the Time, — The Traffic Manager of the South- 
Eastern Railway Company. 
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THE BROKER BROKE OF BULLION, COURT 
THEATRE, AND THE FAITHFUL ARIEL. 

IIh. G. "W. Gobpeex’s MUUonnaire is a very amusing’, and, on the 
whole, fairly interesting: piece, if any interest can be got np wr such 
a limp heroine as Miss MiEiox Teeiiy’s Katherine Giiyon. But the 
great merit of the piece, and the secret of its success, is the balance 
of character which, with a few trilling exceptions, is admirably pre- 
served throughout. The play, therefore, is symmetrical, and both 
Author and Actors seem to have wisely agreed together that “ a part 
is not greater than the whole.” Would that this axiom were every- 
where remembered and acted upon ! 

The ‘‘character-part” of J/r. Guy on belongs to that familv of semsh 
unprincipled old reprobates of whom Brigard in Frou-Frou ^ — ^Mr. 

Cecil occasionally reminds ^us. of 
^ Bitei in this I'ole — Fxdrecy in 

\,\ lfo 2 *, Le Fere Frodigue, Major \ 
Fendennis with his “begad,” 
CsiJRLES Mathews’s My Awful 
r\ Bad, Sir Harcourt Courtly, 

yf^ Ievxno’s Bighy Grand, and ilfr. 

Bray in Nicholas Nicklehy, are 
most distinguished members. 

, ' \ . , v' There is nothing new or^ strikmg 

! , r'l 1 '.i situations in which 

' I * 'tAw ' rather conventional type of a 
'(W ' Hiixed character finds himself, 

^ ^ hands it is 

a highly-finished, though some- 
what overcoloureJ, portrait. 

^ ” Another equally good indica- 

^ tion of character is given by Mr. 
SuGDEN as Gordon Frere. In 
Mr. Arthur Cecil, as Here ’s-another- fact, the bestplayed scene between 
Guy-on, receives £200, and goes off any two characters sustaining the 
to see Ariel ac the Gaiety. serious interest of the plot, is the 

first in the piece between the 
goody-goody Money-Broker, Bohert StreigUley (Mr. Clayton), and 
the careless needy young-man-about-town, Gordon Frere ; the only 
blot upon it being, that, where all the other dialogue is so naturally 
: written and so naturally given, the Author has thought fit to put 
mto young Gordon Frer&s mouth a long speech for the sake of 
securing an efiective exit (was it at the Actor’s suggestion?), in 
which object, however, it signally fails. The effective exit would 
have been for him to have left the sermonising to the goody-goody 
Broker, and to have made some curt remark which would have given 
Ms Goody- Goodiness just so much of his mind as a young fellow 
like Gordo7i Frere could spare without serious inconvenience. 

I^ver has Mrs. Wood been seen to greater advantage than as 
Lady Menmarsh, Her Imes have fallen in pleasant ^aces, and 
everyone of them she points with unerring Rim. The character 
might soon have been overpowering, and the slightest exaggeration, 
even now, would be dangerous. It is specially nere that Sie well- 
kept balance is noticeable. May the well-kept balance be the 
Author’s suitable reward at Ms banker’s. 

^ Miss Lindley, as Mrs, Cholmondeley -Browne, lends excellent aid 
m completmg the picture, though the rehearsal of the amateur thea- 
tricals IS about as dull as the reality, and the desire of the eminent 
amateur, Ti’p'py Trafford, represented by Mr, Gheeet Teent, to 
smg a come song on every possible occasion, is another of the very 
trining mstakes wMeh the Author has made, and wMch, were it not 
the general excellence, it would be hypercritical to notice. 

^ Mrs, Beebeohh Thee’s rendering of the detestable Hester Gould 
fruly, “missisly.” It lacks force ; but this is 
Mrs. l3EE s &st appear^ce, we believe, on any stage, and when we 
remember what a prodigious fuss was made about the first appear- 
an^ of a mere amateur because she was a “ professional beauty,” 
ana what foolish laudations were showered on her before she h^ 
scarcely a,^uired the merest elements of stage-playing, we can only 
say that those who found a Mrs. Hesbitt in the novice to whom we 
have just alluded, would have discovered a Mrs. Siddons, a Bachel, 
or a Bistoei, or perhaps the talent or genius of aU three combined, 
m h&s. Beeebohm Tiuse. Certainly, as the honours of full comedy 
are borne on by Mrs. Wood, so those of limited tragedy, in this 
piece, ^e earned off by Mrs. Teee. She and her husband are a pair 
of pop’lar Trees. 

as Thacker, leads the audience astray. He 
cant help it; he has followed the Author. The Israelitish usurer, 
i I'he consMeration of eighty per cent., trades on family name 


re-name— -Mm Make-peace Thackei', eAf” hut for the sacrilege 
of associating so revered a name with the personality of a miserable 
eighty-pershenter. 

The Broken Broker is uninteresting. It is not a strong part for a 
strong man. He is a contemptible creature ; worse, on account of the 
variance between Ms excellent principles and Ms^ treacherous prac- 
tice, than is Guyon himself, or Thacker, Bor acting, the first scene 
is Ms best. With the laudable object of avoiding conventionality at 
the end of each Act, the Author, in consequence of the effort having 
been half - hearted, • ^ 

the company, has left - 

Acts*, wMch the pre- J 

sence of a piano in ^e Angel Moses- MepMstopheles unites the 

orchestra is so h^ble Broken Broker to Maid Marion, 

to suggest, couldn’t 

the space occupied by the “Broadwood’s Pianoforte” which is 
advertised as part of the attraction in capitals in the house-bill of 
the play, be filled with competent professors of wind and string, the 
tinMing cymbal, and the drumlet r 

was produced at the Gaiety last week, and was received with 
demonstrations of rapturous delight — and electric light — ^by a house 
crowded iu’.every part. At the end of the Second Act, after the 
Curtain hadi.been hauled up three times to show the strikingly beau- 
tiful tableau of Miranda (Miss Gilcheist) saving Ferdinand (Miss 
Beoughton) from the waves, vdciilQ^A7jel (Miss Baeeen), with eleo- 

tric-lighted wings, dances 
on the top of the “ profile ” 
waters, the enthusiastic 
audience insisted upon the 
Author coining before the 
Ourtaiu to receive their 
vociferous congratulations, 
and Ms appearance was the 
signal for such cheering as 
must have sent np the Elec- 
tric Light shares to an enor- 
mous premium. It was, 
judging from the wings, — 
AneVs wings we mean, — 
liters]^ a “brilliant” suc- 
cess. The next day, and for 
a week afterwards, the 
critics ontdid themselves: 
and to those who could read ' 
between the lines, they did 
not seem to have enough 
to say in laudation of this 
triumphant Shakspearian 
bnrlesque-fairy-drama, or, 
to put it shortly, extrava- 
ganza. 

„ _ The eminent hand who 
^oes the theatrical reporting 

A TcriT X A * -I A . for the Times, and who is 

AHeUie-^t Anel ; or, ABisem nothing H not courteous, 
Eleotao Lights. I UttJe too fax in 



A Hellie-gpit Ariel ; or, A Bise in 
Electric Lights. 


mon^-Lender— IS made up so as to be a mixture of a Moses and a 
Jnepmsmpneics, and suddenly in the Third Act he becomes the good 
angel of . the drama, nnites husband and wife, and is so mnch, in 
lact, the peaoe-maker that we shonld be inclined to re-christen — ^no, 


scarcely finding any difference between the Ariel of Seiakspeaee’s 
creation and that of the hurlesque-writer’s travesty. In fact, the 
praise was so lavisMy bestowed that we began to ask, How on 
earth has the author managed to “get at” or°* nobble” the incor- 
ruptible critics ? Has the humorist humoured them ? Had he pre- 
viously taJren them, individually and separately, into his confidence, 
and, as a great favour, let each one after diimer read a few gems 
of the libretto, and induced the Composer, Herr Meyee Lutz, to 
drop in and give them some choice specimens on the piano ? Was it 
a case of Dr. Mowbeay Moebis’s “ cMcken and champagne tyeat- 
ment for acute criticism? ^ However it was managed, there is no 
doubt as to the result ; and if criticism such as this could alone make 
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a piece, tben notliing further was wanting to ensure the success 
of Ariel. The music of Ariel^ when not by the Composer^ above 
mentioned, is taken from the works of Yoi?‘ Sxjppf;, Leo Delibes, 
Thomas, and "Wagnee, and the music-hall element is represented 
by a couple of tunes, the pick of that peculiar repertoire, 

> Mr. Elton’s Caliban is a most artistic performance, and the dance 
between him and Dfliranda is worthy of the unanimous treble encm'e 

it receives, as 
every step is full 
of meaning, is in 
perfect keeping 
with the situa- 
tion, and is as 
pointed asltheir 
own toes. 

We aOTeeJwith 
the enthusiastic 
critic in the 
Daily Tele- 
graphy though 
we could not 
venture to ex- 
press our senti- 
ments with such 
absolute convic- 
tion, as to Miss 
Eaeiu^^’s repre- 
sentation of the 
character of 
Ariel, “ She 
might,” he says, 

‘‘ as well be Ducky or, Will o’ the of course she might, 

just as well, for, as this writer hints, she could not be better. 
Every song of hers tells, and in the last Act her La JBou- 
lonaise,^^ is demanded two and three inmes. Well might the critics 
be at a loss for words to express their feelings on Ine first night, 
but on the third, when the excitement had fizzled off, and the 
company had settled down steadily to their work, the representatives 
of the Press, had they been there, would have had lumps of delight 
m their throats, wept in each other’s arms, and have been earned out 
m ecstasies. Objecting to ‘‘.gush ” as we do, we could yet wish that, 
in the interests of true criticism, the critics’ night were everywhere 
postponed untE the third performance of any new piece. Vive 
Bhaxspeaee ! 



Caliban and Miranda, as the Backward Boy and the 
Forward Girl. 


If Mt.vIeting, or any Shakspearian Eevivalist, were to produce 
Shajespeaee’s Tetnpest intact, a more charming set of Fairies — of 
course, essential to the piece, whether Shaxspeaee’s origmal, or 
Dexben’s, or Macbealt’s version, be played, — could not be seen, or 
heard, than those at the Gaiety, of whom the two “ Witches,” 

ffisses P^LEr and Tatloe, are the leading spirits. It is an excep- 
tional thing for choruses to be encored, but the rendering of Meyee 
Lutz’s clever imitation of the Eataplan solo and chorus in Zes 
JSuguenots thoroughly deserves it. And now we’ve done with 
theatricals for some time, as we can’t get to see Mr. Harris’s Dyna- 
mite Plot at Drury Lane for at least another fortnight. 


BEFORE THE CURTAIN 5 

OE, PUBUC-PEIVATE LIFE— -k ZA MOLL, 

* * ^ * 0 

How I loathe all this vulgar notoriety 1 But, there, thank good- 
ness, the tour is over 1 

Delightful to think I shall have a little quiet and breathing-time 
before 1 start I Yes, as I told them at Liverpool, I think there is far 
too much “fuss ’’made about us,— that- is, about me. Yes, I am 
almost sure there is. But they wto do it. Why, I positiYehrfeel 
quite fagged at times with after-dinner spouting. And I ’m always 
telling them the same thing, too, — ^that I wish I had been bom, or 
bred, or buried, or something in their own blessed particular town. 
"What humbug! But what is one to say? That reminds me. 
Delightful social little gathering in prospect for to-night— just a few 
choice mtimates, to eat a farewell chop with me at the Club 1 Some- 
thing like privacy, that. I ’m quite looking forward to it. "Welcome 
honest Sociability, at last! 

# * 4r # 

About forty, or so, at that little affair last night. Odd I Came 
off, too, in the “ Strangers’ ” room. However, Ilmew ’em all — and 
that ’s something. I see, notwithstanding the precautions, it has got 
into the papers. Odd that, too ! They don’t seem to have reported 
my speech, though. Can’t find it anywhere. Still, happy idea that, 
telling them I Mt as if I had been bom in the Committee Boom I 

Travelling all day. Departure seems to have been well billed. 
Am told that the hooking at the ticket-office was tremendous. 
Bouquets for Miss T at every Station, and a splendid clothes- 


basket of fresh vegetables offered me by the Mayor of X ! Told 

him if it wasn’t that I had paid my fare, I would get out, and end 
my days at the place. People lining the way both sides throngh 
seven connties. Never seen anything like it since first night of 
Mtich Ado About Nothing, Quite done up with dashing across the 
carriage every half-minnte to how to them. Neck got so stiff, I 
couldn’t smile. If this^ goes on, I shall make Loveday get himself 
np as nearly as he can like me, and do the ac^owleda^eut business, 
while I have a nap at full len^h on the floor under the seat ! 

« « « jjf « 

Knowsleyl His Lordship most affable. Also my “grand old 
rival,” as he called himself. Compared notes. Says he finds the 
cheering loudest when they can’t see much of him— just a bit of shirt- 
collar and an eye. His recipe for comfort, however, is “ never show 
at the window— when you get a chance come out on to the plat- 
form and speak — till you clear iV^ Mem, Shall try this some day 
at Clapham Junction. Wishing to be poHte was doing a bit of 
Dazzle to him in a comer, when he cut me short by reading a full 
abstract of his forthcoming speech on “ Nationalisation of the Land.” 
Half through it when I found I had to catch a train. Hearty 
apologies to nis Lordship. Told him I felt already as if I had Hved 
at Xnowsley all my life, and that when I come back I hope to be 
buried th^e. We parted smiling. A j)leasant mommg. ^ 

Much disappointed (of course, merely hy contrast) at my reception 
at W. A locju Bishop, a Town Council, and a trumpery arch or two 
with “ Welcome Hjenry,” and a mob held in check hy simple mounted 
constabulary. Well, that sort of thing wonH do after Xuowsley ! 
Perhaps they took me for Beam Stoker ? Who knows ? However, 
I did the ci^ thing ; said I hoped to come back and he buried with 
them, and moved off amidst enthusiastic cheering, bowing coldly. 

^ ‘ijf- w 

Ha ! the landing-stage at length. Crowd quite dangerously large 
— ^very flattering tnis ;— very, hut I hope they won’t let all of them 
on to the tender ! Still I appear to be surrounded by friends. A sea 
of faces : old faces ;— new faces — a great many new faces. Yet^I 
seem to know all of them. Shall say so. I wonder whether that 
distmguished personage in tears, in a cocked hat, waving a farewell 
with a gold-tipped mace, is the Lord Mayor about to offer me the 
freedom of the City. Better be civil. TeU him I feel as if I had 
known him all my life. He says he is the Pier Beadle, and that 
unless I want to go to America hy mistakCy the sooner I make for 
the shore the better, 

41= « # 


On hoard at last. Now for true peace I At least, the Captain says 
he thinks it will be quiet enough when we get out. This enlivens 
one for the hour of part- 
mg. It has come. The 
tender slowly moves off — 
but there is, thanks to this 
miserable notoriety, no 
security against my most 
innocent and natural 
movements being chroni- 
cled even at a moment like 
this, for I see her bows are 
crowded inconveniently 
with Press Eeporters. Yes, 

I fuBy believe, were I to 
he seen merely standing on 
the top of the mizen-mast 
on my head, but with a 
full heart, and waving an 
open red-umbrella in each 
hand, as a partiag fare- 
well to my good English 
friends,— it would be in 
print to-morrow morning. 

Off ! Shore left behind, 
and the Brittanicy splendid 
vessel, battling bravely, 
almost too bravely, with 
the roUiug of the grand 
Atlantic, Survey it for a 

few minutes, thenlie down i.- -n- -u. a- 

inmycahiniidrepeatthat M:r. Henry Irvmg, Hatt-on, domg 

other the State*. 

Sleep. Begin to wonder whether “the ship hoy’s eyes” are really 
“ sealed up upon Gie high and giddy mast,” I can scarcely believe it 
in snch weather as this. I ’ll ask the Captain. Ha ! here ne is, Me 
asks^me if I feel “ pretty comfortable.” I tell him I feel as if I 
had been upon the rolling billows all my life. So I do, and long 
heartily for the shore! Never mind, there are no reporters here. 
Finish my Soliloquy, “Uneasy lies the head that ’s" upside down,” 
and gradually succumb to the influence of “ Nature’s soft nurse,” 

« # # ’K: 4^ 
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HAPPY THOUQHT- 


— A SUNDAY SCHOOL FOR THE UPPER CLASSES/^ 

(Vide JSishqp of Oxford* s Speech at the Church Congress.) 


Elisabeth WariTig (Laundress and Charwoman^ and Sunday School Teacher to the U.C.). ‘‘And now, my dear little Ladies and 
Gentlemen, I trust you will not dsseorats this beautiful Sunday Afternoon by goino on the River ! You can do that 
FROM Monday Morning till Saturday I^ight, you know ! His Lordship herb, who was at Eton and Oxford, will no doubt 

REMEMBER BOW THE OARS EE HAD PLIED SO BUSILY ALL THE WeEE^ LAY UNTOUCHED ON SUNDAY J AND YOU TOO, MY DEARS, WILL 
please TO GIVE UP THE RiVER, ON THAT ONE DAY TO THOSE WHO HAVE BEEN TOILING ALL THE BUSY WEEK LONG IN STIFLING 

Offices and grimy Workshops, and suchlike ! ” 


"ORPHEE AUX ENEERS.” 

^(Ercsgmeni of a Contemporary CeUo-Classic Bitrlesque.) 

Orpheus- Northcote (complacently). lo triumphel Was perfectly 
sure she would follow. ' 

"Who could resist my lyre-th m-mmin g ? E^en dulcet Apollo 
Must own. that his wonderful gift is well used by his pupil. 
Should like to he photographed thus, hut suppose there ’s uo 
Goupil ^ 

Or Eradelle iu Pluto’ s dark sunless domain. Twangle-twangle / 
Great pity ! 1 feel that my arms, at an elegant angle, 

My Phoehus-like front, and Tyrtaeus-like pose, are imposing, 
Suggestive of godlike afflatus. The Iron One’s glozing 
Hot in it with my fascination, so graceful, so airy. 

Could Tuppee m tenebris touch me ? 

Eluto-Earnell (aside^, A middle-aged fairy, — 

A pantaloon posing as Phoehus. Woodcock aping Lizzy 
Were not so ahsuid as the prancing old buffer, so busy, 

With Partlet-like fuss, and the air of a new Alexander. . 

Loes he fancy — old goose ! — ^that the girl he can really plulander 
Away from my realia with his thiumming, self-deemed d la 
Thracian ? 

\ Orphetis-Lforthcote. I musin^t look hack, but she’s coming. By 
1 ^ Jove, the whole nation 

i Will thank me for this. Twangle-twang ! What atonch!— 
though I say it. 

I didn’t, until I came here, know how well I could play it. 

Makes trees — at least “ sprigs ” of ’em — dance. It is really most 
wonderful ! 

^ ovE-GutDSTOiaPi himself, with a fist holts-of-thunder 

faU, 


Moved so completely the heart of Midlothian. Randy, 

With taunts about go,” will, I hope, he henceforth much less 
handy. 

I, the mildest-mannered—hnm l—hero that ever— -well, weU, I 

Admit I ne’er fancied that I should be found casus belli. 

She comes I Her departure black Pluto would gladly forbid, I see. 

Pooh I my good fellow, you haven’t much hold on Euhydice. 

* “ Though you had hound her with Styx nine times round her,” 
—you try to — 

My arms, at the very first thrum of the harp^he will fiy to. 

Bury dice- Ulster. Loesn’t old Pluto look black ? How he ’s gnawing 
his knuckles ! 

And how my dear middle-aged Orpheus thrums, poses, and 
chuckles ! 

He ’s an Apollo precisely. But after aE Hades 

Is sombre and ^ly, and not quite the quarters for Ladies. 

I don’t like its Furies, I, don’t like the looks of its low range 

Of river-lapped fiats, and though Phlegethon’s floods are bright 
Orange, 

And I, as an Orange Girl, might he supposed to admire them, ^ 

I donH ; and these maxl-hlooks so chafe my poor feet and so tire 
them. 

That really I thinks to avoid any chance metamorphie, 

I ’n follow the mnsio my funny old man fancies Orphic. 

Ha ! ha ! He considers I ’m ravished, and hastens to play again. 

I hope, when he’s drawn me, he won’t go and throw me away 
again^ 

As though I were really an Orange ! 

Orpheus-Northcote (exultantly). Ah! Pluto looks black again. 

Eurydice’s safe I 

Elute-EarneU (viciously). You old noodle I she ’s bound to come 
hack again I \.Left Talleau-ising. 
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SCIENCE AND SUBSIDIES. 

{A Hint for a Heir Departuref) 

To THE Editor oe Punch. 

Address — The Bearer will wait for an Answer » 

Sir, — Kt a time like the present, Ts^lien we should aU make sacrifices 
in the cause of knowledge, I feel that I have only to appeal to your 
weU-known patriotism, philanthropy, and, I may even add, gene- 
rosity, to obtain a satisfactory response. Jfo doubt my name wSl be 
familiar to you. For many years I have given my best attention to 
schemes invariably calculated to do good to some of the Public. If 
that Public has been small — ^if it nas been represented by a unit 
rather than a thousand — that is more the misfortune of the execution 
rather than the fault of the originator. The “ Children’s Bank ” 

I certainly but indirectly benefited the infants, and the “Widows’ 

I Little Fund ” was not immediately appreciated by those in whose 
I name it was established. If neither childhood nor widowhood 
j received pecuniaiy advantage, still our “boys and girls” were 
mulcted of money which, no doubt, would have been expended in 
; health -destroying sweetstuff, and our “bereaved ones” were 
encouraged by finding themselves more than ever dependent upon 
their own exertions to seek new protectors and marry again. Both 
classes had the further satisfaction of knowing tiiat I myself had 
personally lost nothing by^ my exertions—that, on the contrary, I 
had feathered that nest which should have been, and no doubt was, 
the object of their heftiest good wishes. So much for the past. 
F’ow for the future. Fired, by the suggestions of Professor Eighard- 
SON and some of the scientists who took part in the recent proceedings 
of the British Association, I have determined to devote the ample 
leisure I have at my command to the advancement of science. From 
my earliest days the deep has had a great attraction for me, and 
there have been but few of my ventures which have not, in one way 
or another, merited the epithet of “fishy.” Thus it is natural that 
I should have searched the ocean for its secrets. In a word, I have 
secured a Whale, and am anxious to find means of exhibiting it to a 
learned commimity, always on the alert to add to the general know- 
ledge which will be the heritage of the countless generations that are 
to come after us. ^ 

As I am nothmg if not truthful, I will briefily relate how the 
monster came into my possession. Accompanied by Professor 
William Jones, whose many degrees (obtained in some of the most 
famous of the American Universities) have made his name ‘ ‘ as familiar 
in our mouths as household words,” I chartered a steam-yacht. We 
started from Gravesend, and, passing Blaekwall, Herne Bay,^ Mar- 
gate,^ and many other interesting places, soon found ourselves in the 
Arctic Begions.^ It was in this lonely spot, frequented only by the 
fleet of the Chinese Penny Steamboat Company, that we found the 
objects of our search. The vessel was too small to carry the whales, 
so we called artifice to our aid. The creatures are most intelligent, 
and yet, in spite of this trait in their character, are extremely fond 
of peppermint drops. Knowing their peculiarities, my friend the 
Professor had supplied himself with several ounces of the strongly- 
scented lozenge in question, with a view to luring them (the whSes, 
not the drops) towards him. The huge creatures succumbed imme- 
diately to the snare. The Professor threw a peppermint drop into the 
ioeberg-beari^ ocean, and immediately a shoal of whales rushed 
towards it. Having thus secured their attention, we got up full 
steam and made for the Kore. 

It was an imposing, a very imposing sight to witness the great 
creatures, as they foflowed our yacht, snapping at the highly per- 
fumed sweet-stuff, as Mr. Jones emptied his pockets for their benefit. 
I append a sketch of the journey home. It will be recognised at a 



to be forgotten. Ail went well until we reached Southend, when, to 
our great annoyance, our stock of lozenges became exhausted at the 
very moment when the whales were jibbing at the pier. The Pro- 
fessor imme^ately recogmsed the peculiarity of their conduct, 
explaining that their obstinacy was caused by astonishment — ^that 
no doubt the whales had seen nothing like the pier at theKorth Pole, 
and were consequently puzzled, if not alarmed. 

It would be wearisome to relate how our finny followers were 
brought ashore, and finally sent to London by the Parcels Post : but 
it is my duty to declare that, through some mismanagement or mis- 
understanding, only one "Whale reached Town in safety, ^^en the 
huge receptacle of the whales was opened in the presence of the 
brightest ornaments of the scientific world, but a solitary inmate 
was discovered. Having m^ pencil at hand, or rather in hand, I 
hurriedly sketched the situation. 

“ Gentlemen,” I said, “ the others must have been lost in the ” 

here I restrained myself to shield Mr. Fawcett’s employes, and 
added, “ in the sea, in the sea ! ” 




H A Journey through Whales. 

] glance by a true votary of Science as a most interesting addition to 
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Bather Fishy. 

And now, to be practical, I am in treaty with the Boyal Society 
to exhibit at sixpence a head this very interesting specimen of the 
Common or (as it is rather small) I should say, Uncommon "Whale. 
But the members of the B. S. are very dilatoy, and my funds are 
exhausted. Under these circumstances may T oeg you to advance 
me, at your very earliest convenience, a couple of thousand pounds. 
Ko doubtj on application, the Authorities of the Fisheries (on the 
matter bemg explained to them) would refund the money, Need I 
say more ? I think not. Yours most sincerely, 

{Signed) Jeremiah Llddler. 

P.S. — Should it not be qnite convenient to you to famish so con- 
siderable an amount, I would be equally satisfied with the ridiculous 
sum of three and sevenpence halfpenny. 


Sir, Mr. Llddler, 


^Enclosure, 


I KNOWS yer, and you knows me. If yer doesn’t let me ave 
them two arferowns as yer promised for that there porpoise I got for 
you at Broadstairs, I will exspoge yer I My pal Tom Smith as writ 
this ere down for me. I will exspoge yer as sure as my name ’s 

{Signed) Bill Jones. 

JHis X mark, 

[The euclosiu'e found in our “ Scientific ” Correspondent’s letter was appa- 
rently forwarded to us by mistake. Mr. Diddlee’s messenger (a low- class 
crossmg-sweeper) was requested to tell his employer to call in person for the 
MS. fi he does, the Office-Boy has received insti-nctions to return the packet 
and to give the visitor “.something for himself.” — ^E d.] 


A Precocious GENius.“See the Graphic for October 6th 

“ Sir Bichard Temple, who was bom in 1878, has held various high 
offices in India. He has been Financial Member of the Government of India, 
Deputy-Governor of Bengal, and Governor of Bombay, In 1880 he unsne- 
cessfufly contested East Worcestershire in the Conservative interest.” 

Perhaps Ms extreme youthfulness in 1880 might have militated 
against his success. But when one of the burning questions of the 
day is what to do with “ Our Boys,” it is encouraging to find 
Sir Bxchard Temple, bom in 1878,^ admirably filihig the distin- 
guished office of President of the Social Science Congress in 1883 ; 
mat is, at the ripe age of five. What a glorious future is in store for 
him ! _ . , _ 


' contemporary investigation. The whales, the sMps, the ocean, the Wmr China mkjht sat to France. — “ Heads, I win ; (Pig-) 
peppermint drops, made togeth^ a tableau once seen never likely Tails, yon lose I ” 
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A DISMAL DILEMMA. 

Am— “ Gin a hody ,^'^ 

L? a body tax a body, 

Straining mind too high, 

And a body wreck his body, 
Won’t a body die ? 

Ah ! the prospect of the saddest, 
For the more we try 
Mental forage, we encourage 
De-ge-ne-ra-cy I 

If this body, learned body, 

Should be Ahbutt right, 

This sage body everybody 
Must affect with fright. 

Back to barbarism let us^ 
Straightway quickly hie, 

Since forwardpaces meantheraee’s 
De-ge-ne-ra-cy I 


Mes. Eamsbotha:!! is a pro- 
ficient in French. She never loses 
an opportunity either of importing 
a French phrase, more or less cor- 
rect, into her conversation, or of 
interrupting her Niece when in the 
course of her reading aloud she 
comes across a sentence in French, 
to explain it, or at least to show 
that she understands it. Last 
week LiLViNiA. was reading the 
article in the Times on the Navy, 
in which occurred the following 
passage : — “A French Deputy 
lately declared in the Assembly 
that the apparent progress of the 
French had been made backwards 
— ‘ on a fait machine en arriireJ ” 
“ Ah 1 exclaimed Mrs. Ramsbo- 
t ttaw , “I’m glad of that. That’s 
a sly hit at * dress improvers.’ I 
never liked them myself.” 


Pboposed New Lock on the 
Thames. Good! Then we must 
have a new Q,uay somewhere. 
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PLUSH AND PRIYILIDJE. j 
Reverent Me. Punch, i 

Onna’d Saw,— 

Happeeipo of the Rite of W earin 
a Cockaid there as been so menny 
leters in the times about, alow me 
to pint out a Sagestion wioh 
eweryboddy ave most extrornilary 
ovalookt. I considda my Self in 
the persition of a ex-attachay to 
a omcaw in the Harmy, in oos 
Servis I was tiU the Capting’s 
Ridgement was orda’d Abroad. I 
ham now in a simila domestic 
Capasity to a Retired Grosa of 
the Clas i’ve erd superia Cum- 
pany call the noovo reach. Now, 
Saw, wunce a Capting, like my 
late Mawsta, allways a Capting. 
If like Mawsta like Man, then 
wunce a Capting’s Man allways a 
Capting’s Man. Has sutch in 
cawse I ad a rite to Wear a Cock- 
aid, and therefaw I shood say ave 
now a equal Rite to the same dis- 
tangay adawnment. I ausk for 
Infamation i£ such is the Case, 
weather or no, and if reseavin no 
Ansa shall conclood that Silence 
gives concent to the respeckful 
queery of your Most Obegiant &c., 
John Cal’vtes. 

P.S.— Mr. Sugars will be De- 
lited to had a Cockaid to my 
Uniform if Peeple don’t larf at im. 




Lansdowne ’s gone to Canada ; 

Him for Lorne we barter ; 
And our wise well-manner’d Ar- 
-GYLL has got the Garter. 

Milliner’s Maxim. — A had 
Workwoman quarrels with her 
tulle, 

“He was a man^ said Mrs. 
Ramsbotham, “of Herculaneum 
strength.” 


COMMON SENSE AND LICENCE. 

Where Lusby’s Music HaH, managed hy a Mr. Crowder, may be 
we haven’t the smallest idea. We know nothing more about it uhan 
what we gathered from the full report of Licensing Day’s Proceedings, 
riven in the Times of last Saturday ; hut we are delighted to see 
that the Middlesex Magistrates, acting, on this occasion, in accord- 
ance with the weight of evidence and the dictates of common sense, 
renewed Mr. Crowder’s (of Lusby’s) licence hy a “vast majority.” 
Because a Mister Charbington chooses to be a virtuous Blue Rib- 
bonman, “Hot Gospeller,” and Tract-distributor, are there to be no 
more Cakes and Ale and Comic Songs at Lusby’s ? The majority of 
the Mid^esex M^strates have shown themselves opposed to bigotry 
as irrational as it is uncharitable, and in favour of amusement | 
within reasonable limits. We trust that Mr. Crowder’s establish- 
ment will he crowded nightly, and that Mr. Charbington may he 
there to assist in the harmony at Lushby’s,— we mean Lusby’s. 

^ Also the Middlesex Magistrates decided well in renewing the 
I licence for Mr. Puretss’s R(wal (College of) Mnsic-Hall, therein fol- 
lowing their Chairman Mr. Pownall’s sensible advice, who himself 
spoke to the respectahilitt of ihe entertainment. 

The people who object to such a song as “ Tidings of Comfort and 
Joy^^ as “ injxuious to religion,” must have a queer idea of the sort 
of religion "^^ch could suffer any injury feom a song sung by a 


from a song sung by a 


renuerea so tamiuax to us all by Fhiz s pictures. Uver-enthusiastic 
Salvation-Army soldiers, very moody Mooay-and-Sankeyites, and such 
like, may recogiise in the form of Stiggins some satire on their own 
proceedings. But if they are wise, they would take the hint, and 
leicscm. 

_“How Hot ee has been— Abroad.”— Beading from 
Bort-^u^Brince . — Hayti in the Shade.” 


I AS CLEAR AS (EASTEND-ON-) MUD. 

The Sonthend Local Board of Health, a few days ago, “ consi- 
dered” a letter that had been written to them from a gentleman 
dating from Maidenhead, who apparently had discovered that the 
“ chief port at the mouth of the T^woies in futuro ’’ was uncommonly 
like a place described in these columns under the title of “ Eastend- 
on-Mud.” The Chairman, [Mr. Brighten, who very ^propriately 
took a rather cheerful view of the suhjecL observed, “ lain sure we 
laughed heartily at it.” But a Mr. Gossett apparently found 
it oifiBlcult to discover an answer to the question, “ Who reads 
Bunch f ” Well, we will try and find a solution to the conuntem. 
We will tell our querist that all sensible people do who read, and 
perhaps Mr. Gossett may be able to do so — ^in time. Evidently he 
doesn’t at present, or his manners would he better. Bunch emolM 
mores, nec sinit esseferos. 

General Thtbaudin, their “ only General”— at least the only one 
who could be found to deal in a communistic, or rough and red-dy 
fashion, with the Orleans Princes, and whose title to respect was his 
having broken hisjparo^c d^honneur given to the Germans, has been 
compiled, hj M. Ferry’s determination, to resign. Who is to go 
next. The President ? Probably ; in which case he and the trucu- 
lent Thtbaudin will become two Red Heroes. What is on the hill 
of fare to follow ? Another hash, and the French, not stewed m “toeir 
ownyw 5 , will he done brown in their own GrIevy. This will he a 
dish to set before a King ! And all because of the wretched 
Parisian Geese hissing at their Guest on Michaelmas Day ! 


Science and Faceh. — ^In comparison with belief in the direct 
origin of the human species, to believe in the evolution of Man and 
Woman from a sort of sea-slugs through a race of apes, wouldn’t it 
require, if no faith whatever, at least viry much credulity ? 







ANOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

From Oban to Tobermory . — Eeautifiil sail. Arrive here earlier 
tlian “we' had expected : we did tMs also at Oban. Tortunate, as 
scarcely are we in than a hurricane commences outside in the 
Atlantic. The Atlantic is scarcely two steps round the comer. 

Bain downponriag in buckets. Next day much the same, with 
lucid intervals of sun. Walk on shore in morning, ditto in after- 
noon. Haven’t done so much walking for a long time as I have 
within the last few days since I came out sailing. We walked at 
Lame, we walked at Oban, we walk here. The Waterfalls axe in 
Mr. Alexamer’s private grounds — ^from the extent of his property 
I should call him Aiexaedee the G-beat — and there is no cnarge 
for admission as there is at some places where they’ve only got a 
two-penny waterfall to show for sixpence. Cbayiey, with his glass 
firmly screwed in his eye, and his head more on one side than 
ever, examines the grand Waterfall critically, as though to detect 
some flaw in it. Melleyiele regards it judicially, as if, with a 
perfectly unbiassed mind, he were ready to hear both sides of any 
question that may arise respecting the merits of the fall. (This 
sounds theological.) I — such is the philosophic attitude of my mind 
towards it — ^somehow seem to have seen it all before, and, not being 
overpowered by it, begin, after a few seconds, to discover faces in 
stones, and forms, more or less grotesque, in everything. Chatley, 
having gradually given up criticism, is now lost in admiration. 

And, like Niagara, 

Pinds it a staggerer,” 

says Eilltch, favouring us with an impromptu, for which he is 
instantly reproved by Ceayley, who tells him that “really he 
(Eillick) has no sort of reverence for the beauties of Nature.” 

“ It ’s nothing extraordinary,” retorts Ejollick. “I’ve seen better 
in Wales ” 

“Never I ” returns Ceayley, warmly- “ This is distinctively ScotcL 
You ’ll seldom see anytbii^ like it in Wales, and wetter in the South 
of England.” 

“ Not in the South 1 ” exclaims Eillick, as if he were aghast at 
what might be a daring imputation on his native place, which it 


isn’t, and I very much doubt whether he has ever been there. 
I “ Why^ in Devonshire and Cornwall the Waterfalls are magnificent, 

' and twice as fine as this.” 

This is flatly contradicted by Ceayley. If they were alone, I 
fancy it would end in a Sensation Scene, which could be thus 
described in the bill : — “ The Howling Cataract — ^View of the Devil’s 
Bridge — ^Moonlight — ^Elllick meets Ceayley — ^The Assertion ! — The 
Contradiction! !— The Altercation ! I !— Feaeeul Stextggle II! !— 
Awful Fate of the Yiotnn— (either Eillich or Ceayley)— FHght of 
the Assassin— The Brand of Cain ! ! ! I ” &c. 

As it is, however, this melodramatic termination to a pleasant 
outing does not come off, as Melleville interferes in his gentlest 
and most soothmg tones. It is (reporting it legally) Killich v. 
Crayhy, Melhmlle intervening. I am watching the case in the 
interests of the general public. 

“ There are,” observes Melleville in a mai^al-reference sort 
of ’^manner, hut speaking as an authority, — “ There are some flne 
Waterfalls in Devonshire and Cornwall, not unlike this, hut perhaps 
there are finer in the North of England, and we ’’—(this brings us 
all into it) — “must remember we are seeing this on an exceptional 
day, adber a very heavy rain, and, indeed, while it is stOl r ain i n g. I 
tbmk we’d better get on.” Both parties are silent before this 
timely rebuke. It reminds me of the efleet of one of Mr, Barlow^ s 


we should soon he under shelter, hut for the irrepressible impulse | 
which seizes upon every one oi us to throw something into the 
torrent (we are now standing at the highest point of the fall) merely 
to see what becomes of it. If nothing else were obtainable, I believe 
we should recklessly throw in our sticks and umbrellas,^ and even 
our coats and hats, then langh at them, and cheer idiotically. ^ It 
strikes me (philosophically and reflectively) that on occasions like 
the present the savage nature of man has a fierce but momentary 
struggle with his civilisation, and that if the savage nature once 
got the upper hand, the result might take the form of the dreadful 
practical joke of pushing the man nearest to the Waterfall suddenly 
over, not exactly to procure his untimely end, hut simply to 
take bim hy surprise, to see how he liked it, and what the torrent 
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MORE BLOODLESS SPORT. 

Hullo, Bagstee I What ’s the matter here, eh ? ” 

"PTell, my Lord, it *s this way. The Childer they ’ve brought up the Pheasants by hand, and they ’re that dis- 
tressed ABOUT THE ShOOTIN’, THAT MY MiSSUS SHE ’VB BROUGHT HER BEST ChANEY TeA SeT, WHICH SHE ’LL LET TOMMY HERE 
chuce: ’em up for your Honours to Shoot at, if so be that ’ll do instead of the Birds ! ” 


would do with. him. I can perfectly imaprine the Untutored' Savage for relating them. Lomlace is a' tremendous cad and snob. He’is, 
trying this sort of thing on another untutored Sayage not be- thank goodness, as impossible a creature as one of Ouida’s burlesque 
longing to a hostile tribe, but one of his own set, with whom he heroes. Boswell’s Me with Dr. Johnson in reqni- 

might really be on such friendly terms as would warrant him sition.'^ Just the same sort of weather — continuous rain and wind a 
in taking an occasional liber^. The Untutored Savage has,2'of hundred :^ears ago in these parts. Another instance of History 
course, a sense of humour ; and if he is in the full enjoyment of the repeating itself. 

highest possible animal spirits, what shape would his practical joke Locked up together in a yacht, we expend our temper— though 
take except one involving some sort of cruelty ? The butter-slide, the there isn’t much of it among us — on Dr. Johnson and Boswell. 
treatment of a hahy, and the red-hot poker in a pantomime, come into Craylet says ‘‘ he really doesn’t see that Johnson said such very 
the Untutored Savage Practioal Joke Category. (iVb^e. — ^Eeserve this clever things.” I observe that he did “ sometimes.” Kixlick asks, 
subject for Philosophical Treatise ; pampHet form ; sixpence.) When, he should like to know.” I try to remember an instance oi 

Still at Tobermory , — ^We are here to-day, and not gone to-morrow, a very clever saying of the Doctor’s, which will settle the point in 
We havehuoyed one another up with the cheeriest hopes as to being dispute at once, but I can only tbink of—** Sir,” said Dr. Johnson, 
able to sail to-morrow. Melleyillb, as an experienced yachts- “let us walk down Fleet Street” — ^which he couldn’t have been 
man, has pointed out to us that when there are biggish waves in the always saying, at all events not in Scotland, 
hay, the wind ds expending itself, and that probably there ’U he a * * * * * * 

comparatively calm sea, with the wind directly in our favour, all On quietly, with a view to future discussion, searching the Tour 
ready for us to-morrow morning, as if it had been carefully ordered of the JECebrides^ I find tbat, d pro^s of such weather as we are now 
overnight. T^e fi^ at mtervals.^ ^ having, Dr. Johnson did reply to Boswell, who had been complain- 

Nbte.^ — There is all the difierence between “fishing” and ingofit — “ Sir, we have no one to blame but ourselves for starting 
“ catching.” The men at the bows, when they let down their lines, to go from island to island under the impression that wherever we 
“ catch,” hut we at the stem only fish.” ^ ^ ^ 'vvere it must be summer.” 

Wind worse than ever in the night; rain also. Outside, ue., And in spite of any protestations I might at different times have 
round^the comer in the Atlantic, it is now “ blowing a gale ” — so the made to the contrary, either out of compassion for my host’s evident 
Captaih says, and so also is the opinion of the Pilot. It must he, as annoyance, or to show with what philosophic equanimity all varia- 
even in Tobermory Bay we are rocking as if we were in a roughish tions of temperature and weather can be endured, I must say that I 
sea. Ho chance of getting away. Books, the day before yesterday’s certainly held Dr. Johhson’s conviction implicitly, if not explicitly, 
papers, the piano, and wnting materials, are. in requisition. We write orT should uever have been where I now am, z. c., on hoard, in 
telegrams and letters, and then wait to see when there is a chance harbour Ttithin easy sight but difficult reach of land, being rocked to 
of taking them to shore ourselves. About this time we try to think of aud fro with a motion which is conducive neither to reading, writing, 

[ sny x>eTSon to whom we owe a letter, or a list of persons to whom we nor thinking, while the wind is blowing great gun^ the rain abso- 
haven’t written for years, and who have almost cut us on account of lutely cascading, and the vessel’s timbers are literally shivering and 
our apparent neglect. How is the moment to make up for lost time, creaking and cracking like old furniture in a bedroom in the small 
Blessings on the clan McIntosh I We are waterproofed from head hours of the night, 
tofoot, and get a little ex^cise on deck* ^ Our host is quite distressed. He feels iuclined to apologise to his 

Blessings on the proprietors, editors, and contributors to The guests for the inclemency of the weather. Still, I would far rather 
Scotmnan, We cm get no London papers here except those of the Be here than in one of those isolated whitewashed cottages on one of 
yesterday L But is brought on the evening the deserted-looking islands which we have passed en route. At all 

ot tee day of its publication, by steamer, here at 5 p.M:.---(but ordi- events, we have society, provisions, food, warm clothing, excellent 
naruy nati-an-hour or so late ; no matter, blessings on the steamer drinks, are well furnished y?ith cigars, tobacco, and pipes, have 
d^)~and IS equal to three Lond(m newspaper rolled into one. plenty of books, writing materials, sofas, rugs and wraps, games, 
Herein we read last night s debate — (l^t night s !). cards, piano, and a sufficient supply of music. 

i T continuing. In the night other vessels have We actually -ar^ getting out our JBradshatos^ our Murrety^t odr, 
lagged teear abhors. . We ^e swaying asS at Wind roaring Scotch Railway Uuiaes,, with pencil and paper, to see what is the 
'^^^r^; roTind ;;tM corner,’ Hke Chevy .Slyme in Martin best and shortest way back again to London! ^ . 

^ WmMaistf and imitating, me sound of several steamers all working 

th^ ’engmes simultaheously. Yesterday’s paper finished. lam 

worfeng kt Clartmi Harlowe, What a tediously told story, Mrs. Ramsbotham with a Cold. — “ 1. always like a man to. utter 
and now utterly improbahle are the incidents and the method adoirt^ his political and moral sediments bcddly.” ' ' 


1^* TO CORBRSPOiNBEIirTS. — ^In no case can Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Qy Drawings, 'be returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Cover. Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 


to foot, and get a little exercise on deck* 

Blessmgs on the proprietors, editors, and contributors to The 
Scotsman, We can get no London papers here except those of the 
day before yesterday;. 'bxit The .Scotmmn is brought on the evening 
of tee day of its publication, by steamer, here at 5 p.m. — (but ordi- 
narily ,half-an-hour or so late ; no matter, blessings on the steamer 
also)~and is equal to three London newspapers rolled into one. 
Haneitt we^read las^iiight’s debate — (last night’s !). 

J /Wind and rain continuing. In the night other vessels have 
icteagged their anchors. . We are swaying as if at sea. Wind roaring 
round ;;thfi comer,” like Mr, Chevy fSlyme in Martin 
^ (Mwssde^^ and iimtati^,the sound of several steamers all working 
th^ ’engines timultaheously. Yesterday’s paper finished. I am 
wOrHng hard’ kt Clarissa Harlowe, What a tediously told story, 
and how utterly improbable are the incidents and the method adopted 
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ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 

Lav3yeT» ** I couxdk’t get the Deeds eeadt, so, as Beown wanted the 
Money, I adyanced him Fiye Htjndeed Pounds on his I.O.D. He ’ll 

EXECUTE ASSIGNMENT WHEN HEADY. It WILL BE ALL EIGHT.” 


A LAY OP THE LAW. 

[The Incorporated Law Society has just held a very successful 
meeting at Bath.] 

SoLiciTOES met dowu at Bath, the Demurrer 
Was there, Affidavits as fair as could be, 

The merry Cognovits and gay Writs in Error, 

Were found to be chatting of Pelo-de-Se ; 

They talked of Commissions, of Bails, of Acquittals, 
Justice Day also said what he felt as a Judge, 

And thought very likely that many ac<iuittals 
And speeches deserved Jfr. BurcheWs word “Pudge.” 

There came Surrebutter, and eke the Demises, 

The Feoffees waltzed with the Tenants in Tail ; 

Men spoke of the Sessions, and also Assizes, 

To make malefactors turn terribly pale. 

Pteplevin was there, with Escheats and Surrenders, 
Ejectments, and Rolls in Exchequer of Pleas, 

With Habeas Corpus, with Emblements, Tenders — 

Oh, who would not revel in pleasures like these ! 

The Mortgage was there, and the Certiorari, 

With three months’ imprisonments, others for life, 

And Breaches of Promise, where Thomas and Mahy 
Declined, amid laughter, to be man and wife. 

The Lawyers wrangled of I’laiat and Defendant, 

Of fierce Interpleadings and Ec^uity “jaw,” 

And thought without doubt that all people dependent 
On Justice, had better keep clear of the Law ! 


“ The Admieation AHMT.”-~This new body, consist- 
ing of selected Regments from various tributary Mutual- 
Admiration Societies, will be soKdly compacted on the 
return of Mr. Henby Ieying, Greneralissimo of the Forces, 
and Miss Ellen Tehhy, Yimndiere^ from America. Lord 
CoLEHTBGE, Lord WoLSEiET, Sir Fbedehick Leighton, 
Canon Pahrah, Sir Staefobd Hohthcote, and Miss Booth 
will probably be offered places in the Orchestra, when 
they; will join in “ Sound the Loud Trumpets.^^ Editors, 
Critics, and Reporters will hold honorary rank. A few 
carefully-selected Dramatic Authors (limited probably to 
one) will be invited to assist. 


Northern, Farmer, 
E.O.L !” 


^ All eight ? It ’s all wrong ! I.O.IT. nowght ! It ’s but fortunate! 


“It was nearly fatal, my dear,” said Mrs. Rams- 
BOTHAM. “ The poor man swallowed poison by mistake, 


but fortunately the Doctor came in time, gav< 
powerful anecdote, and he got all right again.” 


e him a 


ARTICLES DE PARIS, 

It is a capital idea, that occasional column one sees in the daily 
papers headed “ Gruide to Yisitors to Paris,” and furmshing the 
unsophisticated Briton, as it professes to do, with a “ list of some 
first-class Souses, Sotels, and Establishments ” where he can, with 
confidence, respectively refresh and renew the inner and the outer 
man ; still it is possible to have too much of, or, rather, make too 
much of even a good idea. For instance, it is all right enough to 
send M. John Bull, when decoyed from Son Isle by that attractive 
form of a little social hreak-out, the desire for a “ few days in Paris,” 
either to the Hotel Continental for his board and lodging, or to the 
“ Grand Magazine du Frintemps/* for Madame John’s latest Paris 
“ Confections ; ” hut there are some things submitted to Ms insular 
notice that scarcely come witMn the category of “ necessaires de 
myagefi Take the following ; — 

“IITIRRORS and FRAMES. Artistic. — LEYEHS, Manufacturer, 
Lix 9, Rue de PEcheUe. First-class assortment. Ho dbrawings sent. 

Here is a distinct ^peal to him to purchase off-hand a large look- 
ing-glass, a piece of goods that must prove, by the way, MgMy 
embarrassing in anything like a rough Channel passage ; while, ; 
again, this simple hut wholesale domestic allusion— 

B IBER0H"R0BERT, Does not'erhaust the children. Manufactory, 
Place Danmesnil. Export. 

s alinost glocany in its suggestion of perpetual home cares. 

Take, too, the subjoineoL rather disquieting medical reminders 

A LOOOL de MEHTHE of RICQLES, superior for all stomach, head, 
heart, and nerve diseases, &c. Forty-three years’ success. Eight 

golden medals, 25 rewards. — 41rRne Richer. 

T>URIFIER of the BLOOD, Ringworm. 36, Rue Yivienne. 


IJIRUSSMAKER.-HEHRI BOKDETTI, 48, Rue Yivienne, 

It may he fairly assumed that the blithesome traveller who cannot 
get along without indulgiag in an outlay for one or more of these 
useful hut significantly penitential adjuncts to a holiday excursion, 
had far better have never come abroad at all. 

But it becomes clear from the nature of some of the Advertisements 
that the proclivities of the British tourist are often regarded as 
verging on the eccentric. Here are two selected at random : — 

jgROQTJET, Pumps, 121, Rue OberkampL 

M achines for tile and brick mahtffagtory.— boijlet, 

LACROIX, et Che., 28* Rue des Ecluses St. Martin. Catalogues sent. 

Why an. Englishman who has innocently been doing the 
Louver ” should suddenly wish to purchase a pump or “ the ma- 
chinery for a brick and tile manufactory,” unless it be supposed that 
having a tile of Ms own off, he might possibly desire to supply, the 
place of the latter, and then put himself under the former, it is 
difficult to conceive. 

Summing up the list, however, it is pleasing* to note the followmg 
concluding compliment to the cosmopolitan character of British 
Mste : — 

J ARDIN ZOOLOGIQHE d’ACCLIMATATIOH au BOIS de BOTJ- 
LOGHE. — Open every day. live animals on sale. Catalogues for- 
warded. 

That after a few days in Paris, M. John Bull should be en route 
pour Son Isle witii a van-load or two of furniture, materials for con- 
structing a Water- Work Company and a second-hand Wild , Beast 
Show, Catalogue and all, evidently strikes the careful compiler of 
the “ Guide to Yisitors to Paris” as “ 0 yes— alright ! ” 
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THE MILLIONNAIEE OH THE MOOES. 

My ’art ’s in tlie ’Ighlands, my ’art it ain’t ’ere, 

My ’art ’s in the ’Ighlands, along of the deer ; 

Along of the wild deer, the buck and the doe : 

My ’art ’s in the ’Ighlands, I ’d ’ave you to know. 

I bought bare estates up of lairds proud and poor, 

As they ’adn’t the money to live on a moor, 

How like any Duke I my deer-forest keep, 

A-n d grouse-shootins also — don’t care much for sheep. 

I now and agin leave my ware’ouse be’ind, 
do Horth for refreshment of ’ealth and of mind, 
"Where solitude reigns on the ’eath aU around, 

On the ’ole of my propputty I don’t ’ear a sound. 

There ’s no eagles now in''the mountains to scream, 
And as for the gos’awk, ’is whistle ’s a dream. 

There ’s never no falcons a dyin’ about. 

Shot down by the keepers to them I bought out. 

Poor beggars, and therefore you ’E own they was free, 
Theirselves, irom romance, quite as much so as me, 
In Town whilst attendin’ to bisnis, although 
My ’art ’s in the ’Ighlands wherever I go. 


‘‘HAYDH’S DICTIOHAEY OF DATES.” 

SiE,— Last Monday there was a Concert whereat 
Abbe Feanz Lizst’s compositions were performed. 
The"” Abbe is, I believe, alive and weE ; but on referring 
to Haydn’s Dictionary of Dates (for 1870) I find this 
entry : — 

“ Liszt, Franz, Hungarian Abbe and Pianist. Bom, 22 
Oct. 1811 ; died, Oct. 1868.»’ 

Haydn’s Comi^Eer ought to have known, of course, 
speciaEy as in tms very year 1870 Abbe Feanz Lizst was 
granted ‘ ‘ by Government ” a pension of five or six hundred 
a year for life. Artful Government this, if Haydn’s Dic- 
tionary of Dates (1870) is right ; and the great Pianist 
and Composer had died (without communicating the fact 
to anybody exc ept the com^Eer of this work) bast two 
years before, v^y, this is quite a Ettle “Haydn’s 
Surprise I ” Yours, A. Sttak?. 

[To “A, Shaep.” — Hadn’t you better buy a new 
I Diotiona/ryf Eh ? In that old edition for 1870 tliey_were 


%A/LJAT ’ IM A Kl A Ail CT O LJ-U OJOLAJCtr. xjuaujuu u jrvu. wouucj. wm.v ** 

WHAT ’S IN A NAME? I^tionary ? Eli ? In that old edition for 18T0 they -were 

■ “ What a peethuth hoothbnth it ith ! Jutht beoaitth ma Thiename hillin g ’em all off, so as to start afresh next year. ^En.] 

HAPPENTH TO BE AbRAMTH, AND MA PARENTS OHRITHENED ME MOTHETH, - ■ . 

LOTTH o’ People THEEM to thuthpbot I mutht be o’ Hebrew eothtbaothion ? m. a nr tcv 

Whereath a thwear a haven’t got a thingle drop o’ Hebrew blood in Speculation at Hawakden. — The G. 0. M. hearing 


ALL MA VEINTH, THELPME I ' 


down Grand Trunks.” 


THE ALL-AT-SEA SEEPENT. 

{Stray Leaf from a Bee;p Sea Diary,) 

* « 

Aeeaid I ’m too late for that * ‘ Fisheries ” concern. StiH, I ’ll have 
a shy. “ Giant Octopus, I know,” says a distant relative of his, “ has 
just got a medal.” Too had to leave me out of it, and I ’m so fond of 
coloured lights, music, and chj^p fish-dinners. Will make inquiries. 

Heard this morning from a friendly Whale, who is always picking 
up the latest reliable gossip under the keels of the American liners, 
that the Fisheries concern was nearly over. Said, though, that if I 
wanted to go ashore, there was still money to he made by “ starring.” 
Suggested Aqnarium as best place to begin. If you’re a success, 
wu fre put on posters, go round provinces, then cross to the States. 
They all do it. Jumbo did it. Coleridge is at it. Irving ’s doing 
it now. If I had oiriy known that, would have turned up in the ! 
middle of the Atlantic, had a good look at him, and got out of him 
all about terms. However, here goes for the shore for a little busi- 
ness on my own accoxint. 

TJgh ! Here I am— close in. Horridly warm and shrimpy. Don’t 
ilike this shallow fresh water touofoolery after eight and tharty thou- 
sand fathoms of the real deep briny. Sever mind, business is busi- 
ness, Can’t see a soul on shore, though. Better show a hit, 

* ' * * « 

; ^ GivesLa aambol or two on the surface, and displayed to ’em about 
e^hty ysims cn so of me at a timo— (afraid to show more for fear of 


frightening ’em) — and finished with a playful splash of my tail, that 
must have been seen easily from five counties. Thought so. ^ duite 
successful. Brought out a Yioar with a telescope. Ask him if he ’s 
Farini. S^s “ Ho,” but tbat he ’ll “ write to the TimesP Goes m 
aud gets under the table. Bah ! He ’s no good ! I wonder which is 
the way to Westminster Bridge. 

I ^ * * 

\ Bless me, what a job I ’ve had to get here ! And the Thames 
I water— ugh !— but, never mind ! Have seen Farini, after dark; off 
I Lambeth Pier. Told him I had nearly carried away Waterloo Bridge 
^ coming through, and as I ’m speaking reach as far as Frith, and am 
at this moment tickling the Pier with my tail. Says I ought to he a 
“ big thing.” Say I am. Asks me if I think I could show ’em “a 
hit of deep sea life ” in a nice comfortable tank, forty-two feet by 
six. Terms, one per cent, on gross receipts, to he put to my credit 
in any sand bank I like to name, including one-o^olock toner on 
first-class condemned BiUingsgate fish, and, in case of death, right fr 
my own skin. Sundays out. Tell him I ’ll let him know next week 
— ^take a turn up to Battersea, come down sharp, and pass the even- 
ing thinking it over^in Pegw^ Bay. ^ ^ * 

No— after turning it well over— can’t say I see it. Anyhow— not 
at present. Here! what’s this I hear? Someone written to the 
Times to say I ’m only “ a line of soot.” Pooh ! I may not be as 
black as I ’m painted, but I ’m not soot. So off to the bottom of the 
Pacific again, for a year or two, to consult a SoHoitor. 

“ I CALL such conduct niggerly ! ” whispered Mrs. EamsbothAK to 
her niece, as she SKWSiMillionnatre put sixpence in the plate at Church. 
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Cabby. “Where to, Sir?” 


BACK 

Cet&wayo, “Same 


AGAIN ! 

OLE Place. Melbury Road. 


Yah! Yah! YahI’ 


What ! am ’sprised, Massa Bttll, list to see ’im again ?— 
’Jjn ole boss Ketchewato come back. 

Yes, ’im ’ere ! Berry sorry, ^im come to complam 
Ob aem niggers down dar, wbo say ’im shan’t reign 
’Cos ’im come quite the Masber—iu black ; 

So ’im tbiulra as they ’spise ’im in togs d la mode^ 

’Ln would like to o- me back to Ole Melbury Road ! 

When ’im first com to England, ’im slide down tbe stair, 
Dance ’im war-dance in big ’OUand Park ;1 
Round ’im bead a clotb muffin of gold, too, ’im wear. 

And learn to drink rum while ’im sit on a ebair, 

As ’im sing nigger song in the dark. 

Bern dar people each side wish ’im change ’is abode, — 
But, yah, yah I ’im stOl stick to Ole Mdbury Road ! 


But be stay dar, and'iump dar— till Gladstone one day 
Say to ’im, “ Dear Brer Mgger— go back : 

’Cos for thirty-nine pounds of beefsteak ebery day, 

Im ole Government, yah ! pb I ’im no like to pay ! ” 

“ Take ’im crown, oar^ — ^Brer Rigger, and pack.” 

And den dat dar Brer Nigger, with joy ’im explode, 
Andfim stand on ’im ’ead, in Ole Melbury Road ! 

But, 0 goUy, when back dar ’im ’rives in gay trim, 

Dem Niggers say, Whom set ’im free r ” 

And as soon as ’im put on ’im crown with ’im brim. 

And jist say, “ Massa Gladstone,” dem say, ** Whom is im 
And dis Nigger, ’im get up a tree! 

So ’im wait for ’im chance, and ’im kick on ’im load. 

And so ’ere ’im come back to Ole Melbury Road ! 
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A DRIVE ON THE MOORS. 

The Eevolution oe the ’Cycles has BRouGHr many Strange Things to pass— why not This ? 


AiSrOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

{On to Loch Scavaig,) 

JEcenmg of Third Day at Tobermory . — Mellevule, our Commo- 
dore, 'says that the glass is rising, the wind abating, and that we sh^ 
sail to-morrow. Greneral excitement. The wind, ’’ he explaias, “will 
be freshish. I expect,’^ he adds, “ that Madame Creusa will jnmp a 
bit outside.” We all say, “ Oh, never mind that,” and determine 
that we are ready for all risks rather than remain inactive in 
^rbour. We are advised to * ‘ belay,” and make everything “ tant ” 
in onr cabins. Ominous, bnt exciting. Killick says he hopes he ’ll be 
all right. I join Kjllich ,* bnt somehow, though I wouldn’t on any 


nihcent. They may be bigger and grander elsewhere, but these 
will do for me. Yes, they will emphatically “do for me.” I am 
only disappointed with myself. For two hours I stand expecting 
the worst, and hoping for the best. “ To be, or not to be,” tha^ is 
the question. By twelve o’clock it is solved: it is “to be.” With 
a sudden rush to leeward— which, makes them think I am bent on 
suicide— I surrender myself, cheerfully, to the consequences. I 
comfort myseH by saying, “ It will do me good.” And I devoutly 
hope it will, as it does me awfully bad at the moment. 

Then I retire. With difficulty I reach my cabin, with difficulty I 
lie down, And then— then ! it feels as if someone were taking me 
up by the heels, and iobbing my head downwards against the pillow. 
For the remainder oi the day 1 lie here, vainly trying to sleepj and 


an rignt. i jom iumccH ,* out somenow, tnougn i wouldn't on any ± or tne remamaer oi tne aay i ne nere, vainiy trying to sieepj ana 
account remain iu harbour any longer, yet, to adapt the line from Sir sincerely wishing I could gag Ejodlick (whose getting weU so guickly 
J OHN Moore’s burial, I ‘ ‘ doubtfully think of the morrow.” I secretly resent) , whose speaking voice 1 hear every minute laughing. 


P The morrow. Wake early with headache. The Merry Young 
Steward, entering with earlv coffee, says, “ We ’re under weigh ” — 
on shore he is a young London valet, but here he is more nautical 
than any of the sailors)— so that I have slept through all the pre- 
paratory noises. “Scarcely any movement,” I observe, hopefuUy. 
“3Sfot at present, Sir,” replies the Merry Young Steward, “but 
she’U jump a bit outside.”^ I make up my mind to get up at once, 
before she does “jump a bit outside,” and complete my toilette while 
a perpendicular position is possible. I do so, as far as I can, but in a 
few minutes I am forming, with the floor of my cabin, an angle of 
seventy-five. G-etting hungrier and hungrier. I foresee my fate. 
“ Jump a bit outside ! ” 0 dear ! 

BreahfasL'-fLo my surprise I can eat a hearty breakfast, and feel 
much better, in spite of the table being one minute up to my chin, 
and the next touching my knees. In waterproofs (“ Dressed 
ac-Cording-ly,” the Commodore says, — hate jokes to-day) I struggle 
on deck. Here I manfuH y take my stand, holding on by a rope, and 
becoming more and more uncertain every q^uarter-of-an-hour. 

Ki lli ck has dis^peared, Cratley, who is a frail creature, and 
gener^y suffering firom headaches, is exceptionally well, and sits in 
a chair perfectly calm and happy, his head on one side, critically 
examining the waves (such waves f) through his eye-glass. I envy 
him. I envy M ell eville, who has a chart before him. I could no 
more examine that chart now than I could leave my rope, or take 
my gaze (I feelSt is a glassy stare) off the sea. I am becoming fcsied 
in one position, like one of Madime TussAun’s effigies. I shordd like 
a label up with]* ‘ Please don’t touch the figure.” Also, * * Don’t speak 
to the figure.” In general, I don’t want any notice taken of me. 
K i llicK) after an hour’s seclusion, comes up on deck as fresh as a 
lark— though I .dohbt whether a lark would findihimsehf so very 
fresh when a yacht is “jumping a hit outside ” in the Atlantic. 

Who said he was “ disappointed with the Atlantic ” f I thinlr it 
wa§ Mr. Oscar Wllee when he was crossing over to America. I 
^n^t care, as far as the sea- voyage goes, to he any nearer America 
than I, im’ at present ; but I certainly am not disappointed with as 
much as I have at present seen of the Atlantic. Its waves are mag- 


talJdng, asking inane questions, and preventing my going to sleep. 
If I could get at Killick, and strangle him, I might be better. But 
I can’t shout, I can’t get off my berth, and there is no bell. The 
Merry Young Steward has looked in once, has fastened the blind 
across the s^light to keep out the sun, and has not returned. At 
5*30 I hear the welcome grating of the anchor-chains, and “the 
movement in sea ” ceases. 

I prepare for dinner, by trying to part my haic and making 
mys^ look less “ glazy.” I appear as a convalescent. We ^e 
moored in Loch Scavaig, Isle of Skve, a fearfully wild spot, which 
might have been the country residence of the Three Witches iu 
Macbeth. Just the place for their meeting here to-night, now that the 
“ hurly-burly ’s done.” The guide-book writers exhaust the vocabu- 
lary of abusive admiration for Loch Scavaig, until one of them, 
unable to hit on any more appropriate simile, calls it “ The Avernus 
of the North.” 

To-morrow we are to make a ^^fadlis descensus ” on the Avernus 
“ sed revocare gradum ” — and how tired I shall be ! How tired I am ! 
Like the lover in Lover’s Irish ballad, “lam not myself at all ; ” 
though it would be difficult to say who I am. 

I can’t smoke ; my favourite drinks are abhorrent to me : my diet 
has been of the plainest. Messmates, good-night ! And so at an 
early hour I retire to my berth ; and as I undress, commune with 
myself somewhat to this effect : — “ Would I buy a yacht if I had the 
money ? Would I hire one for a couple of months’ hoHday trip ? 
Would it be the most satisfactory way of spending a vacation ? If 
fine, it is delightful— I mean if fine and fairly calm, and going before 
the breeze ; but i£ not, if blowy, if “jumping a bit,” or with a head- 
wind, or at sea quite^out of reach of land, and unable to put in any- 
where and come to; an anchor for^dinner— how would that be for 
a holiday ? Supposing, too, that all my companions were to suffer 
as I (evidently) should, why, it .would be merdy a fioatihg hospital.” 
However, before arriving at our destination, I am likely to be sorely 
tried again, and so I 'will snatch aV‘ fearM joy ” to-morrow on shore 
by “ doing ” Avernus, “ and after ” Now, bed. 

Off Avernus Loch Scavaig, Ish of Skye. — ^Meixy Young Steward 
enters cabin at 6*45. Fine morning. I am better, but omy oonva- 
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lescent. Yery cautious at breakfast, Eougliisli, wet ou deck, aud 
cold : batiing: uot enticiag, “ ou account,” the Merry Steward says, 
of tbe dog-tisb.” Tbe dog-fisb, it appears, are of the Shark family, 

— ^young Scotch or Hebridean sharks — and if you bathe, ^but,iiL 

fact, nobody does bathe where the dog-fish are. 

Ko one feels better for yesterday^s gale. 

With waterproofs on, we put ofi in gig. Ayernus looks more 
Avemus than ever as we get nearer and nearer. Not a livmg soul 
to be seen ; not a sign of habitation. The tops of the mountains are 
enveloped in mist, which is slowly rising. This part of Skye can 
only be inhabited by ghosts of departed Scotchmen who have come 
‘‘bock agen.” I should not be in the least surprised were Locke’s 
Witches' Chorus in Macbeth to be heard behind those heavy mists, 
or were we actually to come upon the Weird Sisters out for a holiday 
—a Witches’ Sabbath— picnicking around their cauldron, and rising 
to dance to a tune played by Tam O' Shanter's goblin piper ! In fact, 
nothing supernatural wotild astonish me here, I should be prepared 
for anything— except seeing Skye-terriers in Skye ! Don’t beKeye 
there are any. Should say that they had all turned into dog-fish. 

It is not easy walking. Big black boulders, sometimes enormous, 
presenting the ^pearance of bmied elephants, their backs only being 
visible, petrifiea by time and exjposure; the deyious tracks between 
the buried elephants’ backs — ^which it would be flattery to call sheep- 
walks— are composed of bits of rock, shifty san^ heather-moss, and 
peat-bog of a very deceptive character. The Sun suddenly comes 
out, and, when it does so, it comes out very strong, so that we take 
off our waterproof-coats and caps, and breathe more freely. We 
have scarcely experienced this relief for three minutes, than down 
pours the ram, and on have to go our coverings ^ain. There is no 
faith to be jplaced in the climate of Scotland. CnATi^Er, generally 
rather an mvalid, and short-sightedj skips from rock to rock, — 
like a mountain-goat with a ^ass in its eye. EnmcK is in 
the height of good-humour because everyone else — even Ceaveet 
occasionally— is more or less in difScuIties : and he has managed to 
get well in front, and then asks the others why we don’t come on ? ” 
Sun shining. Yery hot as we re-embark in me mg. 

Mcmpy Bathe before lunch. No dog-fim close to shore. 

Not deep enough for them, and they’re too deep for it. 


For once, all agree to this. Yes, just the very time ! No sooner is 
this settled, than the wind begins to blow, the waves to rise, the 
spray to attack us, so that we have to resume our mackintoshes — 
and in another second we are all complaining of cold, and decide, 
nem, con., that we can’t bathe with any sort of comfort to-day. 
Lunch. Directly the eating and drinking is finished, we are off. 

I am still cautious, and do not rush up on deck in too great a 
hurry. They tell me the wind will be with us the whole time. 
“Now we sail with the gale” — only, it is not, thank goodness! a 
gale, merely a breeze. 

It’s All Ova! 

[Artificial eggs are now manufactured in America of corn-flour, starch, 
albumen, gelatine, and plaster of Paris.] 

“ As sure as eggs are eggs." Alas ! the bases 
Of Faith cold Science one by one effaces. 

Bang goes another axiom !— black disaster ! 

Eggs axe not eggs, but com-fiour, starch, and plaster, — 
“Eeep good for years j and are not easily broken.” 

Q^uite likely. But this is another token 
That Faith and Nature are on their last legs. 

Art has but one last crux — ^to hatch her eggs. 

High Jinks in the Highlands.— On Wednesday, last week, in 
a heavy downpour of rain upon a large crowd of people, the Obser- 
vatory erected on Ben Nevis was formally opened with ceremonies 
performed by a Lady who defied the deluge. Ifote . — ^Ben Nevis, 
the ^otch Big Ben. . Eh, Mr. AuLDro ? 


one was reminded that Trinity is the Pnnce of Wales’s own College. 
“ No, it isn’t ! ” was the immediate retort. ** The Boyal CoU^e of 
Music is the Prince of Wales’s, Why couldn’t he send his boy 
there ? ” After this, explanation was useless. 








THOSE BROWNS AND THEIR LUMINOUS PAINT AGAIN. 
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ness, my Lord and Gentlemen—the Oneen ! {Sits down 
with the air of ayi Archbishop who^ havinq just delivered 
an episcopal charge^ is now bent upon retiring into private 
life with as much humility/ as his high position adynits. 

If the Chairman is able to give an anecdote about 
Royalty, a great chance is opened, to those who listen to 
him, of confirming his statement by a loud “hear, 
hear ! ” that argues that they (the utterers of the “ hear, 
hear ! ”) know as much about the matter as the Speaker 
himself. This '‘hear, hearP^ is very useful when 
members of the Royal Ramily are mentioned. Thus a 
pushing Physician or a “ Society Barrister” can convey 
a world of information in a cheer, confirmatory of the 
platitudes that " the Princess is beautiful,” “ the Prince 
is as good-natured as he is conscientious to perform his 
public duties,” and that “the Duke is a most able sea- 
man.” A certain Doctor has been known to bring tears 
into the eyes of all present by the deeply sympathetic 
tone in which he has applauded the remark that “the 
Duke of Connaught has ever preferred duty to pleasure.” 
The learned healer on hearing this statement is wont 
to look sharply at the speaker, shake his head slowly, j 
sigh, and observe, “Hear, hear!” in a voice suggestive j 
of a response in church. 

In nroposiug the members of the Royal Family, it is 
as well to bear in mind their chief characteristics. The 
Prince and Princess may be left out of the collection, I 
as everyone knows their excellent qualities. Here follows 
a list : — 

Dulze of Edinburgh, — Sailor. Plays the fiddle like an 
angel. Married to rich Russian Princess. Friend of Sir 
Arthur Suluyan. ^ Hame of His Royal Highness can 
be easily introduced d proposoi the Fisheries Exhibition, 
Diamonds, Coastguard Service, Hihilism, and H.M.S. 
JSinafore. 

Duke of Connaught, — ^First-class Soldier, covered with 
Egyptian medals. Married to daughter of “the Red 
Mnce.” Has served in .^tillery, Rifle Brigade, and 
Hussars. Is now a Colonel in the Guards. Useful oma- 




TRIBUTE DEW TO BEN NEVIS. 

Just now the Obseeveb oe all Observers. !Mrs. Cakeron Campbell 
CROWNS the Edifice. 

THE SPEAKEE. 

I {A Handbook to Meady-made Oratory,) 

i Part I.—Loyal Toasts. 

.A^ost everybody can manage to propose the health of Royalty. The subject 
carries with it regulation applause and conventional enthusiasm. The proposer 
of “The Oueen” should adopt an official tone, as if for the nonce he were 
Premier or Lord Chancellor. He should convey the idea that he was on terms 
of respectful familiarity with Her Majesty— that it was no unusual thing for 
him to drop in to five o’clock tea at Balmoral, or lunch at Windsor. That in 
spite of this friendly feeling he yet could be an impartial critic, and in that 
character had come to the conclusion that Monarchy was a decidedly sensible 
and useful institution. But perhaps to show exactly what is meant, the Handbook 
may drop for a little time into a theatrical form. 

Scene — A Banqueting JHaU, Brindpal guests on a raised platform, Bemainder 
seated at long tables. The grace has been said or sung. There is much 
noise, and then a silence as a Gentleman with a double eyeglass — ought to \ 
have a double eyeglass^ wTwn you want to propose “ Tm Queen ” — rises 
slowly and with much dignity. Bather intoxicated applause, which is checked 
by Toast Master, who begs all present to “ charge their glasses,^’ 

Toast Broposer {looking at a list before him through his glasses, and then bowing 
to a Feeble Youth on his right). My Lord— (adrwjpifZy) — and Gentlemen — {ap- 
plause ) — when an assembly of Englishmen — {pause) — repeat, Englishmen — 
{applause ) — ^meet together anywhere, it is at once their duly and their pleasure 
to drink the health of their Sovereign. (Cheers,) It is nnneeessary for me to 

say that {Here follows what it is unnecessary for him to say about the love of 

the Briton for the^ Throne, &e., &e.) But wny should I detain you longer P 
{A conundrum which w given up by all present,) The toast wiR be drunk by you 
all with enthusiasm, {^eing that the interest ts waning, — to arouse attention,) 


heroic and beloved son of onr revered Sovereign ” — ^by a 
provincial Mayor. Name may be introduced anent Ire- 
land, the Franco- German War, Foreign Stocks — “ Prefs ” 
and “ Unified,” the late Duke of Welungion, and “ the 
Patent Camp Equipage Hold- All.” 


in the steps of the late greatly lamented Prince Con- 
sort, &c., &c. 

Prince Teck , — Served ■with distinction as a letter- 
carrier on the field of Tel-el-Kebir, sold furniture of 
Kensington Palace by auction, and retired abroad. Name 
of no great value to anyone. Is a “Serene Highness.” 

. Semi-royal joke to be used rather late in the evening, 

; “ As the Duke takes adversity and prosperity with eciual 
equanimity, in years gone hy he would have been c^ed 
; an ‘ ALL Serene Highness.’ ” 

A Royalty returning thanks will speak of the “ Duchess 


^ ^ of “ No, no I ” and “ Go on! ”j 

— ^that had Her Majesty Known -mat this gathering— but there — {,wUh a diplo- 
matic smile, and beading time unth his dMble eyeglass ) — this is scarcely the 
moment for explanation. All I would say, and I say it *with the utmost heartl- 


and himself ” as being greatly gratified at ‘ ‘ the very kind 
maimer ” in which the toast nas been received. He wfll 
be also pleased (when receiving a deputation for instance 
on landing after a particularly rou^ passage), “ at the 
expression of loyalty to the Queen,” to which the Mayor 
and Corporation will give vent. At a few moments’ notice 
he will learn the name of the town and its chief product, 
and introduce both into his reply, and suggest that, as 
he was not lucky enough to be bom there, “he should be 
very pleased to be associated with so interesting a part 
of Her Majesty’s dominions,” But even this is scarcely 
necessary. Should the Royalty be heard, so much tiie 
better ; but should his voice he weak, it wiR be drowned 
by the cheers, and nothing of the speech wiR catch the 
populace. And — once again — sometimes so much the 
better I 

Poetry for the Porte. 

{Dufferir^s Version,) 

Europe had an old Islam, 

UndviRsed and slow, - 
And every way that Europe went, 

Islam refused to go. 
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SONGS OF THE 
STEEETS. 

A Roundel in the Rain. 

Hi! we shout with Toice 
ecstatic, 

As the coming- ’bus we 
spy; 

In the wet we get rheu- 
matic — 

Hi! 

Stop I we fain would 
travel dry, 

0 conductor acrobatic. 

Why not stop a moment, 


Full inside ! the auto- 
cratic 

Driver yells as he goes 
by! 

Still we shout with voice 
emphatic, 

Hi! 


One of the Musical 
Correspondents — a very 
learned person, of course — 
at Leeds asked when the 
“English pitch’’ was going 
to be touched by the Legis- 
lature? The present Minis- 
try has quite enough on its 
hands without ' meddling 
with this, which, remem- 
bering the proverb about 
pitch generally, they wiH 
be very careful to avoid. 

“Ah 1 it was a gale ! ” 
said Mrs. Ramsbothcam; 
“ it shook our house by 
the sea-side, and I couldn’t 
help mxirmuring to myself, I 
as I lay awake, the words ' 
of the old song you_know, 
my dear, * Ceasej* rude 
Borax * 



MEMS. or A MINUTE PHILOSOPHEE. 

« « « « « 
WolSEEEFUL how people got along in the old empirical rule-of- 
thumb limes, when ae minimis non curat lex was indeed a verity. 
Why, de minimis is the theme and care of the Minute Philosopher, and 
lex IS every day dealing more closely and rigorously with what are 
erroneously called the “ small things ” of life. Our only difficulty 
is to get Law to move fast enough. Law ought to fit in like a second 
skin. And it doesn’t— yet. Look at Breathing, for instance I The 
most important action of Life, and Law hardly touches it. Fools 
have a frantic notion that they may respire just as they please, 
hreathe freely^ as they would say. What can be more absurd ? I have 
been thinking a deal about Breathing lately. It is a sadly neglected 
subject. Doctors, indeed, have written books about “The Air we 
Breathe,” but how about t'he uoay in which we "breathe it f A virgin 
subject, which I, John Paetlet, M.XJ.B.S., have made my own. 
Shall not write to thypapers about it this tiiue, or read a “ Paper.” 
No. ^ I shall write a Elaudhook I It hds long been the ambition of 
my life to write a Handbook, and here ’s my chance. Such a subject I 
TTho "knows just how many respirations per minute he ought to allow 
himself in all given circumstances f Wny^obody. My Handbook 
will tell all about it. It will be called The Rationale of Respiration ; 
or, BCow to Breathe, When to Breathe, and Where to Breathe, 11 it 
doesn’t create an Epoch, I ’m a— EusTiLTra I 

« * « « « 

An important section of my Handbook wiH be devoted to demon- 1 
strating that the mode and rate of the respiration of the Individual 


sihilities of Germs, I do not hesitate to say that eiopirical, lawless 
respiration is JECigh Treason to the Race! My Handbook will 
prove it. 

^ And to think of the horrors of a World without Handbooks ! Sur- 
vival of the Fittest, indeed ! The wonder is that there were any fit 
to survive ! I ! 

# « « « « 

And yet what a lot of people there are stOl left ! The Survival of 
the CThfit ! There ’s a promising subject ! I must think it over, and 
perhaps prepare a paper on it for the coming Pancosmical Congress. 


; •"-^ntglaid— that ever thought of this before. Breathe 

wh^L means o^riciously and unscientifically— indeed ! Monstrous ! ! 
In view of the Liiag-Painiaee Theory and the awful xinplumbed pos- 


thoughtof this 1 


Lines for a ‘^Leader.’’ 

Between China and France there exist “ complications,” 

^9^ch have “ strained ” to the utmost their “mutual relations,” 
Till they now have arrived at a state of such “ tension ” 

As to furnish occasion for “ grave apprehension ; ’’ 

And, because they are^quite the reverse of “ elastic*” 

They are hkely to snap. But a remedy “ drastic,” 

As me safest and surest of friendly advice is, 

Would but sharply “ accentuate” this present “ crisis.” 

“Clieeoiu} Lloyd in Aygypt,” read out Tim Murphy. ‘‘Is it 
that same Cleetobd ! ” exclaimed Pat Febny the Fenian. ^^Loy d m 
“^ygypt, did he ? Faix, he ’d hy annywhere.” 

Mrs. Bamsbotham, on hearing that a young lady friend was about 
to be married, remarked, “Of course she’fiibuy all her wedding 
things at Madame Trousseaxt’s.” 
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THE OLD VENETIAN BLIND. 

“ life would be tolerable were it not for its— Venetians.” 

The Swinging Fhihsopher^ 

Venetian Blinds ? I Bate ^em, yet tBey always seem to me 
Fit emblems, in a mansion, of re-sj^c-ta-bil-i-tee ; 

And memories their greenery will donbtless ever bring, 

Of stocks, and stays, and cnrly Bats, when GtEoege the Fourth was 
King: 

Connected with that period they all appear to Be, 

WitB port and polished tables made of dark ma-Bog-a-nee. 

In spite of all these memories, I think you ’ll feel inclined 
To speak in terms disparaging the old Venetian Blind ! 

Though boasting many virtues, it is not possessed of one ; 

It keeps your room as dark as night or dazzles you with sun ; 

It has a cord of many knots, not one of them is right, 

And halyards which will never work to turn it “ dark ” or * ‘ light.” | 
*Tis noisy, too, and cumbersome— you pull it up with dread, * 

It comes down with a clatter on your shoulder or your head I 
’Tis a fearful nuisance, and you very' soon will find 
A terrible impostnr is the old Venetian Blind ! 

Its pulleys never glibly run, its laths are seldom strong, 

Its webbing ever giving way, its lines are always wrong ; I 

They often break quite suddenly, and, as the blind you scan, 

It gives an imitation of an epileptic fan I ! 

You may storm and you may bluster, may objurgate and frown, ; 
When down, you cannot get it up ; when up, can’t get it down ! 
Though workmen come and workmen go— you ’ll have to be resigned, 
And spend a little fortune on the old Venetian Blind ! 

I wonder who invented it, and was he known to fame ? 

I feel so very certain that it ne’er from Venice came ; 

It never sheltered I)oges from the ardent solar rays, 

l^br screened Venetian beauties from their lovers’ longing gaze ! 


It must have been invented by some fiend in human shape, 

To give the world a trouble that it never could escape — 

For health and wealth and happiness, and ease and peace of mind, 
All perish in the worry of the old Venetian Blind ! 

A TUISTKEL TO THE ISLE OF WIGHT! 

(Extract from a Svhmarine Convei^sation-JSook,') 

Shall I be able to enjoy a view of the Royal Yacht Squadron when 
I am under the Solent ? 

Ah I So Ryde and Cowes have now become one town, have they ? 
And how like Margate the place looks, with all these excursionists 
having donkey-rides on the beach ! ^ ^ 

Those swings and merry-go-rounds in the neighbourhood especially 
add greatly to the appearance of Osborne from the sea. 

As Ventnor now has an Aquarium, three Music-Halls, and a 
branch of the Salvation Army, we alrea<^ see the advantages of the 
“ Isle of W'ight and Mainland National Tunnel.” 

Did you say that the new Company formed to make a branch sub- 
marine line to the Channel Islands is in liquidation ? 

How pleasant it is to see all that crowd of cheap-trippers gathering 
cockles at the foot of ShanMin Chine ! 

Freshwater has certainly improved in appearance since the five 
new hotels and the race-course were completed. 

No, it is not true that the Poet-Laureate has consented to read 
Morte D’ Arthur ” from a bathing-machine on Bonehurch beach, in 
return for a per-centage paid by the Railway Company on every 
excursionist brought down by the “ Tennyson Express.” 

Is it possible that the South-’Westem really does the distance to 
Ryde now in twelve hours ? 

The invalids in the hospital seem quite to enjoy the sound of the 
five rival brass bands on the Pier. 

And, finally, it is perfectly correct that the hotel-proprietors, 
lodging-house keepers, and owners of house property and land in 
‘‘ The Island” generally are delighted with the new state of things. 
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labor: OMNIA VINCITr 

OR, HOW SOME OE ’EM TEX TO LIVE NOW. 

{Tctit& ComMie SociaU, as performed^ daily, with the greatest success, at 
several leading West-End Hmses.) 

The Scetie represents the fashionable boudoir of a icell-hnown Mansion 
in Mapjair, Lady Skeiibelee discovered, seated at a dainty 
little Marly English ter iting-t able, amid a heap of highly-per-^ 
fumed official and other stationery. On the right, a spreading 
pile of crunipled Society Journals; left, a bijou gold-edged 
Johnson^ s dictionary J As the Curtam 7'ises, the Hon. Mrs. 
Haedtjp is announced, and enters. 

Lady Skrib, (putting dotm her pen). Why, my dear Tizzie, where 
have yon come from ? What has brought you up ? Why, — I thought 
you were all down at Scraypings, economising, till November ? 

Ml'S, ELardup. I Ve no doubt you did : and so did I. But homme 
^opose, or, rather, EEasey does,— and disposes, too, of everything. 
He took away my carriage all the Season, and now he has out down 
my allowance, dear, to a sum that I’m positively ashamed to men- 
tion. You would scarcely believe that 

\^Enters into thrilling, but painful, particulars of domestic re- 
trenchment for fifteen m in utes. 

Lady Skrib. (pleasantly). Dear me ! But how do you manage I 
You should make him do what everybody else does ; go into trade, 
or keep a shop, or something, you know. Why doesn’t he sell wine r 
Mrs, JELardup, Oh, he has done that. He was Chairman of that 
Thuringian Claret Company ; and we got ever so many people about 
us, to take a quantity. But it fermented — or did something stupid ; 
and they do say it killed the poor Duke, who was very kind to 
Haeey, you know, and took a hundred dozen at once. And now, of 
course, there ’s no sale — or whatever they call it ; and Hahry says if 
it can’t he got rid of to a jlrm of Blue Ink Makers, who are inquiring 
about it, it will have to go out to the Colonies as Chateau Margaiix 
— at a dreadful loss. (Summing up.) I don’t believe the men under- 
stand trade a bit, dear. So I ’m going to do something for myself. 
Lady Skrib, (inter ested). What ? Are you going on the Stage ? 
3£rs, JELardup, No chance, my dear I The Stage is quite full ; 
overstocked in fact. Not a place for a Chambermaid even I Though 
Mr. Sawder, the Stage-coach,” you know, of whom I was tahing 
lessons, and who never conmliments anybody, said I should have 
made the best Juliet since Miss O’Neil. But with all his influence 
with the Managers, he could only promise me a week’s engagement 
at the Fancy as Mrs, Bouncer, So I ’ve taken to china psonting, 
and I ’ve done a lot of plates ; and I want you, dear, to get rid of gQl 
of them for me to your friends, at seven guineas a-piece. 

l^JSotly presses her for another fifteen minutes to take fim-and- 
twenty decorated fiat wash-hand basins on sale or return, 
JLady Skrib. (kindly but fii'mly). Impossible, my dear. Every- 
body does them , you know. WTw, there’s Lady Clynthorpe, 
and the Creville girls, and the Ponsonby Templars, and, oh, I 
could ten you^ dozen others, really very clever, who are doing 
nothing hut paintir^ butterflies and sprigs on over-sized soup-plates 
from morning tiH night ; hut they can get nobody to take one of them. 
Entre nous, 1 myself did a lovely vegetable-dish cover, and sent it to 
Howell and James. But it has been there quite eighteen months, 
and they teU me there ’s no sort of demand for it. No, believe me, 
this — (holding up her pen)— is the only thing that pays, dear. Nothing 
else. (Sirnks with significant triumph at the confusion on her 
dainty writing-table,) This is what you should do. 

\jHands her a back number of the Peacock 
Mrs, JSardup, Why, I didn’t know you wrote, dear ! How clever 
you must be I \^JEuns her eye vaguely ovei* a two-page feuilleton. 

Enter Lord Skrtbeler, an elderly Nobleman, hurriedly. 

Lord Skrib. Hal How do, Mrs. BEardup? How’s HArdup? 
I thought you were down at Scraypings. (Making for the bijou 
JorasoN’s dictionary,) Only a moment, my dear. How do you 
spell ‘ development ” r Always bothered about development. Is 
there an “e” in the middle or not? (Looks it out.) One’s head 
gets quite puzzled trying to turn these thiags out nicely. At least, 
mme does. Ha ! here we are ! 

Mrs. JSardup, "TOat! do you write your speeches out first ? 
IJord ^rib, [cheerily). Speeches I Wliy, I haven’t even seen the 
Woolsack for the last three years. (Chuckling,) No, I ’m literary. 
Hai ha I ha I (Laughs long and loud, and looks out another word 
zfi the Ihctionary,) 

Mrs. JNardup (with increasmg interest). And do you write, too ? 
Loj'd Skrzb, Bather I Look at that ! 

IPoints with beaming pride to occasional paragraph in the 
” ' ' . Peacock, oommentmg on the form of a second favourite 

^ "" at a recent race meeting, and furnishing important details 

i , . as to, the^ character of the champagne and truffle-pie on a 
^ d^bmguished EarVs drag, together with some neat adlu- 
r. io iihQ toilettes of the Ladies of the party. 


Mrs, Eai'dup (feeling herself in face of a revelation), WTiat? And 
is it really you wno send this sort of thing ? 

Lord , Skrib. I should rather think it was ! Don’t get anything 
out of my tenants, not even after returning them seventy-five per 
cent, of what I haven’t received. WTiy, I got seventeen and sixpence 
for this “ par ’’—that ’s short for “ paragraph ” — alone. And, look at 
this. Who says my Lady can’t write, too ? Look here. (JReads,) ‘ ‘ The 
dance of the evening, on Friday, was at Mrs. Popinjay Jackson’s, and 
as there was no lack of sup;^er, everybody was in the best of tempers. 
The arrangement, too, of Mred mignonette on the covered balcony 
was delightful, and though the heavy rain poured steadily through 
in several places, one or two renomme couples were lingering there 
till half-past five. Pollaky’s private band was in attendance, 
hut the cheap character of the damask made dancing dangerous. 
Nobody, however, was seriously hurt. There were several belles en 
evidence, and the palm of beauty was, by universal consent, accorded 
to pretty little Mrs. Hopton Flypp, who wore a brick-dust frock 
ancl sack (charbon-de-terre), and who, spite a tiresome and facute 
influenza, showed no lack oi spirit in the refoeshment-room. I ought 
to add that the linkmen were particularly civil, which is not usu^y 
the case at this house. The electro-plate was from Fog-els.” 

Enter the Youthful Heir to a Peerage, 

Youthful Eeir, Ha ! I’ve seen it ! Capital, my dear Lady Skrt- 
BELER ; I congratulate you. You heat me out of the field. Look 
at mine! (Takes paper, and reads with fitting emphasis, three lines 
and a half about the new breakfast-taidff of an unimportant Cavalry 
Begiment.) It ain’t lo3^, is it ? But the Chappies will like it, won’t 
they? I should think I ought to get three-and-six for that? Eh ? 
It’s every word of it true, you Imow. And they gave me five for 
that hit about Old Champneys sending down his mutton-chop at 
the Megatherium. You saw it ? 

Lady Skrib, Oh yes I It was just the sort of thing to interest 
them. 

Youthful Heir, And I ’ve sent two good stories— after-dinner sort, 
you know — (Lady Skrib. intimates that she understands) — ^to the 
Actmn, and three jokes to Momus ; hope to see ’em again, in print. 
Why I ’m putting by quite a small fund for my bootmaker. 

Enter Youthful JELeir'^s Uncle, the Dean of Pltjmborotjgh. 

dean (overhearing his Nepheids last observation). Delighted, my 
dear Alget, with your excellent resolution. “ In hooks and works 
and healthful play ” — ^we can all go to one of the theatres now, thank 
goodness I — let my first years he past.” 

Lord Skrib. Dr. Watts, eh ? 

dean, I believe so. Nothing like a determination to succeed in 
whatever you undertake. As Momus hasn’t sent back my last, 
which was charmingly illustrated by Matilda — she ’s only seven, 
you know, and it ’s qmte wonderful— I dare say it will appear this 
week. In the meantime you will be glad to hear that I nave just 
gained the prize of two guineas for guessing the Acrostic in the 
Sphinx, 

All, Bravo! 

[Mrs. Hardtjp hopes that she may one day guess an Acrostic, 

dean. Yes ; there is work for all nowadays. l?o one need he idle 
— “for Satan finds some mischief still for idle hands to do.” 

Lord Skrib. Dr. Watts again ? 

dean, I think so. But how true ! Journalism is not nowadays a 

close borough ; it is open to all. It is ( They look at their watches.) 

It is, I was about to say (Exit Youtliful Heir^d?^i^A copy 

to send off to the “ Bmriblerfi ^c.) It is (Exit Lord Skribeler 

to finish his paragraj^.) It is 

Lady Skrib. You^ excuse me, Uncle, hut I’m very busy; I’ve 
several “pars” to finish, and they go to press earlier this week. 

[^Makes a sign aside to Mrs. Hardtjp that she is not to go. 

The dean {blandly), Quite so. I’m busy myself. I’m in for 
three Acrostic Competitions, and— sweetly) — ^I ^ve a fourth 
of my earnings to a local charity, a fourth to my wife, and the 
remamder G-ood evening, my dear Madam. \Bows, and exit. 

Lady Skmb, And now, my dear, where were you last night ? 

Mrs, JELardup. I was at the ManhattaNs’ dirmer, Lady Sqxtartjm’s 
At Home, and the Motpdeth’th haU. 

Lady Skrzb. Yery weU. Now, as I wasn’t at any of them, just 
try your hand at a description of all three, — ^the leading points, you 
know — something after this style — (hands her a model paragraph of 
her ow7h composition), — and let me see it when you ’ve done. (Gives 
her pen, ink, and papery and sets her to work.) You’ll soon get 
into it. 

\And she does,^ Profiting by the morninfs conversation,^ she, 
too, relegating her five-and-twenty flat washhand basins to 
chaos, besieges unprotected Editors, contribietes to the litera- 
ture of her country most inter estmg'iJQeekly dpeowvte l>f th^ 
doings of her friends and acquaintances, and, it is to be 
h^ed, practically^ solves, to her own satisfaction, the secret 
' of the way in which a good many of us manage to live now. 


TO COBBBSPONBENTS. — no case can Contributions, wbetuer MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless accompanied 
by a Stamped and Directed Envelope or Ck)ver, Copies of MS, should be kept by the SehdexiS, ' 
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A RAINY DAY. 

Mamma, may I king the Bell ? ” 

** What foe, Daeling ? ” 

<<0h — ^FOE Somebody to come dp!” 

IMPBOYEMENTS IN' THE LAW COURTS. 

As tiiey have already fitted up one of the Lord Chief Justice’s Courts with 

? 3 • J*_3 T •_ JT X-.1 


arrival, why not try the f oUowiag suggestions ? — 

1. Contrive the noor of the Court nke a stage— traps with trap-doors, and all 
the appHanees of wheels, pulleys, oranhs, slotes, and windlasses. In the Criminal 
Court the prisone:^ guarded, should be brought up, slowly and solemnly, a great 
efieot, on a lift. If music could be added to this, so much the better. A soothing 
“voluntary” on a concealed organ would put everyone in proper dispositions. 

2. The jury-box should also be “worked” from below; not in two long 
“ grave traps,” as they are called on the Stage, but each Juryman should have 
his own s<iuare trap fitting into its proper place in the box above, and when his 
cue came, —that is, when his name was called,— he should be taken up on the 
trap sharply, so as to say, “ Here ! ” 

3. The presiding Judge, or Judges, should always enter through a “vampire” 
trap, that is, a spring panel in the wall just behind the judicial bench. Or he 
might seat himseM in fall costume on a chair, and, on tonohing a spring, this 

: could he wheeled forward through 'the panel doors, and come out exactly opposite 
' his desk, all ready to begin. 

Hothing can he more inconvenient than the old-fashioned pews for Counsel, 
but the above alterations should he first tried by afuH Court and a Special 
Jury, and if the verdict is favonrahle, — of which there can he hardly a doubt, — 
the Court, so improved, will he at once acknowledged as the Superior Court, and 
we will then make further beneficial suggestions. 

They were discussing the Tamatave afiair. “ Poor Mr. Sha^w ! ” exclaimed 
Mrs. RamsbothAm, “ I am glad he is going to be identified by the French Q-ovem- 
^en4 Bnt you know they owed his family a grudge ever since Waterloo.” 

- Apkblopeiate Steam Boat Service to America.— The “Star”Line« Mir. 
Bright is said ts be the next Star for the trip. 


A GEITIO (YEEY MUCH) ABEOAD, 

“ After all, I think there is no place to live in like dear smoky 
old London.”— Arnold in Mw York. 

Oh, Culture’s apostle, your notions must jostle, 

Upset by that tossing Atlantic — ^Atlantic, 

Or is it that travel cool reason can gravel,^ 

And finical judgments drive frantic— drive frantic ? 

To think— oh, good gracious !— that yow, saponaceous 
Belauder of Sweetness and Light, are so wwdone 
As thus to go raisiug our danders by praising 
That Bogey-hole “ smoky old London old London ! 

Dear Matthew, remember we ’re close on Hovemher, 
And fogs foul, pea-soupy, and sooty— and sooty, 

Are gathering round ns to choke and confound us, 

And rob us of comfort and beauty — and beauty. 

And ’tis at this season you, friend of pure reason, 

To Yankee reporters go prating— go prating, 

In terms eulogistic, but false and sophistic, 

Of London ! Pray stick to your slating— your slating. 

MeHifiuous Matthew, when on the war-path you 
Are noted for slyness sardonic — sardomc ; 

But droUery cranky that “ stuffs ’’ the ’cute Yankee 
In this wise is guite too ironic — ironic. 

What will you he saying, your oousoiousness playing, 
With freedom that distance enhances — enhances, 

About the old City, m which— more ’s the pity, 

TTe linger as wmter advances — advances. 

Wnt chuckle its slime at, and gush of its climate, 

And chant its perfections of paving— of paving ? 

Or, laudably humble, smg pseans to Bumble, 

His prowess in sweeping and laving — and laving ? 

Wilt paint rosy pictures, uncheq.uered by strictures, 

Of Mud-Salad Market iu August— in August ; 

Or pour song’s oblations to bleak railway stations, 
Oharas of dust cloud and raw gust— and raw gust ? 
wnt say loving prank meant to bless the Embankment 
With smoke-reek that savours of Tophet — of Tophet P 
Hor launch satire’s bolt on sleek Stiee and shrewd 
Doultoh, 

The potters who turn stink to profit— to profit P 
wnt deem him a pessimist who Lambeth’s messy mist, 
Streaming away o’er the river — ^the river, 

Considers a scandal from which he ’d command all 
The Bigwigs Johh Bull to deliver— deliver P 

OR come, now you ’re joking ! It ’s really provoking 
To Cockneys half-ohoked, and neuralgic— neuralgic. 
W^ should j/ou talk rot so P Or if it is not so, 

You mtist he extremely nostalgic— nostalgic. 

Liscourser on “ Dogma,” a true London fog may 
To one who is home-sick, or sea-ditto — sea-ditto, 

Seem almost pleasant j yet were you here present 
You’d vote it atrocious, and we ditto— we ditto. 

It ’s just aberglaube you ’re diddled. I trow, by. 

But sage though you be you shan’t fiddle us— fiddle us. 
Hot you jplus Coleridge ! A home-sick mole her ridge 
Might esteem worthy of Dscdalus — Dsedalus. 

But we assure you oue week here would cure you 
Of bosh about Fogdom’s deserving— deserving ; 

You ’d soon out your lucky to Maine or Kentucky, 

Or star to far ’Frisco with Irvihg— with Irvustg I 

“ Phahtom Fortuete.”— M iss BRADUOir’s latest novel 
has haunted us for the last week. It is a very substantial 
Phantom, without which “no Oentleman’s library is 
complete.” If some of the material is old,— and old 
materials must be used, — yet the dramatis person<^ are 
new, the incidental sketches admirable, the humour of 
first quality, and the interest sustained to the end. The 
reader will see the plot at once — “ it is too evident,” 
he will say, and then he will go on reading and reading 
in order to prove his guess correct, and to congratulate 
himseUE on his uncommon sharpness. We venture to say 
that it is one of Miss Braddoh’s best-written hooks, and 
our advice to everyone is “ Read it.” 

“ The Lord Mayor Elect,” we were informed by a City 
friend, “will dechne to go to church on Sunday in State.” 
“ In what state P ” we asked. “ In the usual state that 
Mayors go in,” replied our informant. W e held it prudent 
not to inquire further. Of course, the “Elect*’ will he 
in a fit state for service. 
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SrENTIITIC STAGGEREES. 

IVhat a trewly wimderf ool Body is the 
grate Copperaslmn of the Citty of London ! 
Not content Tvitii feesting of Princes and 
Docks and Markesses and Barrens by the 
score and Hem Peas by the bnshel, to speak 
allegollycally, they has akshally [now took 
it into their wise eds to ask a lot of most 
imminent sientific swells and littery men to 
cum and have a bit of dinner with ’em, 
aye, and not ony that, but they akshily 
give ’em evry think of the best, such as reel 
turtel and ’74 port, just as if they ’d bin 
million-haxes instead of ^or fellers as as to 
work for their living just like an hed “Waiter. 
They ’d all evidently put their best close on, 
and tried their werry best to look quite at 
their ees, as they sat all of a roe, tho’ they 
was surrounded by Lord Mares and Sher- 
ryffs and Haldermen, which in course must 
ha’ bin werry trying to their unacustumd 
nerves. And to see the way in witch them 
distmgwished dignerterries tried to make 
’em feel cumferable by their condsendin 
afferbilerty amost drew teers to my eyes. 
They eviedently sukseedid, for wether it 
was the not being kwite used to our re- 
markeiably fine Port, I never seed a lot of 
gents, of their rayther low order, talk away 
at sitch a rate as they did. Portnitly for 
them the Chairman was a sientific gent, as 
well as being a werry uncommon Council- 
man, so he kindly let ’em go a-ramblin’ on, 
jest as if he bleeved they was in earnest, 
and if they didn’t throw the long bow and 
draw the Atchet to an extent as even I never 
eardekwalld, no, not even adfter dinner, wen 
most folks seems to think as eating inkreeses 
the power of swallering, why, my name 
ain’t Robert, but Jon, or sum sitch low 
name. 

Suppose as I gives jest one or two xam- 
pels of what I shoud call “Sientiffic 


One reely quite respekabel looking Grent, 
who told ’em as he was imployd in the 
Gineral Post Office, praps as a Sawter or 


Hatlantiek, witch I am told is a sort of 
fancy name for the American See, and sent 
a messidge to his masters in Sum Martens- 
leegran and got his anser back by return 
of post, without noboddy not going ashore ! 
And the good nachered Chairman kindly 
looked as if he bleeved him I “ Ah,” as I 
sed to Brown, teU that to the Marines, 
even an ed waiter can’t swoUer that.” 
And not only an ed Waiter, but I seed the 
smile of pitiful contemp on the nobel coun- 
tingance of more than one iminint cor^o- 
rater. Encurridged aperiently by the Chair- 
man’s mistaken kindness, the Gineral Post- 
man, whose name I lernt was Preeoe, 
drank off a bumper of our best Port, jest 
as if he was quite used to it, and gave us 
another staggerer. He aksh^y said as he 
had once stood on the shore of Wales and 
talked to a friend in Dubling, witch I need i 
scarcely add is in lerlan, and asked him if 


WUULVb WJUi JUUtO TTVXVf^) UUdL\A JLAX0 

to be outdone in stag^rers, replied “ Yes, 
I can, and I can smell your sijp^ar!” 
Wdl Ais was just a little too much tor the 
swoUer even of a Common Councilman 
after dinner, so they all bust out into a loud 
larf, but he wasn’t a bit ashamed of hisself , 
but finishd up by saying that it was not 
unpossible but that we might some day be 
able to see all our ants and our sisters and 
our cozens at Ihe other side of the world. 
Pretty well that for a Gineral Postman 
when allowed to drink ’47 Port at indis- 
cretion ” as the French says. 



DETECTED ! 

Mother4n>law {sternly), Young Man, you may deceive your guileless little Wife, but 
HER Father’s Wife, nbvar ! You ’ve been Dr ” [^ Tableau , 


Well, after this, Mr. Newtung of the Britioh Mewseeem in Bloomsberry was called u;pon 
to speek, and being werry ankshus not to be outdone by a mere G.P.O., told ’m all, mklewdmg 
the astoniched Lord Mare, who I shoud ha’ thought after a brilliant rain of eleven J^nmse 
would ha’ had enuff and ha’ seen enuff not to be estounded at nuffin, that the propperest of an 
propper things for the Lord Mare and his great corporashun to do, was to alow him and bis 
exkawaiters to dig up all Cheapside, and then taking the Poultry to Cor nh i l l, on to jMdgate, 
and he would pledge himself, either at Mr. Hatton Boerow’s or at any other of his ekiHy 


of ins early youtn, tne object oi ms maturea mannooa, ana xne one lona ms 

ears, namily the thrilling - the startling, the overwelming discovery of the foot-prmt of an 

ancient Roman Soljer in the beautiful London Clay! ^ i. 

As I wentured to remark to Brown, after I had suffishenHy recovered my hret h, th at 
would be about the most hingterestingest diskuvery since BoMnson Crimes diseovry of 
Frydat/s one foot-print without no feller to it. Robert. 
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THE DRURY LANE TEMPERANCE PLAY^ 

OE, THE ‘‘I)EOP”-TOO-MUCH BEAMA. 

“ I^TE only got one night in town, and I want to^ see something 
that occupies the whole evening, with lots of sensation, mimders, — 
murders, mind I so said our Eriend from the Country, and, conse- 
cxuently, we decided for Drury Lane. . , , i 

Nothing is wanting. The lover of sensational melodrama cannot 
aret more for his money, we should say, anywhere than he can at 
Drury Lane. Harry Hastings (Mr. Augustus HAEms) is a young 
Sailor, whose every utterance is the quint- 
essence of courageous virtue, except when 
he once bullies a policeman, though, by the 









1 Every Ineli a Sailor; or, Be Gus-tibus non disputandnm. 

( Trans , * It ’ s no good having a row with Gus Hams. ”) 

way, the result even here proved that he was quite right in his 
estimate of this particular constable’s character, as the official was so 
completely overawed by the bold Sailor’s manner, that, in the most 
cowardly style, he turned on an unoffending person in the crowd, and 
ran him in,” An nnwarrantable arrest that may furnish the sub- 
ject for a new drama hy Messrs. Haeeis and Buchaitae'. 

In the First Act a very wicked Country Squire (Mr. HEisrEX 
George) induces a drunken Farmer to murder another but a 
younger and less wicked Country Squire (Mr. W. MoEGAiy), the 
cousin of the first Squire, who, thereby, obtains the murdered man’s 
property,'and makes love to a remarkably fine young woman, Mary 

Morton (Miss Harriet Jay), 

M on whom, I regret to say, the 

deceased young Squire had 
had ulterior designs the re- 
verse of virtuous,— but let 
bygones be bygones, poor 
younger and less wicked 
Squire ! da mortuis nil nisi 
honum.[ "When Mr. FERjerAR- 
DEZ, with a fine display of 
anatomical knowledge, gave 
him that one stab, with a 


who form the club of Dynamite Conspirators, of whom the chief 
viUain is the Guy Faux, always offering to blow np everything 
and everybody. (The 

bold Sailor is more I 

truriiful than^com- ^ 

one side i j I 1' !, /v!i\ T 

never loses anoppor- 1/ J / iSj i\ /f|, 

tnnity of exhibitmg, y ' ' 7 iji! ‘ ;\ /i; i 

while giving j bne ^ 

possible— and abuses ^ ^ 

these ruffians to their B 

him^cape^r^^ V 

dispense with either 

the services of the Bob Downsy and Ill-treated Esther with a couple'of 
boid'youug Sailor, or Black Eyes ; or, The Cabby and his Dark Pare.* 
with those of the 

double-dyed villains. ) It is in this Act that we get the first intimation 
of its being a temperance drama. Here we have the first drop, — of rain. 
The next “drop” comes between the Acts; and, last of all, is the 
“ drop too much” — so much too much that the Sailor, who has been 
condemned (what a hard life he has had !) for the murder of which 
he is innocent, does not take it, but is restored, by means of the 
Eind Cabby and his black-eyed Fare, to the arms of his Lass, the 
“doosid fine gal,” Mary Morton, who might have fioored that 
whipper-snapper young Squire in the First Act, had she only known 
how to give him one-two pugilistically^ and nnish him. Had she 
done this, the second title of the piece might have been, “ Mary the 
Maid of the Millf This Act ends by Mr. FERNAisniEZ putting 
dynamite somewhere near a Police-station (being driven to it— the 
deed, not the station— by the Yery Yery Wicked Squire, not by the 
Cabman), and'> partially blowing up his own daughter, who had done 
nothing to deserve it. 

“No murder in that Act,” says our Country Friend, who has 
tasted blood in Act the First^ and whose bloodthirstiness is not to he 
quenched hy a mere dynamite explosion which only shatters glass, 
and injures, but doesn’t kiU, the very fine young woman. Besides,” 
he adds, discontentedly, “ where was the .Sailor ? he ou^ht to have 
come in and rescued somebody, or fought one of the villams, or have 
been arrested for the ‘ diabolical attempt.’ ” No ; our Friend didn’t 
think it was horrible enough, and we too fancied that a chance had 


' ifeSSIl''" witJi a 
'"'f clasp-knife, which settled the 

f ‘ ■ young Squire’s hash in less 

seconds, we pitied 
■ him sincerely, and anxiously 
'iH forward to the last 

€/i! ' [.tow//'''' a Act, wheuj—unlesshe wasn’t 
_ 0 S really killed, which was quite 
on .the^ cards, — ^we knew 
retribution must overtake the 
Yery Yery Wicked Squire 
The Fluttered ** Jay.” and Farmer Fernajnrez, the 

Mary Morton {a timid and evidently whom would by 

helpless Maiden), TTiffiand me, Sir! or" "that time have (as in fact he 
I ’ll — ask Papa ! did when Act Y. came) re- 

pented of the sins oi his 
farmer life. La this Act we are introduced to the^Comio Yillain and 
a tender-hearted Cabman, capitally played hy Mr^ H. NiCHOiiS and 
Mr. H. Jacksor,— Mr. Harris’s two Harries,— respectively. - 
The murder in the Fust Act isn’t had for a beginning, but I hope 
they ’ll k^p it up,” says our Friend from the Country, rubbing Ms 
hands and smacking his lips. 

The Und Cabman takes under his protection his hlacfc-eyed Fare 
Hsther (Miss Etre) with her little cMld, her “ small and early,”— 
(sonor daughter, we did not hear the sex mentioned, and the costume 
at tto e^ly age is much the same for both sexes,) — ^who is the pledge 
I m the Very Yery Wicked Squire’s heartless attachment. 

[ Ac® TL— Ingeniously-contrived scene. Dynamite factory on one 

S!id% Cabman’s lodging for ^man and beast on the other. Real 
imm descends in buckets. The bold Sailor is caught in it. “ Any 



No Umbrella! or, Drury Lane in the Rain of* Augustus. 

been chucked away for the sake of forestalling oiffier authors who 
might he disposed to meddle with dynamite. 

Act III.— The ship at sea. Our Friend from the Country delighted. 
Great chance of the whole dramatis personce being swept off at one , 
blow of the wind. Wrecks and Jecks,— Miss Jecks, we, sh 9 uld say^ | 
who plays the poor little Stowaway, and saves the principal per^ 
formers. The moffensive Captain, with whom, as he. had only 
appeared m two short scenes before, we had scarcely time to scrape 
an acquaintance, or appreciate his exact worth, is murdered'-rf 


I sanguinary-minded Friend, delighted)— then the oMeifiynaiffteris 


November 3, 1883.] 


209 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


cliucked into tlie sea from the top of the mast of the sinking ship — 
{“ Nine ! ” exclaims my‘gore-craTing:Companion. “ Capit^ I ”) — and 
with the saving of the Cabman’s black-eyed Fare, her child, and the 
Sailor, the Act ends tri- 
umphantly. 

Act IY. — A falling off— 
this sonnds like a sensation 
— ^bnt it means that my 
bloodthirsty Friend finds 
the interest falling off, for 
there is no murder : only 
an innocent man con- 
demned to death. 

“I know he won’t be 
executed,” says my friend, 
who has become (rate a 
vampire, despondingly, 

and that ’s what they me^ Harry Nicholls on board the Craft, — Hele- 
by a ‘ condemned sell, gate-looking Creature. 

Our Country Friend’s 

thoughts are running on sanguinary deeds; and when the heavy 
rich crimson-plush curtains fall and hide the scene from the view, 
he exclaims, “ How many unhappy Footmen must have been sacri- 
ficed to make that drapery ! ” 

Act Y. — ^Xo more murders. The Sailor is in Newgate. This gives 
us time to reflect on the appropriateness of the 




Sailor’s name, Sm'ry 
Hastings, Who gave him 
that name ? His god- 
fathers, Messrs. Btjchaitajs^ 
and Habjris. It suggests 
a whole group of such 
family connections, as Bill 
Brighton, Hichard Hams- 
gate, Mat Margate, Ben- 
jamin Broadstairs, Sam 
Scarborough, &c. 

The Yery Yery Yicked 
One, in Scene 3 of Act 
Y., turns out to be that 
“ Terrible Puzzle 15 ” — or 
“No. 13” the Dynamiter 



and Fenian, and is arrested 

Trussed Mr. the DetectiTe, wlio fa ^ kg” 

Harris ! Sjso witness to the old ^ 'W’aitmg. 

Farmer’s last dying speech * 

and confession. The old Fa,rmer laughs best, because he laughs last, 
and then expires like Afathias in the Bells, 

The last scene of all where the Sailor is “ bound ” for his last long 
voyage, and being unable to do 
. . the Davenport Brothers’ trick, is 

consequently taken off to be, like 
“repairs,” “neatly executed,” fin- 
ishes this thrilling drama. The last 
scene might be described as “Tied 
and Time.” Of course the innocent 
Sailor is restored to his Lass, and 
all ends happily. 

Our bloodthirsty Friend was 
pleased, but not quite satisfied, as 
there had been one splendid opwr- 
tunity for another murder, which 
, the Authors had most 

unaccountably missed. 
This was when the 
Wicked Squire, in the 
Fourth Act, went about 
with a gun in his 
hand and 3iot nobody I 
and then when he left 
it most temptingly in 
a corner for anybody 
to take it up and shoot 
not even Miss 
Eyre, though she had 
lots of chances, ever 
thought of availing 
herself of any one of them. This oversight may still be rectified, 
and if the Wicked Squire can be shot by his victim before eleven, 
there can be no further cause of complaiut. 



The Tee-to-tmn at Sea : a Eeelistic Sensation. 


Sartorial Sweetitess Lioht.— Mr. Matthew Arnold (a la 

mode d Oscar) has ordered a “lecturing-suit” of the new grey 
colour called “London Smoke.” Sootahle. 


THE SIGH OF THE STOCKBROKER. 

[Business is very dull on the Stock Exchange.] 

It was a weary Stockbroker who stood in Capel Court, 

That ’s just outside the Stock Exchange, where brokers most resort ; 
Quoth he, “ In speculation there ’s a most disastrous lull, 

And business in the City is indubitably dull. 

“ There ’s nothing doing in the ‘ House ’ in any stocks or shares, 
And very silent are the ‘ Bulls,’ and angry are the ‘ Bears ’ ; 

’Tis no use dealing with ourselves, endeavouring to ‘ best ’ 

Each other, when the public won’t be tempted to invest. 

“ I ’ve tried my hand at Mexicans, and sold them in a funk, 

And often I ’ve been in and out of Canada’s Crand Trunk ; 

I ’ve dabbled in Egyptians, — ^you don’t catch me there agam, — 

I ’ve lost in rails American, and burnt my hands with Spain. 

“ It ’s*no good going on like this, for all men know, I ween, 

The proverb says it ’s bad for Crows to ‘ pick out Corbies’ een ; ’ 
We prey upon each other, since the public shows no flats, 

And very soon must emulate the famed Eilkenny Cats.” 

So moaned that poor young Stockbroker in accents sad and sour, 
He scarce could cock his glossy hat, he sported ne’er a flower ; 
And as he wandered West upon his melancholy way, 

He hadn’t tasted dry champagne through all the weary day. 

Philanthropists of England, ye who go to the Lord Mayor, 

And ask him to get up new funds presiding in the Chair, 

Now surely in the Mansion House a meeting ye should hold, 

To give the hapless Stockbroker once more a glimpse of gold. 


AN ENHLISHMAN’S CASTLE! 

Etjles pob a Muddle Lodging-House. 

No Herrings must be cooked without an order from the Head- 
Porter. 

All Resident Workmen must leave their tools at their workshops. 

All Persons must he in before eleven p.m. 

Everybody to be in bed and asleep by 11*30 p.m. 

No Pictures must be hung or pasted on the walls. 

No Cats or Dogs allowed. 

AD. Children beyond three in number must be chained up. 

Music stirictiy forbidden. No whistling on Sundays. 

Yisitors not admitted without an order from the Head-Porter. 

No Sweeps, Dustmen, or Music-Hall Singers to be admitted with 
or without an order. 

All gaudy apparel strictly forbidden. 

No Seer to he brought in, on any pretence, after nine p.m., and no 
Brandy, except as a certified medicine. 

Rent to be punctually paid every Saturday ia advance before noon, 
or Tenant will receive notice. 


LATIN “ALL GREEK.” 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

I am only a Fifth Form boy, but I want to know what all 
this new rubbish is about pronounciug the Latin C like the Greek K. 

I sent up some verses this week trying to give Houghton (that ’s 
our Head-master) a hint. Here they are, Mr, Bunch 

Si K vis pro C substituere, quare Xuhumler 
Non invenire debes semper sX Kcesar^s Hotel ? 

Aut pro ludibrio Cicero si quserit Avernum, 

Die Trnhi si Kickero non game at football habet ! 

Now, would you believe, Mr, Bunch, that for this, which took me 
half-an-hour with a gradus, I had to go into the library with a rod, 
because the Doctor said that “my verses had neither quality nor 
quantity to recommend them ! ” And so I’m m fox it, but remain, 
Mr, Bunch, your sincere friend, 

The Boy who can’t Scan, 


Bumbledom on Theatres. 

At the recent proceedings in the Bow Street Police Court against 
the Messrs. Gatti for not doing something at the AdelpM Theatre 
which had been ordered by the Metropolitan Board of Works, the 
Architect to the Board recommended the covering of the roof with 
lead. As tMs is a material not at all likely to melt in the heat of a 
fire, or to pour down upon the heads of an excited crowd, the wisdom 
of BumhlS.om was once more made apparent. 






CATCHING A WEASEL ASLEEP. 

Mrs, Pomonly de T(mJcy7hs {jpointbig to her books). They are not MAifrr, Lord Adolphits, but they are all Friends— 'dis^L'sl 
Old Friends!'' 

Nolle Poet {taking down a Volume of his own Poems and finding the leaves uncut). Ah 1 hum 1 I ’m glad to find that you don’t 
CUT ALL YOUR Old Friends, AIrs. DE ToMKYNS I ” P, de T. is at a loss for once. 


RESULTS. 

First West-End Fishmonger, HaL. ! Closing: at last ! Been a regular 
“ Boom,” 

As the Yankees would say,^ this high patemised “ Fisheries ” ! 
Second Eitto. Jest so ! {Meditatively.) Do yon think that it 
threatens owr doom ? 

First Ditto {chortling). Yon wag! Eyery ’monger its joUy well- 
wisher is. 

It ’s done lots o’ good to aTot has this Show ; 

The Princes and Paper-chaps there made no error ; 

But as to it ’s frightening ws, Sir I Ho I ho I 
You don’t seem perticular staggered with terror. 

Second Ditto {loagging his head with facetious gravity). Ah, Buo- 


Bom grinning, yon must ha’ hin, got jest the mng for it. 

It ’s writ np onr Ikybqd,— so say some folks. 

First Ditto {tmnhing cheerily). Oh, has it ? Well, Fll have a hit of 
a tug fox it, 

Blest if I don’t, before I go to smash 
Along of brass bands, ’lectric lights, and the rest of it. 

Soles are still two bob a ponnd, ready cash. 

Some comfort in that, nay ? 

Seemid Ditto (portentously). ^ Ah ! don’t make a jest of it, 
Buggins, my boy. Think o’ staffed sharks^^nd sq.nids, 
And—en^ ! them there devilish long-armed Hoc^opnses I 

First Ditto. Yah ! tickle the Public and frighten the Mas, 

But what ’s that to us, so ’s we poll in -uie “ Mopnsses.” 

^jSlecond Ditto (fn a ghostly whisper behind his hand). Sixpenny 
Dinners II ! 

F^^ Ditto {exploding). How, Szinnem, old man, 

’^n’t pantermine-time. TeU yon what. Sir, “ the Garden” 
Had better engage you. 

Second Ditto {thoughtfmy). Ah ! not a bad plan, 

when salmon is down to, we ’E say tuppence farden, 


And aE ns poor Fishmongers out in the cold. 

Thanks, Buggins, I ’ll think of it. 

First Ditto {admiringly). Lor I what a feller ! 

Yon should start a “ Comic.” Snakes ! how ’twould be sold 
In the Trade I ’Twould make some of them scribblers look 
yeEer. 

They ’ve writ np “ the Fisheries ” proper, no doubt. 

But for larks they ’re not in it with tradesmen Eke we are. 
Second Ditto. Hot likely. The PubEc bamfoozled about 

Betwixt Hobs, Scribes, and Salesmen like fish in the sea are 
Fair game for the hook and the net, and that ’s fun, 

That ’s a good hit beyond scribbling wits and joke-jobbers. 
First Ditto. They said we was bottled np sure as a gun. 

And the pnhEc weE rid o’ such sharks and sea-robbers. 

Second Ditto. Ah, yes, that ’s their lay ; heard the whole lot before ; 
But we ’re head npperds yet. 

First Ditto (Judicially). WeE, this ’ere Exhibition, 

Has been good for Trade and the BaEways. Done more 
For amusements than plays. Then those Gardens Elysian, 

As ink-spiEers caE ’em, with. Japanese lanterns, 

Weremt had ; and the PnhEc seemed happy to wander, 

With nets and sea-horrors wberever a man turns. 

But as for cheap fish ! ! ! 

Second Ditto (scornfully). Why he must be a gander 
Whoever expected it. 

First Ditto. Here ’s its good health ! 

The wide ’nns as started it made a good purse from it. 

As to the poor and their share in the wealth 
Of the sea-harvest,— W alker I 

Second Ditto (geniaUy), Well, we^re none the worse for it! 

\_Left hob-nobhing in its honour. 

To our Correspondent Cuerant Jelly’s q^nestion, What in Sport 
is equivalent to"^* chopping a Fox” ? we reply, Probably, jnggiug a 
Hare. 
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NET” RESULTS. 


PiESi West-End Pishmongde. “ WELL— THEIE ‘ FISHERIES EXHIBITION ’ HAS BEEN A TREMENDOUS SUCCESS I 
Second Ditto Ditto. “TES— AND NONE OF US T3E WORSE FOR IT!.'” 
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TRICKS OF THE LANDING-STAGE. 

{TJiq whole Bag of^em.) 

Bogus Cluh^ Keio Yorh^ Oct.^ 1883. 

Me. Punch, —Sie, — Haying seen in your British, papers the acconnt, 
cabled ofi at the time to date, of the arrival of Heney J. Ieving, 
Ellen B. Teeet, and the rest of that distinguished intellectual 
footlight consignment, I am franking you these lines to tell you that, 
from a general desire freely expressed all round to avoid painful 
vulgar publicity, it was that delicately garbled, that thou^ con- 
siderably on the spot myself that morning, I should not have recog- 
nised it in the afternoon sheets with a twenty-four-inch binocular. 
Ho, 3Ir, Bunchy a two-cent slice of the truth, one-horse quality, is 
all that you have yet had of those remarkable proceedings ; and 
under the circumstances you will, I guess, be glad and grateful to 
cast your eye over a few genuine straight-hand notes taken in the 
neighbourhood of that Ihere ship Britannic^ on that morning in 
question by Your watchful and rehable Correspondent, 

The Eiest Mjln up the Side. 

3 A.H. — 'W oke by heavy firing of harbour batteries. Jumped up 
and put my head out. Procession half a mile long, with three brass 
bands and five Circus elephants picked out in electric light, passing 
quietly along somewhere. Paney it’s Coleeedge going to bed. 
Wrong. Ieving ’s in sight. Fly into my clothes, and ofi: to wharf 

like a tickled rocket. 

* 

Seventy-five launches starting together. Pushing smart. Water 
full of interviewers. The most cursedest crush to get on board, but 
manage it, and am ofi first. Hote rival screw creeping up fast. 
Explain to Captain that “ he may as weh bust as get me up along- 
side in a back row.” That does him. He ’s on the safety-valve like 
apiece of hot butter. Pace improved. Cannot see the other craft. 
Hnpe he ’s run on to a torpedo. Ha ! here ’s the Britannic / How, 
then. Hullo ! what ’s this ? Funnel— spars — ^bits of the Captain 
flying aU over the place, and nothing to sit on but five tons of steam ! 
I do believe she ’s bust 1 

* ^ * nt ik *■ 

Yes, she has ! Most convenient. Here I am come down on board. 
Bight in the very midst of all the bosses on the bridge. Shake hands 
all round and ask for Heney E. Ieving and Ellen J. Teeey. ^ Cap- 
tain, a thin, long, gentlemanly looking cuss, with flowing hair and 

f lasses fixed up on his nose, says something with a white smile, and 
eckons a short and stout party, well mustachioed with a dark beard, 
to come up and join us. This, then, is the great British tragedian I 
Looks Kke it. Don’t see though how he ’s to collar King Bear with- 
out a clean shave. Owing to the seventeen warships m attendance 
all playing Hail^ ColumliaP^ together, can’t catch plainly what 
the pale Captain says, but think he calls him “ Joseph.” Proper 
sfyle then, Heney Joseph Ieving. Make a note of it. Interview 
him rapidly. Denies that he has come to the States solely to buy up 
tinned oysters. Has never tried to knock Booth down flat with a 
left-hander, but thinks he could. Wears merino hose in summer 
monihs. likes artichokes. Believes Yandeedilt could stand a 
week’s “ bearing,” and toss the Duke of WESTiUNSTEEfive-doUar bits 
to cents with ’vantage coin any time he likes to name afterwards. 
Has never tasted devilled walrus. Hopes to take some home with 
him. Would go back by land if he could. Thinks Shaespeaee 
could give the Editor of Tribune five laps in a mile and lick him into 
apple shavings. Says the reason he isn’t tike the published cartes of 
Henry Irving is because his name is Joseph Hatton. Use bad 
language and leave him at a bound, in search of Ellen Teeey. 

Mf- * ^ ♦ 

Owing to that slipped-in interview with Joseph B. Hatton, chance ^ 
gone. Every blessed one of the seventy-five launches alongside now. 
Interviewers, cheers, guns. Military bands, and floating triumphal 
arches— loose for miles in every direction. Bead on one, “ 
Heaven bless Beam Stoeee.” Must find him oUt at any pace. Safe 
to be in the engine-room, Down we go. 

* ^ ^ 4k * * 

Hullo, here ’s luck ! Miss Ellen P. Terry at last ! She seems to 
be taking tongue sandwiches and porter freely in front of the coal- 
bunkers, finding it cold aloft. Looks a fine well-grown woman of 
about five-and-forty by the glare. Gro at her straight, and ask her 
which she finds her biggest part, Beatrice or Juliet, Tells me “ to 
get along with my nonsense.”. Turn to a cuss, with a smut-set 
face, sniggering by the furnace, for information. Says she’s a 
Stewardess,” Ask him if Ae’s Beam Stoeee. Says he’s stoker, 
“ but as to Beam, — ^not if he knows it.” Out of that as quick as I 
can, and up the shaft as slick as lubricated lightning. 

^ ^ "Jit ^ ^ 

After a free fight, and a little handling of my six-shooter, got near 
Henry W. Irving and Ellen A. Terry at last. Take the Lady 
. first, (kies bitterly when I talk of the rough weather she, had after 


she got ofi from Liverpool. When asked whether she thinks she ’ll 
take the shine out of Goleeldge, says she rather hopes she will.” 
Is fond, too, of Pears’s soap, and tmnks if Gould is put up for the 
next Presidency it ought to he more than even betting. Takes 
molasses with her tea, and believes Booth could play Macbeth on a 
bicycle if he tried hard. Was continuing mv questions neatly, but . 
was here handed backwards through a skyHgnt. 

* # ^ ^ ^ ^ 

A little damaged, but soon up again, with the assistance of the 
saloon-poker. Get hold of Heney Y. Ieving at last. Went for him 
like a cobra on the drink. Here is his examination in full : — 

1. Says he thinks he has gained a good deal of flesh on this trip. 

2. Is a better sailor in quiet water than most men. (This includes 
Coleridge.) 

3. Says Beam Stoker is Beam Stoker, and that’s all he ’s got to 
say about him. 

4. Speaks with a good deal of kindly feeling of Joseph B. Hatton. 
Says, when he and Abbey, and a cuss from the Lotus^ and a lot more 
he didn’t know from Adam, all came on board together, and fell on his 
neck with tears of welcome, all of ’em, so broke down like a cbild,” 
that you could have heard the sobbing right away at Sandy Hook. 

5. ’Hopes they won’t pelt him with dead eats because he wouldn’t 
play First Gravedigger to BooTH’sFra?? 2 /ej{ down in theLondon Strand. 

6. Doesn’t think if the British Ministry come over, with the 
Speaker and other properties, that they ’ll spoil his business— unless 
they get at Brim Stoker— which is a moral, they iconH, not even 
with travelling e^enses and a per-centage on the Hational Debt. 

7. Finds the interviewing business ‘^a nice, pleasant, modest, 
retiring high-class sort of work,” and perfect top-boots as cheap 
advertising. 

8. Admits he has brought a pile of sets with him, hut not the 
Lyceum Stage and the Ghiiety Bestaurant— as maliciously reported 
by Coleridge. 

iff # # * 

was about to ask him his opinion on Sea Bathing and Hop 

Bitters when at this point I was again handed backwards down 
through a skylight, and badly figured with splinters. 

8 P.M. — On shore again. Just got the glass out m time to take a 
stroll, and pick up a hit more news. Such a crush in Broadway that 
I got fixed up in a gutter on top of some^ cuss who said he was a bit 
of a poet, ana wanted “ sweetness and light.” Gave him five cents 
of green com-candy and a fusee. 

iff % * # 4k 4k 

9 P.M. — ^Here they are ! Skyrockets, firemen, banners, balloons, 
Bengal lights, depntation^hrass hands, and the whole select scum 
out ou the full swing I Here they come 1 _ Henry K, Irving and 
Ellen J. Teery just landed I Ask the poet if he ’ll let me just step 
on his head for five minutes for fifteen dollars. Says he ’s never let 
out Ms head at such a low figure.” Ask the cuss Ms name. 

“ Mattttb w Arnold.” Well, I am blest I Pick Mm up, and get 
him quietly to an hotel in a hack street, with the help of a few 
friends. Says, feebly, he likes ** smoky London best.” Promise to 
come and hear all about it to-morrow. Guess I will, too. 

Hullo I Here they come ! Down I go. Up again, and behind 
Beam Stoker on a fixe-engine. 

# ^ 4k 4f ^ 

More about what I ’ve got out of him by next cable. 


A Beal Cold Place. 

“ Hegeetti and Zambea ! ” excMmed a Gentleman up from Ms 
charming marine residence at Beaebington* * ‘ Hegeetti and Zambea ! 
how cold it has been I ” 

“.Dear me ! ” observed a friend, “I’m sorry to hear that. I was 
thinking of trying Beaebington in the winter.” 

‘ ‘ Beaebington is more likmy to try you,” was the encouraging reply. 

“ But,” said the friend, “ when you nave a West wind it must be 
delicious.” 

“West wind!” exclaimed the chil^ person. “ByZAMBRA! we 
never have a West wind. With us at Beaebington what you call the 
West wind is only the Bast wind coming bach again I Ugh ! ” 

MOTTO POE OUR PANCY PORTRAIT ARTIST. 

“ Hoe he it ever of my Portraits told— 

‘ Here the strong hnes of malice we h^old.’ 

Crabbe didit, sedit, immtedit, rimedit, and rotit, 1810. 

0 Immortal punster Tom Hood ! We refer to the notice in last 
Saturday’s Times of Mtherto unpublished Charles Dickens’ cor- 
respondence, in which there is a quotation from a letter of Hood’s to 
the great novelist, explaming why he had objected at first to the 
Biekunch Bapers, on account of their supposed “ Piekwickedness.” 
What a splendid sample of “ Hood’S Own ” ! 
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Mr, Ch-mh-rUn, So it does, but the question rather 
is, what did the Leeds Conference demand ? 

Lord H-rt-ngUn, Don’t wish to say an3rthing: un- 
pleasant to Ch-io-ei-N', but surely we oughtn’t to yield 
to a Caucus Parliament. 

Mr, Ch-mb-rl-n,^ And I should be sorry to hurt H-s- 
t-ngt-n’s feelings in any way, but I must remark that 
government by a Caucus Parliament would be preferable 
to government by a Whig Oligarchy ! 

GUdst-ne, Come, come! You ’re both quite right, 
as I have frequently explained, and would now, only I 
haven't time, I confess I should like to tackle the Corpo- 
ration at once. You see they ’ve cleared for action, and 
stationed old Fowler on quarter-deck, with his glass 
up to his blind eye, to shout that England expects every 
Alderman to^ do his duty. Should feel real pleasure in 
blowing up his magazines for him. 

Mr, Ch’-ml-rLn. Then why not take London and 
County Franchise for next Session ? Nothing like decid- 
ing quick. I want to go off to bed, as I ’ve been sitting 
up till four in the morning all through the Recess, appoint- 
ing Bankruptcy Receivers. Thousands of applications. 
Didn’t knowhow to choose. Tried it by algebra at jSrst, 
but have taken now to shuffling up names in an old hat. 
Saves no end of time. Then shall we say it ’s all settled ? 

Mr, GUdst-ne {thoughtfully). It has been suggested that 
a Redistribution of Seats Bill woiild easily wait tiR 1885. 
The Electoral Balance of Power must not be too rashly 
disturbed. Talking of the Balance of Power, the opinion 
of the CzAE 

Mr, Ch-ml-rl-n {rudely interrmting). Who cares a 
ecrew for the Czab? Not I. TeH you what it is, 
G-l-dst-ne; you’ve forgotten the chief argument for 
taking Redistribution of Seats at once, 

Mr, GUdst-ne. What’s that? 

Mr, Ch-mh-rLn, Why, how about Woodstock and 
Eye? They’d be disfranchised, and then^ exeunt'' 
Rbn>OLPH and Ashmeal 1 

Mr, GUdst-ne, Why, it ’s the Millennium ! But I 
almost hesitate. We are Patriots first, and Liberals 
afterwards, and what would the British Empire do 
without Ashimeai) ? The Czae told me 

All, Q,uite so—but suppose we adjourn the discussion 
for a week ? ^Council adjourned accordingly. 


Widow {with a sigh), Ah, well—* Mourning ’ always was becoming to Me ! ” 


MINISTEES IN COUNCIL. 

Mr, Gl-d$t-ne {after p7'eli?ninary conversation). Yes, I assure you, k delightful 
trip. Tennyson in capital form ; promised to write a new Idyll of the Czar, 
and I'm going to help him I \ 

Sir C, B-lke, 1 object,^ on principle, to Czars, of course. Still, excellent 
move that, hob-nobbing with Emperors and Rings. Pleased British Public im- 
mensely. Bandora can’t hold a candle to Pembroke Castle ; can it, H-et-ngt-n ? 

Lord BC-rt-ngt-n, Rot a lucifer ! But, I say, how about business ? 

Mr, GUdst-ne . Ah ! quite so. Here begioneth the Fifteenth Chap I 

beg pardon What I meant to say was,^ that the first subject for our considera- 
tion to-day is, the work for Parliament in the approaching Session. What shall 
it be ? Now, don’t all speak at once I 

Sir W-lUrn JBC-rc-rt, I should be sorry to obtrude my personal views, but 
I should like just to remind all you feRows that I spent no end of time last i 
Session in working up that London Municipal Reform BiR, and 

Mr, Ch-mh-rUm Don’t distress yourseli. The BiR ’s sure to come in useful. 
“ Worked up ” a tiifie more, with glue, it would make capital peRets for the 
newpoRce revolvers. Rot sate to trust ’em with real buRets, you know, H-ec-et. 

Mr, Tr-v-Un, T alkin g of buRets reminds me of Ireland. Don’t know why 
it ^ould, but it does, ^ould be sorry to press my own views on the Council, ' 
but no doubt we must look for more agitation, as P-en-ll won’t put his thirty- 
five thousand in an old stocking, and consequently some fresh Irish measures 

AU {very heartily). Bother Irish measures ! 

Sir^ C, Jb-lhe, And I am quite as sorry as anybody else to interrupt the course 
OT busmess, but I must say that I rather agree with H-ec-et about that London 
BiR. F-eth is making me quite unendurable to me about it. Threatens to 
denounce me to my consti^ents (and his) as “An Alderman is Disguise.” If 
London BiR isn’t brought in next Session, I anticipate that F-eth shoot me 
m the back from behind a street-hoarding. 

GUdst-ne, Dear me ! what a dangerous person 1 Quite a RihiRst 1 
Wonder if he would accept the Chief Justicesliip of Sierra Leone ? Talking of 
Jxuiilists, the Czae told me that 

Mr , uh-mh-rUn, Oh. hang the Czae 1 Excuse the expression : but reaRy, 
hnw about business ? There ’s the County Franchise BiR. Shall we tike that 
EOT Session, or not ? 

Mr*GU^-ne. "Whj, of eourse I Imagine the natural indignation of the 
^ and glorious privRege is delayed much longer^! 


BISMARCK’S WHITE ELEPHANTS. 

{Being a List oj Presents to be offered by Bis HigTmess to the 
Eoyalties of Europe,) 

For the Duke of Edinburgh, — K complete set of Hihi- 
Rst Works, in wMch the system of “ removing ” despots 
is defended and explained. To be taken, as a travelling 
Rbrary, to St. Petersburg by His Royal Highness the 
next time he pays his brotiier-in-law, the Czae, a visit. 

JFbr the Prince of Wales, — A collection of Danish 
Mihtary Trophies, bearing the German Government mar^^ 
beinga memento of the Austro-German invasion of Schles- 
wig-Holstein. To be put in His Royal Highness’s port- 
manteau on the eve or his visit to Copenhagen. 

For the Sultan, — ^Fao-simRes of a Turkish Bond and 
the Treaty of Stefano, handsomely framed. To be sent 
to His Majesty xmder cover to Lord Dtjeeeein, who wRL 
be courteously invited to present them. 

For the Emperor of Mussia , — ^Neatly-executed Map 
of Russian Encroachments on the Horth of India. The 
Prince of Waies wiR be respectfuRy charged with the 
deRvery of this gift. 

For the President of the French BepyMic,--'Lexge 
and handsomely-bound Scrap-Book, containing extracts 
from French newspapers, supporting the pretensions of 
Don Caelos, or suggesting the immediate re-establish- 
ment of a Spanish RepubRc^ Ring Alphonso havmg, 
with good-natured condescension, promised to carry out 
His ffighness’s commission, has kindly consented to read 
the volume before personally presenting it to M. GEtVT. 

For the Best of the European Potentates, — ^Handsome 
Uhlan TTniforms, to be worn on future State occasions 
j when visiting France. 


Mes. Ramsbotham was puzzled what book to give her 
youngest Hephew as a birthday present. Lavxnia sug- 
gested “ Fairy Tales.” “ Ko, my dear, I know,’/ said her 
Aunt ; ‘‘I can’t do better than give him a nice edition 
of Alesopp’s Fables.” 
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‘‘TEE OXLY OXE.” 

We tremble wben we read 
tbe following in tbe Daily 
Telegraph : — 

A S GENERAL. — Neat in 
dress, respectful manners, 
willing and obliging. Seven years’ 
personal cbaracter. Disengaged 
end of present montb, 

Is be tired of fame and 
bononr? Does be sigb for 
other worlds to conquer? Is 
be bored with tbe adulation 
of tbe Press ? Will our Only 
General desert us after all we 
baye done for bim? Will be 
leave tbe Soldier's Pochethook 
to command our Army ? Let 
us weep^ let us bowl, let us — 
hope it IS not true ! 


DisTAin: Relatiois's,— M em- 
bers of tbe Alpine Club may 
have been interested by tbe 
information recently tele- 
srapbed from .Calcutta that 
jMt. Geaham and his Swiss 
^des bad returned to Dar- 
jeeling from a survey whereof 
tbe conclusion is, that be pro- 
nounces tbe ascent of Elnob- 
i^'unga from the South impos- 
sible. The Kincbinjunga seems 
to be no very small child. Are 
tbe Eincbinjunga and Jung- 
frau to be regarded as moun- 
tain-cousins only some degrees 
removed ? 


New LAxm SPEixnrG.— Tbe 
Dean of Bangor would substi- 
tute for “ Te Duce^^ the fol- 
lowii^ “Tea Deuce, eb?” 
Tbe Dean says that, as far as 
be is concerned, tea should 
remain in its own chest, and 
be “ Unumed Increment.” 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS -No. 160. 



♦ Latest eeom Dover. — ^K iey 
no longer talk of fool-hardiness 
—they now call it Drevarica- 
tion. 


ABBi FBAIfZ LIZST. 

ABBfe Thought (or ooxmsE).— “ Lizst, Lizst, 0 Lizst 1 ” 


A NEW PROFESSIOX. 

Those who run — their eyes 
over tbe advertisement columns 
of tbe papers— may read, 
strange things. Tbe follow- 
ing appears in tbe Daily Tele- 
graph : — 

A BACHELOR, professional, 
would like to meet with 
cheerful and Christian society, 
where an hour in the evening 
could be spent in reading, con- 
versational German, or otherwise. 
This is bona Jide. Highest re- 
ferences. 

Now we have beard of a 
“ confirmed bachelor,” but 
surely a “professional bache- 
lor ” is something new. Pos- 
sibly be is artful, and, when 
he gets into “cheerful and 
Christian society,” fails to 
practise what be professes, 
steals away tbe heart of some 
young maiden, and gets tbe 
promise of her band, when 
tbe parents all tbe while 
tbougbt bim to be tbe most 
harmless of men. What, too, 
does^ “or otherwise” meanr 
It might comprise a great deal. 
Carpet dances, pleasant sup- 
pers, and flirtation in tbe con- 
servatory. We are afraid 
this “professional bachelor” 
is a sly dog. 


At tbe opening of tbe New 
York Metropolitan Opera 
House, Madame Nilsson was 
presented with a golden girdle, 
A lot of money was spent on 
it, but there was very little 
waist. But why a girdle? 
Was it to remind her of the 
brilliant dress circle that wit- 
nessed her ^rformance on the 
occasion. The Ancient Ma- 
riner, with his glittering eye— 
Lord Coleeidge, Our Only 
Lord Chief Justice, was pre- 
sent. Poor Mapleson ! benad 
a poor show that same night ! 


ANOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

Away from Lake Scavaig — Practical Joke at Loch JBCourn — On 
again — Cray ley's Practice— 'Making for Kyle Atkin, 

One of Chatlet^s idio^rncrades — idiosyncrasies soon become 
palpable on board a yacht— is to be quite delighted at having bongbt 
anything cheap. He has purchased during the voyage (before our 
appearance on board) a box of Jersey cigars, one hundred for nine 
shillings. He says that they are really very good ; in fact, be prefers 
them to anything be has ever smoked (be deals in superlatives) at 
five times their price. He is most open-hearted with these treasures, 
pressing his host and ourselves to “ just try one,” bnt somehow we 
all seem to shrink from availing ourselves of his lavish generosity. 
Our host, who is so courteously good-natured that be would rather 
risk an iirep^ble injury to Ms constitution than seem by bis refusal 
M imply a i^bt on Ms mend’s perfect taste and judgment as evinced 
in. Ms predilection for these Jersey Favourites, pretends to change 
Ms mind, and asks CeatleTj in a way that makes it quite a favour 
on CKATiEr’spart,,to give Mm one; wMcM of course, Ceatlex does 
with the greatest possible pleasure. Tbe Jersey Favourite is a trifle 
recalcitrant on being lighted, and shows an inclination for burning on 
one side, with a dirty-coloured crumbling ash. Tbe conversation, 
whatever it about (Dr. Johnson, I think), continues, but 1 
notice that, within flve minutes of the first lighting of that Jersey 
Favourite, ourhosthasris^tolookoutof thewit-hdeto see whatthe 
weather is like, and has then, avowedly with the same object, gone up 
“ the companion,” and when he retains, with a hopeful report of the 


weather,— wMch is immediately dissipated by a sudden downpour, 
and a derisive howling of the wmd, — ^the Jersey Favourite (the cigar 
merchant ought to have labelled them the LiHes, or the L-gtries) is 
burnt down to a stump^ wMch our host places in the arii-tray. “ It 
is imp)ssible to smoke m the wind,” he says, and somehow or other 
i he skilfully manages not to give any decided opinion on the cigar ; at 
all events, he hai committed himself to nothing wMch can hurt 
Chatlex’s feelings (we are all so tetchy about wine, cigars, and 
horses), and as he has smoked it, Chaxiex, if he asks no questions, 
can afterwards quote Melleville (who is really a good judge of most 
things) as having smoked one of these, and Eked it ;— the logical 
inference being from Ms having smoked it that he did like it. 
Craxlet regrets not having bought flve or six boxes of the Jersey 
Favourites. EnxiCK observes that he ’s deuced glad, for the sake 
of Ms friends, he didn’t, but Melleville, who occasionally visits 
Craxlex at Crayley Court, Kent, only smiles, and saying dubiously, 
“ Ab, well I ” retires drowsily to the saloon sofa. 

After a despairing glance upwards at the skylight on wMch the 
rain is still cascading and cataracting, we compose ourselves to 
sleep, with books in our hands, and our legs up on chairs. ^ I take my 
scientific work to my own cabin, and retire^ a cessation of rain 
may permit me to pace the deck ; but, as tMs is most unlikely, I get 
Clarissa Marlowe (that fearful example of the cacoUhes scrihendt) 
by my side, with Dr. Johnson’s Tour of the JSehrides^ a few odd 
numbers of magazines, and a Spectator wMoh I ought to have read 
a fortnight ago, but wMch, haying been packed up by mistake, 
comes in quite 6esb now, and with these and my notebooks and my 
pencil all witMn my reack, so that I shall not have to disturb my- 
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self when I have once settled down comfortably, I prepare to s^end 
so much of the afternoon as may remain between now and dinner-toe. 

We give the weather another chance, which is returning good for 
evil, and determine to leave the ‘‘ Avemns of the North,” "?matever 
happens, to-morrow morning. . . , j 

Tne weather takes our courteous treatment into consideration, and 
limiting itself to a Scotch mist to begin with, hut a real fine day and 
a pleasant breeze to finish with, away we go, “ a-saiHng, a-saiLmg 
— and thoroughly enjoying the poetry of motion. 

We sail by Loch Nevis, Armadale, and arrive at Loch Hourn, 
where, after a consultation between the Commodore, the MoL and 
the Captain, we anchor. In this part, at the entrance of the L(wh, 
there is a good practical joke played by some one who has placed a 
stick with a square piece of something on it (which may be a notice- 
board when you get close enough to it), on the top of a submerged 
rock. The humour of this is, that in broad daylight it is scarcely 
visible, in twilight it may be just discerned with a strong glass when 
you are unpleasantly near it, and at night it can’t be seen at all. Of 
course, the practical fun of this is evident. 

^ * * * * 

Eiilicx and Ceatlet, who has developed a wonderful faculty for 
fiat contradiction, have a lively argument as to the meaning of 
; “Scavaig.” It commences by CEi-XLEV informing the company 
generally that Loch Nevis is Lake Heaven. 

TTTTT .rrnr says he knew this, and caps it by telling us that Loch 
Hourn is just the opposite, 

Then I ask, if the guide-books call Loch Seavaig the Avernus of 
the North, what is the meaning of Seavaig 
HnxrcE thinks that it must mean something gloomy. 

Mellevtlle observes, marginally, probably.” 

Ceayley thinks it is the old Scotch for “ Witch.” 

“ Graelic,” says Killicz, majestically. 

“No ; not Gaelio,” returns Ceayley. “ They don’t speak Q-aelic 
here.” 

“ They did ! ” retorts Knxicz, shortly. ^ ^ , 

“ They did nothing of the sort,” answers Ceayiey, with Ms head 
well on one side, Ms glass screwed in his eye, Ms face turned away 
from Ejleicz, and towards Loch Nevis, 

“ Oh, eertainly I ” remarks our Commodoro, intervening with per- 
suasive gentleness. “They certainly spoke Gaelic in tnese parts. 
Seavaig, NeviSj and Hourn are all GaeHc names. ” 

“ Armadale isn’t,” says Craylby, not thorou^My convinced. 

TMs is my opportunity. I am not well up in Gaelic, but now I 
feel my feet. “ Armadale, I say, cleverly, was a novel. Was it 
a story about tMs locality ? ” 

Nobody is positive on tMs point ; ergo, I suppose no one has read 
it. I haven’t. 

Killick remembers it iu the CornMll Magazine, “By Wileie 
C oEiiNrs,” he adds, as if he had only read the title, and stopped 
there. ^ There are some people with great reputations for reading 
everything who never do more than this, and manage to pick up the 
cMef points in the course of conversation. 

“ It wusn’t written by Wilbje Collins I ” replies Ceayley, curtly. 
He evidently owes Ejllick one for the latter’s recent victory on 
the Gaelic dispute. 

“ It was I ” retorts Hillick, sharoly, 

“ Nonsense,” says Ceayley. “ It was Mrs. Wood.” 

“ Oh ! I don’t thank it was Mrs. Wood,” I say, “ because she has 
a magazine of her own, and why should she write in the Cornliill ” 
HaTOg 'given tMs piece of logical reasoning, it occurs to me that 
Mrs. Wood hasn’t a magazine of her own ; but keep the doubt to 
mysOlf. 

“ Armadale was by Mrs. Wood or Miss Braddon,” says Ceayley, 
^turning to the subject. “ Wasn’t it ?” he asks, appealing to our 
Commodore. 

But Melleyille Yvill not commit Mmself to an opinion. BCe 
remembers that Armadale was the name of a novel ; nothing more. 

This neutrality decides Ceayley, and he bears down on Eilliok 
with all Ms guns. 

“ Of course,” he says, decidedly, as iE he had just that instant 
received private and positive intelligence from indisputable authority. 

’ Of course Armadale was by Mrs. Wood or Miss Beottohton, and, 
ht ^ events, it certainly was not by Wilkie Collins.” • 
i :“T ’31 bet you anything you Kke,” says Ejlliok; wmly, “that 
Mmadade was by Wilkie Collins. I’IL bet you five pounds. 
Come 1 ” . ' ' " . 

But Ceayley won’t “come.” He simply replies', with a superb 
contempt for EjiLLCE’s-ofEk*, “ I never beV’ wMch provokes Exlxick 
into ^extravagant offers to back his own opinion, at twenty to one, 
wifer ffty to one, anything, in fact,r to one, that yiixjsiE* 

wo; wnte* But Ceayley preserves a disdainful 

ftesm^wMoh so totat^s;EiLLiCK that he says, “ My dear feHow,”— 
h^ipQnayjaffeciaonate when’ he means quite the contrary, for if Ms 
j beiiterally, “You d— 
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(notdear) fool (not fellow),”— “ My dear fellow, you can’t be certaia, 
dr you would back your opimon.” 

“ I never bet,” repeats the inperturbable Ceayley, still with Ms 
head on one side, Ms glass firmly screwed in Ms eye, and Ms gaze 
fiercely fixed on the opposite coast. He reminds me of Edoae Aixan 
Poe’s wearying Eaven, with its constant “ Never more ! ” Killick 
would have thrown Ms boots at that raven, and broken the bust of 
PaUas Athene over the Poet’s door. As it is, if he could chuck 
Ceayley quietly into the water, he would do soj and, as the latter 
was siaJdng, he would ask him savagely, did. Wilkie Collins 

write Armadale or not ? ” to which Ceayley, risiug for the third 
time, with the glass in Ms eye, and Ms head on one side gaziag 
upwards, would serenely reply, “I never bet,” and disappear 
for ever. 

Our Commodore goes below ; so do I ; and Killick crosses over to 
the other side of the vessel. 

Now, though at the commencement of tMs discussion I knew per- 
fectly well, without haviug read the novel in question, who was the 
Author of Armadale^ yet now I own to beiug a hit shaken by tbe 
decided tone and positive manner of Ceayley. Positiveness is nine 
points of tbe law, if you happen to be “ laying it down,” 

“ Dioner is under weigh, Sir,” cries the Merry Young Steward, 
and we descend silently. 

4 ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

j We aE meet at dinner as happily as possible, and hear no more of 
Armadale, 

Ceayley and Ejllick avoid discussion. It is a truce between 
them ,* but when they recommence, the contest will he friglxtful. 

As neither Melleville nor myself wiE dispute with Mm, Ceayley 
starts a new method and argues with Mm self . He contradicts Mm- 
self fiatly, and finaEv brings Mmself as holding Opinion No. 1, over 
to the side of himself as representing Opimon No. 2, or he tries to 
bring one of us into tMs dual discussion. But as to out in on such 
deEcate ground would be like interfering between man and wife, we 
wisely hold aloof, and express no opinion either way. 

Por example, he takes np a telescope, and, after a careful survey 
of the distant shores, he says, “ There ’s a castle there. A splendid 
ruin.” Then he hands the glass to me, and I agree with Mm, 
in much the same spirit as the old courtier Polonius did 'v^th 
Hamlet as to the camel- shaped cloud which was backed like a weasel 
and very like a whale. But this does not content Hamlet-Ceaylet. 
He looks at the object again, and then, in a voice wMoh is q^uite loud 
enough for any bystander to catch and reply to (it is a bait thrown 
out to Killick, who won’t bite, — or bark either, now), he says to 
Mmself) “ No, ii isn’t a castle ; it ’s a rock.” 

He turns to offer me the glass, but as I am with Clarissa Harhwe 
in Bloomsbury, and cannot be disturbed, and as Melleville and 
Killick have gone below, he appHes the telescope once more to 
Ms eye, and continues the argument entirely with MmseE. 
“Yes,” he says, “itfs a castle” — then, the next minute, he meets 
tMs statement with the flat and rude contradiction, “No, it isn’t.” 
Then he treats himseH in the most cavaEer manner, and quite 
turns up Ms nose at tbe idea of anyone ever having been so absurd 
as to think that eccentrio-lookiag rock a castle. And here it woMd _ 
end, but that he takes one more look through the glass, wMch 
results in Ms saying positively, “ Yes, it is a castle : 1 thought so 
from the first ” — ^wmeh concludes the controversy. It is a harmless 
amusement, and, so to speak, keeps Ms hand in for when he shalr 
have a real opponent to contradict. 

We are now making for Kyle Aikin, and that is my last point 
before Strome Perry. 


Gold Leaf from Goldsmith. 

Hebe is a cap to fit; some of ’em nowadays : — 

“ To be known in this town was almost synonymous with being on the road 
to fortune. How many little things do we see, without merit or' without 
friends, push themselves forward into public notice, and by self-adveiming 
attract the attention of the day : the wise despise them, hut the public are 
not aE wise. Thus they succeed, rise upon the wing of folly or of fasMon, 
and by their success give a new sanction to effrontery.” 

TMs is from Olivee Goldsmith’s Xdfe of Beau Hash, 0 sweet 
Oliver! O^brave Olivee! Who would have thought that Beau 
broke one hundred and twenty years ago. Some of the advertisers of 
our day might take tMs to- heart, that “ aE is not GoldCsisiHTh] that 
glitters!” , . 


A CbNSBEVATiVB SoEcitor in the country refused to subscribe to a 
Luther Commemoration Pirnd oh the* ground' that, first^of aE, Luther 
started a Eefofm Bill,' and, secondly, that had ^ he' been aEve'now he 
Yvould have come under the Corrupt Practices Act for aEdwikig two 
wives at the , same time to an Elector. [Surely this “PermiSsiYe 
Bid” of Dr,' Martin’s was a questionable hlessin'g to thSefEle^r,_ 
’speciaEy if there were two Mothers-in-law- ' Eli ^^3- - ’’ ' ' 
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“ CEETmCATION EKOM lOED E-HD-LPH CH-ECH-LI IS 
PEAISE INDEED.” 

A Cure for the JECmrtache ” (adapted). 
Lord E. G. (to Scotch IfuiversUy Voter). Allow me, mt dear McBagpipes, 
TO^JKTRODirCE SiR ST-FE-ED. YoTT ’LL FIND HIM NOT AT ALL A BAD SORT OF 

Old Chappie j and if he doesn't adequately represent the Great Con- 
servative Party, — why, voir know who hobs. JSn attendant, he'll suit 

YOU VERY WELL FOR ANYTHING LIKE REAL WORK. PlAY UP I YoUTH MUST 
HAVE ITS FLING, AND SlB ST-FF-RD WILL PAY THE PiPER.” 

{Rectorial Lawx, and Exeunt. 


THE MAEGH OE THE SALTATIONISTS. 

Sound tlie loud baujo before and bebind ns, 

Grace to tbe Hough, and a fig for the Smooth ! 

Gentle Heligion’s sweet modesties bind ns 
All to sing, Hey for the Family Booth! 

Cornets and Generals, Ens^ns, Lieutenants, 

Cajotains and Admirals, Colonels and all, 

Blowing our trumpets and waving our pennants, 

Shout for Humility-— keep up the bawl. 

All the world knows we ’re so blessedly ’umble — 

(How like the Master we follow so well I) — 

That for a Booth there ’s no chance of a tumble. 
Though e’en the Temple of Solomon fell. 

Hey for our Catecerine, blushing so feminine, 

Housing the Swiss to conviction of sin ; 

Out on their Beak, who, the tide o’ grace stemmin’, in- 
-sisted on brutally running her in ” I 

List to dear Catherine’s fervent beseeching, 

Even for Prefects, policemen, and aU ; 

Poor old St. Paul rated women for preaching, 
Catherine knows rather more than St. Paul. 

Ancient ideas of efiete Christianity 
Rot in the modem advertisement age ; 

Modesty now is the merest of vanity, 

Prophets and Players must all be the rage. 

Bishops have petted and Parsons have owned us, 

Shares are aU rising, and souls above par ; 

■When on the Eagle we fitly enthroned us, 

Were we in debt ? And who cares if we are ? 

H^py transgressor, forget your transgression ; 

Come and subscribe — we ’ll confess you and soothe : 

Gurs is the true Apostolic Succession, 

Born in a cradle, but crowned— in a Booth I 


Kew drink at ‘‘the American Bax.”^ “The Cole- 
ridge.” It is a soothing beverage, containing one pro- 
portion of spirit to three of syrup. 


A BEOWNE STUDY IN NEW BOND STEEET. 

A CHILL-BLOODED, youth-forgetting creature must be he who can 
walk round the collection of ‘‘ Phiz’s ” Pictures now on exhibition 
at the Fine Art Society’s Rooms in. Hew Bond ^Street, in a simply 
^ critical Lessing’s-Laocoon-like spirit. 

“ I am nothing if not uncritical ! ” one is tempted to exclaim as 
soon as the familiar scrawly signature and unmistakable “ touch ” 
bring back memories of bygone boyish enthusiasms, school-day 


more than sketch light comicalities and laughable caricatures. He 
was fertile of symbolical fancy, and had a feeling for the graceful, 
the dramatically impressive in composition, the grotesque in in- 
congruity, the tragic in antithesis, the whimsical and weird in land- 
scape. A lightly-sketched crowd of fine fantastic Ariel-and-Puck- 
lie creations snow more power and fertility than one correctly 
modelled and carefully stippled, but woodenly lifeless Cherub. 

Some of “Phiz’s” wonder-witched scenes were, iu conception, 
almost worthy of Edgar Allan Poe, if in execution many a duller 


green covers. Haturalistic elaboration? What did we care about 
it then, in the presence of sketchy, but infinitely suggestive, “ go ” ? 
“ Technique ” $ Who bothered about technique m boyhood’s breezy 
hour, when fun and fancy and careless grace were tiie charms we 
cMefiy eared for — and always found — in our favourite ? These were 
pictures, our pictures, the pictures. Michael Angelo might be 
more massive, Mr. Burne-Jones may be more intense ; but this is 
“Phiz.” Not Ha blot Enight Browne! That might do for 
visiting-card, catalogue, or biographical dictionary— not for us. To 
us he was “PHiz”3fow^ court, or, more affectionately, “dear old 
Phiz.” He drew PicJcwick, and Pecksniff, and Sam Weller, and 
Micawher, and Dick Swiveller, and Qmlp, and L^le Nell, and 
these were sufficient Art Credentials for the youth of pre-Rossettian 
Philistia, 

And now ? Well “ Phiz ” is “ Pmz ” still— a “ Phiz ” that has 
not lost sparkle. We see him here in the old familiar shapes, and 
in some new and unsuspected ones. We find that the old enarm 
remains. We :^d, too, that he will stand the test of a genial and 
unpedantic criticrsm, if we care io apply it. He may not “ draw” 


be indicated by such pictures as Trois Vtfs et les Trots Marts ” 
(Ho. 81), Sintram and Death descending into the Dark Valley'*'* 
(Ho. 128), Death* s PeveP* (Ho. 121), and rnaiy a smaller subject. 
Look at the humorous pathos in “ Labour in Vain ” (Ho. 64), the 
honest rollicking fun in the set of Hunting Bits (Hos. 99 to 111), 
belonging to Major Jay — Plucky Major 1 — ^the comical suggestiveness 
of Mourning in all Ages** (Hos. 148 to 160), and Mint to 
Schoolboys with a BircJiy Master ” (Ho. 112), the quaint feeling of 

CL ^ li J X'L-. 


XiUCjLlV gXcLUv XlLiUXy CU JULgiJLU XLg UX GtJXKJL iXXUJXXU UJLXOtV 

our old favourite had range as well as raciness. Often tnin and skimpy, 
sometimes simpering and conventional, when out of his element 
amidst fine Soomty j&gments or pseudo-classic abstractions. Granted. 
But the man who could illustrate Dickens and Lever as he illus- 
trated them, and paint the unelaborated, but harmonious and impres- 
sive “ Les Trois Vifs et les Trois MbrtsJ* fetched a considerable 


ready to admit. 


invention are a good set-off against their oarefuller finish. What 
fine free font WTiat sharp characterisation! What spontaneous 
grace I What frolic phantasy I What weird impressiveness ! 

tetchy ? Of course. But do the self -belauded “ Impressiotiistes ” 
hit a eharacte3\ or suggest a landscape with such rapid felicity ? 


nit a enaracte3\ or suggest a landscape witli such rapid lelicity r 
Limited range r Equally, of course; JEtjery Artist’s range is limited. 
“Phiz” could not draw Yenuses and (Jupids, perhaps. Heither 
could Flaxman draw Cuttles and CMps. But “Pbcez” could do 


sesthetio prejudices. Mr. Punch ramer pities the party, man or boy, 
who cannot spend a pleasant hour with the relics of “ dear old 
‘ Phiz,’ ” at 148, Hew Bond Street. 

Why “ Why should London wait ? ” asks the Daily Telegraph. 

Why, indeed ? ” says Our Robert, “ when there are lots of honest, 
hard-workin’ perfeshnals ready to do all the waitin’ that can 
posserbly he rekwired, for a considerashun.” 


VOL, L2CXXV. 
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A CHEAP OUTINa. 


Can” you get freedom from care at Erigli- 
tou ? It would appear so, from the following 
advertisement, which appeared ia the Sussex 
Daily News : — 

ll/rOTHER, requiring freedom from care, 
IVL asks for fortnight near New Pier at Brigh- , 
ton ; will someone kmdly give it, advertiser being 
unable to afford it. All letters answered. 

Beyond the railway fare, a fortnight near i 
the New Pier could scarcely be very expen- | 
sive ; but possibly the police might object to 
‘‘Mother” hanging about there for so long ^ 
a period, and if she stopped out all night, | 
she might possibly catch cold. Possibly she 
means comfortable apartments in the Xmg’s 
Eoad, fost door, big bow-window, hot 
luncheon at two, choice dinner at eight, 
and a smart Victoria and pair to go out 
a-driving. 

Who longed so much for change of air, 
Who wished to be quite free from care, 
Who hadn’t too much cash to spare ? — 
Why, “Mother” ! 

Who ’d like to spend a fortnight near 
The Bedford or the nice New Pier, 

In quarters free, with rare good cheer ? — 
Why, “Mother”! 

It is a pity that “ Mother ” did not give 
more elaborate details, then we should have 
known how to provide. 


Another Hadyn’s Surprise.— 2 propos 
of our note on Hadtn’s Dictionary 
Dates, a Correspondent informs us that in 
the edition for 1878, AbbI: Franz Li^tz is 
still mentioned as having died in 1868. 
Once having killed him, they stuck to it for 
ten years, at aU events. We haven’t seen 
the latest edition. The ABsi is alive and 
well I and the last number but one of the 
Musical World tells us where he is going 
to spend his winter, in spite of Hatbn’s 
Dictionary of Dates, 


Modest Youth. “May I have the pleasure of Dancing with you, Miss Lightfoot?” 

Miss LigUfoot {to her Mother's horror). “Thanks— NO 1 My Waistband is so tight I Literary Gossip, — “Brass Work at 
can’t move, and so my Shoes ! ” Birmingham,” in the new numb^’ of the 

[Modest Touthf who is, let us say, an Dari of Richard the Firsts creation, six foot eight in his Dnglish Illustrated Magazine, is not by 
p^mps, loith eight hundred thousand a year, and in every respebt the ideal of a Young OirVs Mr, JOSEPH CHAMBERLAIN, but by , Mr. 
Dream — is so touched that he proposes on the spot ! Bernard Bb6ker. 


OOOTTEK CBITIOISM. ' 

occasion , there is no occasion to continue a list the value of which, if 

“‘I was standing,* says the gentleman in question, ‘ at the buffet, when I completed, would, as a psychological and social guide, be obvious, 
suddenly heard the voice of Mr. Oscar Wilde discussing with Mr. Whistler Oscar Wilde and Whistler should lose no time, hut meet 

and others the attributes of two weU-known actr^sea.^ The oritioism is,at j ^ ^ t)uffet after buffet, aocompauied by a shorthand- 

« iw.’„d 

Anderson is pare and fearless as a mountain ,daisy. Full of change as a refeeshment-bar, the thing would oe done, 

rirer. Tender, hresh, sparging, brilliant, superb, placid.** ’ ** 

That such sort of criticism is. as the’ Correspondent truly observes, 

“ at least expressive ” cannot tor a moment he denied, hut in what 
intelligent iBsaimer, or with what distinct result, is perhaps not quite 
so e^dto. ’ " 

Still; m tiiere axe some who acknowledge an indehnite sort of 


as above, the process might with advantage be extended to other 
and equally deserving notabilities. Indeed, a species of brief hand- 
book to ehaxaeter might be essayed on such lines witlyiuch success. 

. Take, for instance, a few names at random : — fM 

Mr. BmGHT might he said to be “solid and ps^ologioal as a 
‘ Diversified and full of surprises as a lobster-salad. 

I Tasty, indigestible, elegant, peppery, fragrant, settling.” 

Or Lord Sahbburt might be disposed of as “ all mght-light and 


Ttttc “ ObientaIi Express” Luxury. — ^The Times Corespondent, 
who seems to have been a nervbus traveller for “ A Special,’’ records 
“ that the motion (of the train) was so smoothf that the people could 
shave throughout the jouruey,” What a cheerful, though after a 
time monotouous, amusement ! He should have signed himself, 
“A Young Shaver.’* And then his desertion of the dinner! 

“ Euhies of red wine, and topazes of ditto ! ” What sort of beverage 
is the latter ? And is “ topazes ” a misprint for “ Topers ” ? Mtei 
many of these tqperses of dittos and red rubies, there couldn t be 
much more steady shaving except by a very old hand. We drink | 
the Special Traveller’s health iu a glass of Double Ditto ! 


The Heab-Guaeters of American Mashery. — Masherchusetts. 




No\^rBER 10, 1883.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


i: 


■I 


:si3' 






ALliAvAlii^ -I'iJ 


A LiVeLV DINNER PMT/ 

' TD/tfMWKs'lt'PEfJNy ICES iTHERBVUAnHUlWEKS T 


PRINCE ALBERT VICTOR OF WALES AT CAMBRIDOE; OR, HOW TO SPEND A HAPPY DAY. 

{Suggested hg a Page in the serum of last Saturday’s Ill-str-t A Z-ni-n N-m.) 





PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIYAEI. [November 10 , 1883 . 


THE SPEAKER. 

(A handbook to Ready-made Oratory,) 

PijEiT III.— MrxrciPix Toasts. 

The position of a Proyincial Mayor is less peculiar than that of 
‘the CSiief Magistrate of the City of London.'’ As a rule, the 


Municipality. The transition from Alderman to Mayor is easy and 
gradn It makes very little difference to anyone, save, perhaps,^ to 
the reporter of the local paper, vrho has to remember the distinction 
between the two grades. But in London the change is magical. 
Before the 9th of November the Lord Mayor Elect is scarcely known. 
He has been, and wiU, after three hundred and sixty-five days of 
office, become once more, a simple Alderman. Sometimes, a veiy 
simple iiderman. His name will be mentioned with an apologetic 
snme by the vast majority of those who know 1^ when he is not 
residing at the Mansion House, but during his tenancy of that 
desirable residence, he will be accepted as a somebody — a rather 
ridiculous somebody — ^but still a somebody. For one whole year he 
will be Host in G-eneral to the Metropolis of the World. He will have 
to entertain Bishops, Statesmen, Scientists, and Royalties. Hay, it 
is possible that he may have to welcome to his honest but not humble 
house Sovereigns, and even the very Majesty of England itself. Any 
letter he addresses to the papers (especially during the earUer months 
of his reign) will be honoured with large type, and all his speeches 
wiR be given in full. His great object should be to defend the raison 
ietre of his office. It should be his task in proposing the health of 
such-and-such a celebrity, to trace the connection between the City 
and the City’s guest, and to lead up to the reply. If not particularly 
interesting in itself, his speech should be the cause of interest in the 
speeches made by others. Much latitude is permitted him in pro- 
nunciation. He may take as a golden rule the line, “ Look after the 
thoughts and sentiments, and allow the aspirates to look after them- 
selves.^’ He must mind his “ps” and “qs,” but need not keep a 
severe watch over his “hs.” Ho one expects the Lord Mayor of 
London to be a devoted student of the laws laid down by the late 
Ldoiley Mubhay. Occasionally a “ Chief Magistrate ” is found to 
be thoroughly weU-edueated. The present Loed Mayoe Elect, for 
instance, is an example of this exception to the general rule, and one 
of Ms colleagues, too, who has not passed the; Chair, is actually a 
Master of Arts of the University of Cambridge. But these cases must 
be regarded as rather startling innovations. And startling innova- 
tions are never very popular in the Gruildhall. 

The great occasion for Civic oratory is unquestionably the 9th of 
Hovember, when the intellect of the nation is gathered together to 


“ House of Lords,^^—A Tory Lord Mayor will, of course, speak of 
fhiR institution with much respect. Mr. ALDEnMAN F owlee no doubt 
will refer vrith approval to the suggestion of Ms predecessor that the 
Chamber of Peers and the Court of Aldermen are very much alike— 
especially the Court of Aldermen. 

House of Commons,'^— Bis LordsMp vriU apologise for the short- 
comings of the popular assembly. “Asa Member nimself,’’ he will 
probably furnish autobiograpMcal reminiscences. Each reminiscence 
may commence with “ I remember on one occasion in the House, when 
I was talking to a Statesman who before now has enjoyed the confi- 
dence of Her Majesty, that,” and then will follow the story. 

“ Her Majestjfs Minister s,^^—B% will say that “ politics are not 
admissible at a gathering such as this.” Having laid down tMs rule, 
he will proceed to break it. He will call attention to the rumours 


Beeches to the People for ever. He will give a “ nasty one ” to the 
Home SECEETAny. He will probably have something to say about 
the late Lord Beaconseield and Ms foreign policy. The connection 
between the City and Ireland will possibly furmsh a subject upon 
which to hang some pleasant sa3ring about the G-overnment and the 
present condition of the Emerald Isle. He will conclude by making 
the discovery that after all (m “ spite of all temptations ”) Liberals 
and Conservatives, Whigs and Tories, are yet Enghshmen, and may 
be expected “ to behave as such.” TMs last sentiment wiR^ be the 
concession that a host feels bound to yield to a guest. He wiR sug- 
gest that although the members of the present Government are rather 
partial to waRowmg in blood and mud, they have one great redeem- 
ingpoint — they are fond of City turtle ! 

Having disposed of these toasts and received snubbings, more or 
less pronounced, from the Foeeign Secbetaey, the Marquis of 
Habtengton, and Mr. Gladstone, he may “ rest and be thankful.” 


eyes of the nation are most concerned with “ Ms LordsMp.” He has 


He wiR say the conventional things in the conventional manner, and 
receive the conventional applause. It is when he has to propose the 


He must be dignmea ana conciliatory, ana yet nave tne couraffe of 
Ms principles. He must not be frightened at the Pbemieb’s uniform, 
,and when the costume of a more than usuaRy gorgeous Ambassador 


CMef Magistrate of the First City of the UMverse,” and the ancient 
seats of learning, because “ amongst the Aldermen is a Master of Arts 
of the Umversity of Cambridge.” During Ms year of office he wiR say 
something civR to the Judges, because he presides at the Central ' 
Criminal Court, to the Bishojps, because the daughter of a Lord 
Mayor is occasionaRy married in St. Paul’s Cathedral, to the FeRows 
of me Royal Society, because telephones are now in general use m 
the neighbourhood of the Mansion^ House. "When he attends 
the Royal Academy Banquet he wiR, of course, caR attention 
to the fact that the City Authorities frequently purchase pictures. 
Before now, “Literature” has been entertained in the Mansion 
House. Should the Authors be asked to the Egyptian HaR in 1884, 
no doubt Ms LordsMp wiR refer to the Free Library near the Mayor’s 
Court, and say something reaRy nice about the marketeble value of 
brains in the Nineteenth Centiuy. He may even admit (if in a very 
good humour) that brilRant thoughts are nearly as precious as grey 
shirtings. Again, there is a precedent for Actors going East of 
Temple Bar. If they make this journey during the next twelve 
months, the Lord Mayor will very likely express himself as quite 
pleased with some of the works of the late Wldliaji Shaespeade. 

To sum up. For a year Ms Lordship vriR have the privRege of 
patroMsing everybody and everything. He wiR be Rstened to during 
tMs time with patience, if not respect. When, however, the regula- 
tion reign expires, he disappear into the ranks, and become once 
more an ordinary individual, whose oratory wiR be most suitable to 
a local vestry. 


wOl be able to put down opposition by clamour. Thip reassured, he 
riiould pass through the ordeal successfuRy. To assist “Ms Lord- 
sMp,” ms Guide (wMch is nothing if not practical) contains a few 
suggestions for dealing with the various toasts that have to be given 
from the Chair on the 9th of November. It will be seen that the 
leading idea is to give the “local colouring” of the City to every 
proposition. Here then f oRoweth— 

Smts for Speeches to be made by the Lord Mayor at Ids *iCall 
‘ Army ^ Havy, and Introduce aRusion to the City 


Refer to the love of past CMef Magistrates for excursions on .the 
Thames, “ Should the nation he reaRy in danger, the City Barge 
would he manned hy the Watermem ready to expel the foreign 
intruder ! ” London Militia has for its Colonel Sir Reginald Hanson, 
Master of Aris of the University of Cambrige. The Lady Mayoress 
is fond of giving away prizes to the City Tolunteers. Conclude by 
saym^. “ Napoleon Bonapabte, referring to the great com- 
mercial mterests of the City of London, caRed the ET^gliab a ‘nation 


of * ^opkeepers ’ — for aR mat the B 
British pluck and Bri^h bayonets I ” 


GUT FENIAN. 

Oh, pity the poor Fenian who has tried to wreck a train, 

Or blow a puhRc building up with dynamite in vain ; 

He has wasted Ms materials, not created much alarm, 

Done anything or anyone but very Rttle harm, 

Except himself ; for haply the PoRce are on the track : 

And then he ’s like to Repiard with the hounds behind Ms back. 
If a conspirer, Eeeny stands within Law’s long-armed reach ; 
’Tis probable some one of Ms acoompRees wiR peach. 

No damage worth a button for Ms deed has he to show ; 

And when he ’s*caught, to prison Hke the pickpocket he ’R go, 
Be sent Ms whole me long m penal servitude to pass, 

Having f aRed as an assassin, and but made himself an ass. 

Oh, pity the poor Fenian who, ior hate to England’s Crown, 
Cares not how many people he blows up or houses down, 

Causes a mere explosion,- and commits a bootless crime. 

Alas, that pity on himself he didn’t take in time I 


Champion Champagne Show.— If one is started, it should be 
caRed “ Another Phiz CoUection.” 
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FAMILY PORTRAIT. 


Gfigshy. the way, that’s a new Piottjee, Sie Pompey— the Knight in Aemoue, I mean !” 

Sir Fomjpey Bedell. *‘Ee— yes. It came to me in eathee a oiteiohs way— -ee — too long to relate at present. It’s an 
Ancestor of miite— a Bedell of Richard the Third’s period I ” 

Grigsby {who made an all but successful offer of three-seoenteen-six for said Pictv/re, last weeTc, to old Moss Isaacs j in Wardour Street), ** By 
Jove, he was peeciotis near being an Ancestor of Mins too I'* 

[Proceeds to explain, bud is interrupted by Sir P,^$ proposing to join the Ladies, 


SWEET m'm. 

“ Bites, tlie owner "of property condemned as unfit for habitation, is getting 
from 50 to 60 per cent, upon nis money .” — The Bitter Cry of Outcast London, 

Sweet Home ! The hiiax-scented lane is sweet 
Some seven miles hence ; exotic odonrs fleet 
Through the dull haBs that Dives builds hard by 
The hidden bounds of this slime-cumbered street* 

But sweetness here f Do blossoms blend their breath 
'With Malebolge’s fumes ? What burdeneth 
^ . The dug^h air of this rain-sodden slum 
Is disembodied horror, worse than death. 

' ; Meet with foulness palpable, unveiled, 

Miasma at whose breath rude health had paled, 

More than the pestilential tropic swamp, 

Where lurhs theBlayer by bright blooms o^ertrailed. 

Yet more with that, the deeper, deadlier taint, 
lumalpable, obscure, unshaped in plaint, 

In speech unworded, whose soul-palsying touch 
Unnerves the boldest, makes the stoutest feint. 

Sweet Home! Sardonic as the Accuser’s jeer - 
Sound the heart-moving words when uttered here, 

^^ere life is a sin-poisoned agony, 

And .even love a shape of leprous fear. ^ 

.I^^ebour ? Here the primal curse in sooth 

uiudlayed by mirth, affection, ruth, 

* % Crushing beneath its unrelenting stress 
Age’s lasthop^, and the first spring of youth. 


Such labour! Heaven! to think of fingers thin 
Toiling in pain the grey hours round, to win 
From the swol’n hoards of wealth some scanty dole, 
Tithed by the triflers, who toil not, nor spin. 

Tithed ? Nay, much more than tithed, for Mammon’s grip 
Snatches the morsel from the hxmgering lip : 

And Mammon’s minions, wringmg gold from pest, 
Penury’s portioned mite shall not let slip. 


Property’s eold-mine — this ! How sweet to think 
That herded thralls of want, and crime, and drink, 

Though all too foul to touch the skirts of Wealth, 
Well-squeezed, make Mammon’s guineas chink ! 

Not useless, no I Cold Competition’s slaves, 

At least they swell Pactolus, whose broad waves 
With no whit less of eager swiftness flow. 

That they flow o’er slain victims, or ’midst graves. 

Why should they ? Whose the blame of that strange flood 
Dram down from fetid flats of marsh and mud ? 

Or whO'Will hold him gmlty if the stream 
Like Egypt’s plague-smit river show like blood P 

Brave ^uents verily ! And Affluence, clean 
In show as its new-minted coin’s bright sheen, 

Batfcens upon these pest-spots, sucks curst spoil 
From lazar-haunts of lust and labour lean. 

Choked back from the huge City’s thick-piled maze, 
Crowded aside from Comfort’s deanlier ways. 

They slave and sin and multiply and die, 

These pariahs whose strange “ Home” disgusts— but pays^ 
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Pays wliom ? The smug House-jobber, hard of eye 
As heart, the Git, the Peer, the Bishop. Why 
Portion too nicely ? It pays careless greed 
And its blind incarnation— Property. 

Sixty per cent. ! That covers so much shame, 

Dulls too quick sensibility to blame. 

“ Property on these plague-spots fatly feeds. 

TJhat shall a^vake it to the nigher claim r 

Shall it be Pestilence slow stealing hence, 

To strike through callous Comfort’s vain defence ? 

Or Misery’s red revolt ? or the late stir 
Of harrowed feeling and indignant sense ? 

Home ? Ghetto plus Gehenna, reeking through 
With all abomination, stye, and stew, 

Alsatia, torture-house, slave-pen in one ! 

Once more the cry breaks forth — JFhat shall we do ? 

Wake wordy fuss, which, rising like the dust. 

So falls ? Gregariously groan, then thrust 
The oft-gHmpsed spectre back into its lair, 

Sight -banished, but unlaid ? Not so, we trust I 

Yast problems, many-sided, maddening, wait 
Time’s slow solution, but we may abate 
With Law’s swift hand this wrong—that Dives thrives 
Upon the woes of LiuZAitrs at his gate. 

He shall not still, to swell his loved per-cents, 

Pej^etuate these pest-breeding tenements, 

IS or use vile vice and slavish toil as tilth 
And pasturage of Wealth in “ Mammon’s Dents.” 

FOOTLIGHT CONFIDENCES; 

OR, WHAT THE CABLE MAT COME TO. 
****** 

Here we are at ShckvilLe ! As there was only a slight not at the 
Station, and not more than five thousand firemen accompanied me to 
my hotel, joining in the new national serenade, Senry gits nicely 
along I ” i confess I was somewhat disappointed at the reception. 

No ; it has decidedly not been all I was led to expect, and it has 
therefore been a real oonsob,tion to me to receive here a batch of 
London papers, and peruse that glorious leader on my first ajppear- 
ance in New xork, that somehow found its way into the Times, 
How excessively grotesque I I wonder, now, who on earth managed 
that ! C. is civil, but ne is certainly no fool. Could it have been 
H. ? or W. M. ?— or dear old Dodtjs perhaps ? NHmporte I whoever 
did it, it was excellent fooling, and I laughed heartily ; and when I 
showed it to Beam Stokee, it struck him as so excruciatingly funny 
that he nearly had a fit. He took the opportunity, however, of 
again impressing most earnestly ^on me the nece^ity of not allow- 
ing myself to be carried away, as i am sometimes, in my after-dinner 
utterances. He pointed out, almost severely, to me that I had seve- 
ral times, with great indiscretion, added to what Hattoe' had set 
down for me to say,— much to the annoyance of BEatton, who does 
not like to see his carefully-prepared speeches spoilt by the introduc- 
tion of bits of what he calls my “ unbusiness-like and clumsy gag.” 
I dare say he is right, for I fully admit that I do^ sometimes forget 
the ridiculous humbug underlying all this spouting and screaming 
and handkerchief -waving, and find mysefi compelled to gush 
tremendou^. But is not the temptation strong ? I api not an 
illustrious General, a world-renowned Philosopher, a distinguished 
Humanitarian, or even an ordinary Emperor. Why, then, should I 
be made the excuse for an unceasing and universal ovation ? I ask 
Beam Stoker this, and he only smiles signMeantiy^ and tells me to 
‘‘mind my own business, and leave it to him.” He is a wonderful 
fellow is Beam Stokee. So is my tried and constant biographical 
friend and secreta^, Joseph Hattoh. Tes, I will endeavour to act 
on their advice ! Ma ! here come the Mayor and Municipal Authori- 
ties crowned in laurel, and ready to carry me on their shoulders to 

the “ lunch ” at tiie local Tantalus Club. 

****** 

The lunch, though it began well, bas been a noisy afEair on the 
whole, and the little bit I interpolated into my speech about the 
growing glories of the rival township of Wittlesburg^ has, so Beam 
Stoker says, given gre at offence, I couldn’t help tening them that, 
when at that rising Western city, after the Second Act of JRomeo ana 
JuUet, a large clomes-basket, full of mango jeUy, fresh vegetables, 
and Bourbon whiskey, was let down from the proscemum by ropes 
of roses to my very feet, my heart went out to my audiencelthen and 
there, and I had ^the greatest difficulty in getting it back. I had 
scarcely uttered this, when Hattoh was pelted with Blue-Point 
shell and salad-plates, it having got wind that he is responsible for 
my public sentiments. I am extremely sorry, and must reaJfy be 
carefnl. It appears that there is some feud between these rising 


places, and that my reference has, therefore, been unfortunate. I am 
afraid this argues a doubtful reception to The Bells this evening. 
Beam Stoker advises me strongly either to let Bottom play for me, 
or go through the Mesmerist Scene with a tinned umbrella. I will 
think this out. 

****** 

As I hear the booking is excessively brisk, and have also been 
informed that all the people in the Western States have taken a hint 
from that clapping lesson I gave the New York Reporter the other 
day, I cannot but believe that the reception will be quite tremendous. 
I have, therefore, decided. I may wear a japanned tea-tray, up my 
back, but — I shall to-night play "Matthias myself. 

****** 

The ordeal is over. I am standing on the debris of the stage, 
surrounded by a crowd of excited literary interviewers. What can 
I say of what I thought of my reception, for they are asking me a 
thousand questions on all sides ? I am trying to recall my impres- 
sions of the performance. I tell them that as soon as I came on in 
the First Act a shower of rotten eggs established in my mind beyond 
a doubt the conviction that I felt my audience. So it was all along ; 
and when, on the appearance of the Polish Jew, a dead eat leveUea 
at my head, fortunately hit Ms instead, mj shriek of laughter was so 
hearty, so unexpected, and so wild, that it fairly brought down the 
house, and enabled the Second Act to he proceeded with without any 
immediate attempt to lynch the Manager, or tear up the benches. 
But when towards the close of the play I retired to my couch amidst 
a hail of footstools, I began to fear I should have tough work mth 
the Mesmerist. For au Americau audience is keener, handier, 
stronger in the wMstle, harderfisted, and takes better shots with an 
occasional chair than an English one. At the Lyceum if I stand on 
my head the’StaHs receive it in silence, and not a coat-sleeve cracks 
with applause. If, indeed, I wish for a handful, I have to get it, as 
best I can, from the Pit. Here I got not one, but dozens, from the 
whole house. They came in torrents. The stage was like a market- 
garden. It was magnificent ; and I so thoroughly felt my audience 
this time, that in a transport of spipathv, when falling over the 
coat of the murdered Jew, I picked up a large-sized cabbage, and 
flung it back, right across the Auditorium, into the back of the 
Refreshment Saloon. This was the Mt of the evening. There was 
a rush for the stage, the gas was toned out, and, after a short 
skirmish with five companies of Marines, the house was cleared, and 
we were able to reckon the evening’s takings. 

Asked then what I thought of an American “ pelt”; I said it was 
hearty, and, seizing a dead cat by the tail, I flung it into the chan- 
delier by way of illustration. 

Pressed by the Reporters to say if I thought I should venture on 
Charles the Mrst to-morrow night without a couple of six-shooters 
in each boot, I intimated that I might possibly get Beam Stoker to 
play it, and sit in front myself and look on. 

I was about to give them a few more items of dramatic intelligence, 
when they tore off to cable the above to the British PresiSs Bo, on 
the whole, I have every reason to be satisfied with my 

* * * * * * 


A YOICE EROM A GATE. 

The Cate we refer to is the present lessee of the Elephant and 
Castle Theatre— (by the way, why couldn’t tMs .lumbering old name 
be changed?) — and he has made an important step in the right 
direction by heading Ms programme with this, in the clearest possible 
type: — 

“Notice. — order to prevent unnecessa^ noise, and that the plot of 
the piece may run without interruption, No CaliiS before the Curtain 
■win oe permitted.” 

Excellent ! And no calls after the Curtain either. ‘ ‘ When my cue 
comes, call me” — and only then, should be tbe theatrical professional’s 
motto. The audience will soon get tired of calling if nobody comes. 
And of course the printed notice on the stage to the Actors must he 
that no calls are to be taken on pain of forfeiture of engagement. TMs 
must apply to Authors, Scene-Painters, Machinists, and Composers as 
well. And even when the Composer is conducting Ms own Opera, he 
must at the end of every Act disappear at the first round of applause, 
and resolutely set his face gainst a call ”— and tMs will be the 
more easy for biTn to do as Ms proper position is with Ms back to the 
audience. Yet, stop !— how can the Composer ** set Ms face against” 
a caR without toning round ? This must be thought out. In the 
meantime, hfcp. Cave has set a good example, wMch we trust the 
Lessees, Managers, and leading Actors and Actresses will imme- 
diately follow.' Friends at a distance (in America) will kindly 
accept tMs iutimation.” We hope Mr. Caye will stick to Ms rule, 
and that he will not cave in; 


OuTSEDE "the Covekt GAJEsnEK Orera-Hoitse. — “ OChe Duke of 
Mhdeorb’s Cabbage Cart stops the way 1 ” ^ 
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Hope my dragger is a man to be trusted 
— ^willing and able. Wonder wbat bis naiae 
is. Why not call him Able Deagoee ? I 
do so. He doesn’t take the least notice.' 
Evidently thinks I ’m light-headed. Won- 
der if he charges by weight? If light- 
headed, he oughtn’t to charge so much. 
Song, “ Weight for the Waggon,^’ No. 
“ Weight for the Chair y I trust Able 
will be careful. Perhaps I ought to call 
him Mr. Chairman. Reminds me of a 
public meeting — ^‘Mr. Chairman, I rise to 

f rotest ” Unfortunately I can’t rise, as 

have a game leg — do you require a game 
licence for a game leg? — and am tightly 
strapped and buckled within a leathern 
apron. I am in the power of Able. He can' 
do just as he likes with me : he may turn 
me over, or he may shoot me into the sea, 
or run races with other chairs. Fancy Bath- 
chair Paces, with real invalids, all properly 
handicapped. If I entered, I should have 

to be knee-capped ^but no matter ! This 

is no time for frivolity. Don’t quite know 
how to behave in a Bath-chair, Fancy my 
bearing is too jovial. Eather too much of 
the Bath-brick I I temper it by putting on 


a sentimental expression, and end by appear- 
ing like a faint fool. A disgusting red man 
who has just passed shakes his head, says 
something to his friend, looks at me, and 
taps his forehead. I should just like to 
jump out, and tap him all over with my 
trusty Malacca. I yeU (Jut “Hi!” to 
Able, but he takes no notice, ^ He is prob- 
ably afraid, if there is a scrimmage, his 
chair will be inj lired. I protest I do not feel 
at all ea^. “ Shall I not take mine knees 
in my— Chair ? ” Ahem 1 — Shaespeaee ! 

Try to look unconcerned. Begin to whistle. 
Old Lady who passes by looks shocked. 
Why shouldn’t invalids whistle, fr so dis- 
TOdged ? We have heard of the Whistling 
wster— why not the WTaistling Invalid r 
Efowever, I may be wrong. I withdraw the 
whistle, and begin to sing “ Chair y Boy By 
Chair ! ” beating at the same time a vigorous 
‘ * 3;um-tum ” accompaniment on the leathern 
apron, A lot of school-girls pass by two- 
and-two. Not only a number of impudent, 
short-frocked frilHstines, but several grace- 
ful girls in their “ last half,” every single 
one of them — I emphasise “single” — old 
enough to be thinking of becoming a “ better 
half,”— in most oases a very “becoming” 
better half. The whole crew giggle out- 
rageously. I wish I could see their 
governess, I would at once report their 
disgraceful behaviour. 

Don’t think I am popular with other 
invalids. They don’t seem to “welcome 
me to their circle.” Old Gentlemen make 


“ALL HIS EYE.^^ 

Fdbbmscm . “ Excuse me, Sie, isn’t that my Umb — these aee the only Two left, 

AND this is ceetainly NOT {A sTuMy hlacJc Orngham!) 

Jovmes, “Eh 11— Well, I deolaee— so I have— Thousand Paedons— my unfoetunate 
Coioue-Blindness— Coloue-Blind, Sie I ” IBestores neat green Silk ! 


LAYS OP A LAZY MINSTEEL. 

IN A BATH-CHAEB. 

Why haven’t you heard before ? Why? Didn’t you know ? Because I ’ve damaged my 
knee fearfnlly. Not allowed to walk. JKnocked off my feet! Of course you can’t write 
verse without feet. Ha, ha I That’s the reason I’m in a Bath-chair at Brighton. Good 
9j)|)ortanity for composing poems, Bath^chair Ballads (by A Bath Bunn— Ah I “ When other 
hm” djo.), Chairy Ifothmgsy Lays of a Lame ’ Tiny Baholings of a Bath Chap. Find it diffi- 
cult to get beyond titles. Chair rolls so. Something might be done with tftle rCUy I fancy. 

» Anolher thing— can’t take my banjo with me. People would think I was a nigger-minsfrel 
not BO black as he is painted, and would “ support the chair ” by contributing coppers. Good 
notioaL ft) on the Pier, sit in my Bath-chair, and recite my own poems. Those who had paid 
twopence to come on, would give shiUmgs to get off, i£ I once began. Spec for Company. 


child, gazes on me reproachfully, and a 
swollen, rubicund, goutesque Port- Admiral, 
looks as though he would like to hang me 
at the yard-arm. Will try it once more, 

I and let you know. 

A Riparian Rhyme. 

“ The Staines Sanitair Authorities have been 
fined for polluting the Thames with drainage. 
—Baity Baper. 

The Sanitary Savans of Staines 

Had better look after their drains ; 


They’re sure to be fined for their pains ! 


On the Attobney-Genehal. — Terr 
sharp chap Sic Henet James. In fact, he s 
quite “ James and Thobne.” 
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THE WORSHIP OF 
TIXSEL. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS ~No. 161. 


HA^LDLr iiave the Mayor and i 
Corporation of Cork recovered 
from, tie exertion ofpresenting 
an addre‘ss to Mr. Hexex Ir- 
TE«'s-, vhen they are called 
Tipcta perform the same 
ceremony on behalf of Mr. 
Bahilx Stliivas-. There may 
he other shooting stars in the 
theatricai firmament vrho will 
claioa. aad receive the same 
disliiignished attention, until 
we shall he compelled to ask 
these 3Cayors and Corrora- 
tions what honours they nave 
left tc present to real heroes 
and j^aragons? If counter- 
feit presentments of imaginary 
virtnes are to be treated in 
this way, what will become of 
the great soldiers and bene- 
factors who may in the future 
do the world some , service ? 
If eveiT tragedian who fights 
a broad- sword *eombat is to 
he treated as if he had won 
a now Jk.mcourt or Water- 
loo, these Mayor and Corpor^ 
tion addresses will lose theft 
value. 

A solor and respectful ad- 
miiatioa for one or more great 
Actors, that is not adnlterated : 
with Bamumism, and is not; 
degrading buth to giver and 
recei'^r, is worthy of support 
and imitation ; hut enthu- 
siasmaieal or aneoted, sponta- ^ 
neons or stimulated, wMch 
goes to the length to which 
some of these ‘‘demonstra- 
tLona*’ are going, deserves to 
be stigfiatised as the present 
WoisBp of Tinsel, 


“ I ’it so sorry my friend the 
her. Mr, Austgee, the Reader, 
didn^t sond me tickets,” said 
Mrs. Bamsbotham, ^‘as I 
should like to have seen the 
Show of ‘ Christmas Anthems * 
at the Temple last "week. 
It’s rather early for them, 
though!” 



SIR MOSES MORTEFIOEE, 

A “HEBREW OF TEE HEBREWS," 

Who, on the 8th day of Chestan (z.e.. Nor, 8, '‘vert Old Style'*), 

ENTERS ON THE HUNDREDTH YeAR OF HIS BLAMELESS, BRAVE, AND 
UNIVERSALLY BENEFICENT LlEE. 


^rCD-SALAD MUDDLE. 

The Co™ration won’t re- 
lieve the Duke of Mudford 
of his Mud-Salad Garden 
res;^nsibility. It ’s really 
asking too much,” is what 
I they seem to say ; hut they are 
‘ wron^, and have lost a chance. 

I Still, if the Duke can do what 
! he likes with his own in the 
I way of selling it, why can’t he 
earn the ^titade of Lon- 
doners by having it kept in 
better order under new rules 
and regulations, and, as op^r- 
tunity offers, introducing im- 
provements, refusing to renew 
leases except on certain con- 
ditions, and so gradually but 
effectually making a clean 
sweep of it ? If his Grace can 
do what he likes with his own, 
let him do this. If he doesn’t 
— ^then it is either because he 
has not the power (and if this 
is so, who has?), or the im- 
provement which London ex- 
pects of him is not what his 
Grace likes. Let his Grace, 
sacrificiug for awhile his en- 
joyment of sea-breezes and 
the pure Devonshire air, take 
the house lately known as 
“ Evans’^” and live in the 
heart of Mnd-Salad Market for 
six months. Evans’s would 
make a capital ducal mansion. 
*‘If yon want a thing well 
done, do it yourself” — at all 
events, see to it yourself ; and 
we warrant there would soon 
be a decided improvement. 


Mrs. Ramsbotham was in- 
structing her youngest niece 
in French manners and cus- 
toms. ^^The 2nd of Novem- 
ber, my dear,” she explained, 
“ is the day when they visit 
all the seminaries, and lay 
chapels of flowers on the 
graves, a beautiful custom I 
The French call this day the 
Jeic de Mots^a, phrase, my 
dear, that no doubt you have 
often heard, but never under- 
stood,” 


ANOTHER LITTLE HOLIDAY CRUISE. 

Here break we qff” — Return overland route, 

Heter met with such weather as in the Hebrides and in the Scotch 
Lochs. Ho knowing where to have it. It pours, aad you put on your 
mackintosh and waterproof cap and cape. YVhen carefully buttoned 
up in these, out comes the sun, and off come all the above-mentioned 
arhcles except the cap, unless you have had sufficient forethought to 
hare brought a lighter cap with you. Directly you row, or have 
been Toxred, or, if on shore, you have walked a lew yards, the rain 
re-coimences, has a short struggle with the sun, conquers, and has 
the next half-hour all to itsefi a downpour in torrents, when, just 
as you have made up your mind to return to the Yacht, sunhght 
appears, as mudb as to say, “ Hold on ! I’m coining to the rescue, 
more powerful than ever ! ” You hesitate ; ^ sun and rain have a 
strug^e, sun getting stronger and stronger, rain weaker and weaker, 
imfcu it disappears altogether, the mists roE away, the mountain-tops 
are visible, the sl^ is blue, the flies come out and bite fiercely to 
make up for lost time— (a Scotch fly is a most persistently irritating 
insect ,* when it finds someone it really likes, it scarcely leaves him 
fox a second, and if it does, it comes **bock agen” fresher than 
ever)— and in another moment the waterproofs are voted a nuisance, 
are carried over the arm, coat-oollars are turned down, some of the 
party complain of the closeness and heat of the weather, others pre- 
pare to strip off and carry their waistcoats ; and all, ^ace flies, are 


admiring the view, when somebody exclaims, ‘‘Hang it! Wasn’t 
I that a drop of rain r ” Some boxful person denies it. If Etlltck 
j has asserted that he^ has just felt a drop of rain, Cratley will 
I immediately assure him that he must be mistaken, and that such 
a thing is impossible. Ejlucil says he was not mistaken, and 
declares he has just felt another. 

“ That time I admit,” says Ceaxlet, true to ffis colour of contra- 
diction, under which he would ffie sooner than yield, “ I ffid, hut not 
when you first spoke.” And in another second the rain and sun 
drama is enacted all over again, and, tired of the monotony of the 
variety, we retumi to the Yacht, and — this is the usual resource — ^ask 
at what hour dinner is ordered. 

Whatever the time mentioned, if ElnxiCK is pleased, Craxlex 
sighs ; or if Craeiex is delighted, and says^ “ Ah ! that exactly suits 
me I ” Ehijcce wishes it were later, or earher, or at ^y time, in fact, 
when CbatIjEt doesn’t want it. C^xley, however, is generally most 
pleased when it is at an hour which doesn’t suit anyone — ^not even 
our host precisely. 

****** 

Strome ibrry.— Here my brief holiday comes to an end, and I <iuit 
the Crema, My life on the ocean wave has been a short but merry 
one. n -RAT T.w also leaves. Other guests are coming to take our 
riaoes. KiIiEICK is to remain for the whole voyage. The Merry 
Young Steward keeps up his Mark Taphy character to the last, and 
on the momiiig of my departure he enters the cabin with a radiant 
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smile to inform the Commodore that “ he ’s been ashore, and there ’s 
no meat to be got anywhere.” 

"Wliat ’s to be done ? The Meiry Steward, brighter than ever, 
mahes a suggestion. “Wouldn’t it be as well to tele^aph to *the 
Gentleman who is coming’ aboard to bring a round of beef with him ? ” 
After adl, even the pains of separation can be ameliorated by the 
' consideration of the sufferings of others. I am going straight throng] 
to Town, and offer to send them any beef ana mutton mom there , 
but at the same time suggest that, as Ceayley is going “by easy 
stages” — as Cardinal Wolsey travelled— to his destination, he could 
send them provisions from Inverness, and, indeed, from various 
stations aH along the line. 

JReturn Through Journey^''* JExjgress Notes . — Strome Ferry to 
Inverness. ' First part of scenery wild and wonderful. ^ Panorama 
changes to low and lovely, with Ben somebody in the distance, and 
- then at Inverness to lower and unlovely on the^ shore-side, and to 
bold and blusterous on the other, or sea-side, with Fort George at 
the farthest point, which I am informed is evidently a nice warm 
station for the soldiers, and on that account generally chosen by the 
Authorities as a depot for any troops fresh from India. How 
tropical must be the situation anyone can judge for himself when 
informed that it is built on what Estate Agents call an eligible and 
picturesque site, commanding uninterrupted views of the river and 
mainland on one side, and of the German Ocean on the other. 

Invermss — ^in time for the iahle d^hote at aU the hotels. 
Can only go 'to one. Fair table d'hote. Usual eccentric tourists, and 
wonderruf females. ^ Everybody making arrangements to be called 
early. Meet a shooting friend unexpectedly, who, having been forced 
to remain here alone for some hours, has read two tnree-volume 
novels, and, not lil^g to dine alone, has determined upon renewing 
reminiscences of Hs childhood by buying a sweet cake, which he 
intended to eat with his tea^ — poor fellow!— and so to bed about 
eight, r imve him from this miserable fate, and in a burst of 
grateful ho^itaHty he asks me to dine with him. Pommery sec 
instead of tea. I accept, and we foregather tiU nearly ten, when I 
have to continue my “through journey ” to London via Perth and 
Stirling. 

Having bespoken a berth in a sleeping-saloon— there ’s still some 
sKght reminiscence of the yacht about tms— I dispose myself for the 
night. N.B. (North Britam.) This sleeping accommodation has not 
yet been brought within measurable distance of perfection. 

Perfectly fresh — as fresh as one ever can be during a night 
journey under the present conditions. I slip out, in full yachtSig 
costume, to breakfast at Perth. More nautical now, on shore, than 
I was at sea, 

• Perth Express Breakfast ! If there be an oasis in the dusty desert 
of the Eailwaj Station Commissariat system, it is this I it is this I 
Cleanly, bright, cold meats, hot drinks, tea and coffee, — ^I had -some 
“grounds” for saying that the coffee was not perfect, — eggs and 
bacon, salmon, all on the “ cut and come again ” principle, hot rolls, 
toast-and-butter, real mac-marmalade and jam ad lih.j what more 
could be desired by the most voracious and capacious traveller with 
a clear half-hour before bi-m p 

^ Then off by 7’30 train to Edinburgh via Stirling, with— and here 
is the great defect— no prospect of await of more than five or ten 
minutes anyi^|Lere,'and not should the train be unpunctual. 

We pass tbro^h pretty country highly cultivated, but the boldness 
has oisappearea ; the wild has become tame ; the waters are no 
Imger turbulent torrentsj but placid streams, or rippling rivulets. 
The distant moors suggest grouse, the hillside cotoges are neat 
and comfortable. The horses sleek and shining in the sunlight ; 
the cows, evidently accustomed to a regular life, repose luxu- 
riously between busmess hours, while the sheep are contentedly 
gra^g, never once lifting their heads at the sound of the trW — 
unlike their rough-coated, twisted-homed cousins in the parts we ’ve 
been visiting,' which are ever on the alert, and dart away at the 
^proach of any footstep, except that of their own particular attendant, 
storm-emotive ” is over, and the “ pastorale ” has commenced. 
(Jivihsationt Boys begin to cry yesterday’s London afternoon 
papers, hnt I havb already got the Scotsman, with all the latest 
news of any importance from town. I read how pairing has begun, 
how everyone is off for a vacation, how the business' of Sie nation is 


hoy who has to remain in to do a task while all the others are off for 
their holiday, — for I am coming back to work. 

Stations en route — 

“ Berwiek-on-Tweed ” — sounds Hke the work of an author on 
!^ouserings.” Has a legal twang like “ Byies on Bills.” 

.At ^f5V'0^tle,—T^ first thing to see is an Old Castle, probably 
tw i^adenoe of Old Emg Coal. The town is being vaslly improved. 
« ^ shall have half-an-honr at York for refreshments. 

Ve wan^ I ” Bon^t know where this is from. Perhaps 
^ E^oes always answer. 


^&i^et^sOup, fish, meat, pudding, cheese ; the 
: roasting atj 2$. a head,, to be taken in half-an- 


hour, which, deducting three minutes for the walk to and from the 
Eefreshment-Boom, is feediug at the rate of au in&iitesimal frac- 
tion over a penny a minute. One plateful of anything, however, if 
all eaten, will stodge the hungriest traveller unless he ’s a champion 
lunch-eater, and can do it against time. One shilling for a B.-and-S. 
is dear, hut the profit must be made somewhere. 

We race through Doncaster — stop at Grantham for tickets — see 
Peterborough Cathedral, and think of Mr. "WHAiLEY — glimpse of 
Huntingdon race-course — St. Neot’s, where, of course, a tidyiet of 
people five under the patronage of St. Neot. Flat country— pass 
small station, apparently called “ London News,” as that is all I can 
see, written up in white letters on a bine board — cultivation every- 
where— good roads— country giving promise of good shooting-coverts 
for September — “every bird has his day” — new proved — close 
fields— big hedges— briok-makii^— new division of panorama— high 
yellow banks— station called “ Sandy ’’—remember a Clown of that 
name at BDengler’s — a mound or two, mere molehills compared to the 
lolls I ’ve left behind me— fine trees, meadow, grass-land— neat villages 
—gardens — shriek of engine — ^we whizzle past station — ^the only pro- 
minent name I can catch as we pass is “Somebody’s Mnstard,” in 
yellow letters — corn-fields — gleaners — ^then a large field of some dry- 
looking stuff, which looks like somebody’s light hair unhrushed— 
more covert— ricks— sheaves— fewer hedges— signal place labelled 
“LangfordBox” — big potatoe-fields — ^thenbanks— more brick-making 
— station called, I thmk,^ Marley, — ^pretty church— park-like grounds 
— iaclosed fields and big hedges again— more signs of harvest— 
“Fl 3 dng Scotchman” gives a whoop ! as his countrymen do in the 
national dance, and we rush wildly by a station, the name of which 
is “Arlesey Siding” — what party Arlesey is siding with I 
haven’t time to guess — fields — high banks — reappearance of 
road — ^village — old houses — old trees — ^banks again — signal-box — 
more harvest— grass and clover-fields— hedges — ^falling off in trees— 
brook— through English landscape shut out— “Flying Scotchman” 
shrieking agam— “Hitchin!”— “ Flying Scotchman” dashes past it, 
evidently calling out “Bless the Duke of Argyll I ’’—then slacks 
off a hit — as if a trifie blown — scene changes to Wymondeley — ^very 
pretfy— Birket Foster sort of English scenery— then changes to high 
reddish sand-hanks — ^F. S. going steadily — ^hurries up a bit before 
Stevenage, which we pass in style— neat red-brick town — gardens— 
road— more hright-red houses, as if the builder had been a regular 
Rufus— Harvest not so forward— fields for miles— crowds of trees— 
more good coverts — undulating country— sheep. Harvest better than 
ever— absolutely “ golden grains ’’—big hanks— probably tunnels— 
no — ^more red bricks— extensive view of country — grazing-land — 
charming farm. Large village— two men— we go under bridge— 
country more undulating— F. S. tremendously elevated— deci- 
dedly, F. S. is a whiskey train — ^tunnel at last — shriek— in we 
go — darkness — lights — out we come — shriek — in we go again — 
out we come again— pass Welwyn— lovely wooded country— large 
fields — ^:^e tiees — ^banks — ^under bridge — ^big fields — small hedges — 
F. S. going it now — ^intends finishing well — only about twenty miles 
more to do — ^two more arches — ^wooded country — ^horses — cows — ^but 
nobody about anyyrhere the whole way along, except Wo men walking 
in opposite directions — odd ! — ^is it tea-time everywhere, or dinner- 
time, or have they all migrated for the holidays ?— shirk Hatfield— 
“Renowned Salisbury!” — F. S. slacking off — wooded country — 
much the same as before — ^views shut out — ^meadow-land — ^rabbits 
feedmg outside plantation — hedges — ditches — woods — copses — an 
obelisk on bank, with City Arms (I fancy) on it — slight whistle for 
Potter’s Bar — ^no one at the Bar— we don’t stop — ^F. S., the whiskey-er, 
is becoming temperate — ^whistle — t unn el — ^in for twenty seconds — 
out — suii setting — ^whistle — t unn el — seven seconds — short wMstle — 
tunnel — ^ten seconds — ^people at last — suburbs of London really com- 
mencing — ^thrown out like skirmishers to see what the county is like 
— ^F . S. going it again— must get it over q.uick now — short whistle — 
tunnel — ^ten seconds — more skirmishers — ^wall of advertisements — 
Station (what ?) — ^houses — shorter whistle — -tunnel — ^Mteen seconds — 
shorter whistle, ’cos F. S. can’t waste breath — gas-works — London 
bursting out — ^River Lea, or New River ? — ^views shut out — Station 
(what?) — suburban London in force — ^boys — school playing — F. S. 
taking it leisurely— rather blown, — whistle — sun setting — ^moon rising 
red on the other side, to see the effect — sun hot and tired — ^moon 
chilly— want of circulation— tow, town, town— smoke, smoke, 
smoke — churches — advertisements— Holloway Station — ^P eter Ro- 
BUsrsoN’,^ Maple, Colm^’s Mustard to welcome us, — ^tunnel — going — 
low whistle — tunnel — ^ia — ontr— ten seconds — ^tunnel again — ^that ’s it 
— ^F . S. ceases to fly— he ’s walking in — ^bnt he burrows into London 
through more tunnels, and— ^here we are, Ring’s Cross, 7 p.m. to 
the moment’, after a splendid two hours’ run with the “ Flying 
Scotchman ” without a cheek. As the Mohawk Minstrels sing, 
Nome Qnce M<>TeP 


tka - account of the exp^ions, last week,- it was reported that 
' The sleepers, even in the' immediate vicinity of the hole, were 
undisturbed.” What heavy sleepers 1 v-. 
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BAMBOOZLEDOM. 


Distressed Fm^eigner, “ Pardon— mais Monsiettb, comprend-t-id le 
Fran^ais ? ” 

Broim. “Oh— ER — ^wee — ung poo, Kwaw esker tods avtt 

BEZWANG ? ” 

Distressed Foreigner, “Ah I mais Monsiedr est ^'jeAaVp'AXSf, ^vi- 
DEMMENT ! ” [Btowti IS victimised to tlie extent of Salfa-crmcn ! 


THE ^^EIEESIDE” AT VENICE; 

OE, HOW WOULD IT jBAYE BEElf ? 

In the face of the highly complimentary, scholarly, and altogether I 
admirable criticism that Mr. KDSEiN.has just passed on much of 
3fr, FuncJds artistic work, what can Mr, Punch do but, standing 
hat in hand, acknowledge with a respectful bow the genius, the 
judgment, and the grace that have deservedly won for the great 
living Apostle of English Art and Culture the admiration and 
homage of so large a following of his enthusiastic feEow-eountry- 
men ? For where the verdict rtms so musically, and is withal so 
kindly, there seems to he scarce place for one jarring note of dis- 
cordant cavil. Yet, over the subjoined sentence has Mr, Punch 
been sorely concerned and confused. Says Mr. Etjsexn,— having 
before him in review one or two selected specimens of Mr, Punches 
Cartoons, — 

“ Look, too, at this characteristic type of British heroism— ‘John Bull 
^ards his Pudding.’ Is this the fin^ outcome of King Arthur and Saint 
George, of Britannia and the British Lion ? And is it your pride or hope 
or pleasure that in this sacred island that has given her lion hearts to Eastern 
tombs and her pilgrim fathers to Western lands, that has wrapped the sea 
round her as a mantle, and breathed against her strong bosom the air of 
every wind, the children bom, to her in these latter days should have no 
loftier legend to write upon their shields than ‘ John Bull guards his 
Pudding?’” 

And then Mr, Rdskin, as if conscious that the very onward sweep 
of his own free fancy has carried him beyond the lunits of fair 
and reasonable estimate, as it were, harks somewhat back again, and 
o:ffering Mr, Punch somettog in the nature of an apology, acquits 
him of all true responsibility for this same terrible and offending 

pudding.’^ 

“It is our fault” (proceeds Kr. Eusein) “and not the Artist’s; and I 
have often wondered what Mr. Tbnniel might have done for us if London 


had been as Venice, or Florence, or Siena. In my first course of Lectures I 
called your attention to the Picture of the Doge Mogenigo kneeling in 
prayer ; and it is our fault more than Mr. Texniel’s if he is forced to repre- 
sent the heads of the Government dining at Greenwich rather than worship- 
ping at St. Paul’s.” 

Now, Jfr. Punchy the “ Immortal (again does he bow to the 
accurate judgment of his learned Critic) is nothing if not prac- 
’ tical, and so, with a wave of his all-powerful truncheon, he puts 
matters to the test forthwith. He. has foimd this commonplace 
nineteenth centnry and its humdrum materials pretty well suited to 
Ms purpose ; stDl, as the distinguished Professor thinks he might 
have fared somehow better at an earlier period, amidst more pic- 
turesque surroundings, let him try the experiment. Presto! 
Change ! Up goes the misty curtain of the centuries, and discovers 
to him — say, Tenice, in the Middle Ages — thus : — 

The Piazza di San Marco an hour 'before daylight, JFnter Giovanni 
Tenneei.0, and the JEditor of “ PohclmieUo del Adiiatico^'* 
disguised in cloaks and masks. They both assure theynselves 
that they are not observed, them approach each other cautiously. 

Editor, Ha ! You are here ! Then you have escaped the daggers 
of the vengeful Pandoleini, notwithstanding the point of last week’s 
Cartoon ! ’Tis well ! Bnt say, my trusty and well- designing Gio- 
vanni, — ^what rare subject hast thou Mt upon for tMs ? 

Giovanni, Marry, but there is nothing that I wot of, capable of 
supplying the merry jest. {3Iysteriously,) I hear that the Doge was 
yesternight again tied up in a sack and hung from the Hialto ; but, 
good sooth, such old party manoeuvring affordeth material but for 
grim fooling, and maketh at best but a sorry picture. 

Editor, True,— and we have had it before. 

Giovanni. We have — twice. 

Editor. Canst thou, dost thou think, do aught with the much- 
talked-of banquet at the Council. They say that five of the goblets 
were poisoned, and that now the partizans of the Duke of Milan have 
a working majority. There seemeth to me stuff in it ? What sayest 
thou? 

Giovanni, Nay— but, it is gloony^, — and the five bodies would but 
crowd the picture. By my faith, I see it not 1 

Editor, Ha! I have it! Why not the Doge, kneeling at Ms 
prayers ? Come, there be freshness in that— and quaintness too, I 
warrant me. 

Giovanni [shaking his head). But, nay, again— it lacketh compo- 
sition. 

Editor, Thou art difllcult, good Giovanni. 

Giovanni, Not so : say that of thy suMect. But, ha! who comes 
tMs way ? [They drato long daggers. Enter Rxtskino, with a lute,) 
A stranger ! and striking a sweet note in tMs dull and miserable 
city I ^V^at wouldst thou ? 

Bushino, Hush! I know thjr trouble— for have I not seen thy 
work ! Alas ! how wasted in this gilded sepulchre ! For how canst 
thou bring wit or wisdom to the fireside here ? 

Giovanni, We do our best. 

Editor, Ay! and thou hast sung in praise of the stilt- wearing 
beauties of our Giorgio dd Madrier, and of the doings of Briggs, 
the intrepid gondolier of Giovanni Leech. Why, then, pelt us with 
stones? 

Buskino [sadly). They are blit Stones of Yenice ! Look— take tMs 
(produces a bach nuinber), “ The Council suspending their judgment 
and their Doge.” Is this the final outcome of Marino Faleero and 
St. Mark, Foscari and the League ? And is it your pride, or hope, 
or pleasure that tMs your fair sea-born Mother, whose golden locks 
have wantoned in the sweet soft zephyrs of the sun-^orn south, 
should, in her zenith, be able to give you no Hveliex legend to write 
upon your comic sMeld than “the Council suspending their judg- 
ment— uni? their Doge ! ” 

Giovanni. Well,— considering the scanty material at our disposal, 
we thought it rather good. 

Editor, Most decidedly. 

Buskino, Nay, but it is not thy fault — but ours — ay, that of 
Yenice ! Ah I My good Giovanni, look, as I do, with prophetic eye, 
into the far future, and tell me what it might have been hadst thou 
been given to London, at a distant day ! Ah no — ^it is not thy fault 
that with such terrible surroundings thou art obliged to represent 
Authority with its head continually on the block,— rather than dining 
occasionally at Greenwich. [They vanish. 

And, as the cloud curtain falls, Mr, Punch ponders, and asks 
himself, whether, after all, spite tne golden glamour of her far-off 
glory, and the soul-moving musde to which a great master has set her 
splendid tale, — the Adriatic Queen may not have had, in her day, 
something less noble to lose, even than that condemned typical 
“pudding” wMch John Btjxe as yet has fortunately known how to 
guard. 

The Modern Dakocles,— The foot-passenger in the public streets 
with the aerial telegrapMo wires hanging over Ms head. 


vox. xxxxv 
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PHEASANT BUTCHERS. 

[In six days 8,312 head of game were killed with six guns on 
the English estate of the Maharajah Ehttlebp Singh.] 

In days of old the Squire went out 
Upon Hs land with dog and gun, 

Cheered Ponto with a kindly shout, 

Saw pheasants rise and rabbits run ; 

Flushed the brown partridge from the beet, 

Or haply shot the timid hare ; 

And wot ye well such sport was sweety 
When golden Autumn days were fair. 

But now the Millionnaire will stand. 

Or sit a-near the covert side, 

With guns men wait on either hand, 

He need not take a single stride ; 

But dawdles through the livelong day. 

And pots the birds that scarce can hy. 

And as he idly sits to slay. 

In thousands round him they will lie. 

And this is sport ? ^ Ah no ! it shames 
The ancient spirit of our race ; 

No place this wholesale slaughter claims, 

’Mid field-sports like the nobler chase. 

Gro take those strange four-barrelled guns,"^ 

Or other plutocratic freak, 

Like butchers, oh, degenerate sons 
Of England, to where shambles reek ! 

* The latest invention of an enterprising gunmaker, an 
abominable and most unsportsmanlike weapon. If this sort of 
thing is to go on, we shall see men take a mitrailleuse out 
shooting ! 

The Monteeiore Commemoration. —What a grand 
reward for a virtuous'-and beneficent Hfe, to have the 
commencement of your hundredth year celebrated by a 
procession, with elephants and camels in it, arranged by 
a Circus M.anager ! Of course it never could have occurred 
to the Circus people that this was a fine opportunity for 
an advertisement. 


“safe bind, safe FIND!” 

^ commenced. On the Nmth of November, at the G-uildhall 

Ymng Spoonbill. “ Ah, my dearest Miss Shillin worth, ie I may 1 Banquet, there was the tremendous spectacle of a Lord 

HAVE LONG WISHED FOR THIS SwEET OPPORTUNITY, BUT I HARDLY DARE TRUST Mayor quoting Latin .... aud Greek ! ! ! It is the begin- 

MYSELF NOW TO SPEAK THE Deep Emotion ^BuT, ’n SHORT, I LovE YOU ! — ning of the end. 

AND -YOUR —YOUR SmILE WOULD SHBD---WOULD SHED— WOULD 

Miss S, '‘Oh, never mind the Wood-shed! How’s tour Aunt’s Money “Wasn’t there a ^eat scholar called Julius Scat- 
invested ? AND WHERE ARE THE SECURITIES DEPOSITED ? ! ! ” ENGER ? ” asked Mrs. Bamsbotham of her Nephew. 


THE MATTER OE A PRISONER.” 

{Probable Proceedings if the same Secrecy is obsermd towards Laymen 
as Solicitors.) 

Yesterday a person (it is impossible to give the sex, for fear of 
afiording a clue to identification) was brought before the presiding 
Magistrate at a certain Police-Court^ charged with committing either 
a felony or a misdemeanor. The Prisoner, upon being placed in the 
dock, was immediately ordered to be removed by his Worship, as the 
person had not been clothed in the new regulation mask and disguise- 
cloak. Uj^n these necessaries having been supplied, the Prisoner 
was readmitted, and the charge was read in a whisper to the Magis- 
trate. A Gentleman of the Long Robe appeared to prosecute, and 
the Prisoner was defended by a SoHoitor. 

The Magistrate. Are there any Witnesses ? 

Prosecuting Counsel. Several— they are in the waiting-room. 

The Magistrate. I cannot possibly consent to have them in Court. 
Were they seen they would he immediately recognised, and the 


Defendanfs Solicitor. I had foreseen this objection, your Worship, 
and as my Client is most anxious that the complaint against him or 
her (as the case may be) should he fully investigated, I have arranged 
that yon sh^ listen to their evidence through a telephone. 

The Magistrate. A very proper precaution. The matter may now 
I proceed. 

^ Telephones having been supplied to his Worship, the representa- 
tives of the parties interest^, and also to the Prisoner, the case 
^ ctemeaced. After a whispered examination and cross-examination 
Witnesses for the prosecution, the Magistrate asked the 
to make a statement, if a statement were considered 

desirable. 

Defep^anPs SoUcUor. If you hear the voice of the Prisoner, surely 
the sex will be idmitified. 


The Magistrate {severely). You must be very ignorant, Sir, of the 
manner in which I conduct my Court, if you believe I could permit 
such a miscarriage of justice \ [To Usher.) Supply the Prisoner 
with the Punch-squeak, known in the Puppet Trade as “ the Call.” 1 
This useful article (which completely disguises the natural voice) j 
having been supplied, the Prisoner reserved the defence. ^ j 

The Magistrate. Yery weU, then, you are committed, for trial, | 
and, under the circumstances, I mnst refuse to accept bail for your ^ 
appearance in a Superior Court. 

Prisoner [speaking in a peculiar falsetto through tlie Punchrsqueak) . 
But won’t they discover who I am, your Worship, when I amlodged 
in the House of Detention ? 

i The Magistrate. Certainly not. Anonymous One, as every precau- i 
tion will be taken to protect ^rour incognito. You will contmne to 
wear yonr mask, ami you mil he supplied, on admission, with a ; 
domino equaRy ^pRcable to either sex. 

The Prisoner, having thanked his Worship (through the Punch- 
squeak) for his courtesy and consideration, was then removed in the 
charge of a male and female warder. 

The proceedings then terminated. 


^ AMONG THE ‘‘NEW RULES.” 

y When any public professional person is malioionsly and unfairly 
criticised, whether as an Actor, Author, or Silver, he can bring his 
„ action against the malevolent Critic at Nisi Frius as a “Running 
Ip Down Case.” 


Mrs. Ramsbotham says the Champagne she likes best of aR is 
Promissory. The name being disputed by her Nephew, a bottle was 
produced. It was Pommery. ‘‘‘I said Pommery,” answered l^s. 
Ramsbotham. “ And the next best Champagne, I used to think, 
was Hideandseek.” 
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CHEAP TELEGRAMS. 

iVo. 29, Cramt Place, Great Gretcsome Street, Jasey Square, W, C, 
Deak Me. Punch, 

Ip the addresses of the Sender and the Sendee are to he 


hundred and forty-one, Osker Terrace, Much Wilde Street, Sun- 
flower Park, S.W. If you will he good enough to cast your eye 
oyer my address and that of my friend, you will see it would he im- 

t ossihle, under the new regulations, for us to send even the briefest 
espatch under half-a-crown. Yours despondingly. 


i. Yours despondingly, 

BE3SrJAMIN Blowfiigh Blewpostle, 


lY THE JTAME OF JUSTICE-DUMMY BRIEFS I 
In re — the Occwpation of a Coimseh 

SiE, — As a great and valued friend of my father, I appeal to you. 
On the 2nd of November, 1883, barristers in wigs and gowns were 
refused admittance to the Royal Courts of Justice on the score that 
they had no business to transact there ! This outrage speaks for 
itself ! For years I have attended the Q,ueen’s Bench Division and 
the other Divisions exclusively to exchange hows with the Judges on 
their taking their places on the Bench I And now even this privilege 
is denied me I The profession is indeed going to the dogs I 

Yours indignantly. 

To Mr. Punch, ^c,, {Signed) Beiepiess JuKlOE. 


Mes. Rahsbotham thinks that some Theatrical Managers overdo 
Mb, Wilkie Collins, o» is writing a novel to appear in 2Vme. the advertising in the newspapers. “As to that Mr. Augustus 
Better than writing it hastily, to appear zn ho Time. Haeeis,” she exclaimed, “ I think he out-heralds Herald.” 
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MULTUM m PAEYO; 

OE, HOW TO “ EXPAND » A SKELETON TELEGEAM. 


Political. 

Skeleton Telegram {dated China)^ — 
blematical. 


-Sick Emperor — War pro- 


Expanded Despatch {dated “ Fekin^ by Special Wire from Our 
Own CorrespondenV^). — Hjs Majesty the Emperor of China duriiig 
the last ten days has been snfEering feom a complication of ailments. 
Commencing with a slight touch of indnenza, the chill (contracted 
at an evening fete during the Feast of Lanterns) rapidly assumed a 
typhoid type. Dr. Bones (whose name appears in the Medical 
directory) was called in by Dr. Hi Su Hi, a native practitioner, 
and the two physicians prescribed a concoction of Senna, Quinine, 
and Ki Bosh mentioned in the English Cychpcedia. On Thursday 
last His Majesty took a Turkish bath, which afforded him consider- 
able relief. On Saturday he was decidedly better, and even was able 
to “pick a little.’^ For dinner he managed to discuss a paU made 
of puppy dogs’ tsiils (a favourite dish of the Mandarins), and subse- ! 
guently seemingly enjoyed three large basins of birds’ -nest soup. | 
On the following morning a Cabinet Council was held, when it was 
decided that as the French were concentrating in large numbers near 
Hong Too (on the West Coast — ^the place can be foxmd in the Impe- 
rial Atlas), it would be as well to temporise. It is thus very pxo- 
blematioal whether the Chinese Ambassador will receive instructions 
to proceed to extremities. 

SociAi. 

Skeleton Telegram {dated Australia), — Southern Q-ovemor — Olori- j 
fieation— Exhibition— Scandal— Drink. 

Expanded Despatch {dated MeTbourne, by Express Wire from 
Our Special Commissioner^^), — ^Early on Thursday morning, this 
favourite city, surrounded by palm-trees in full bloom, bearing at 
this moment the nests of thousands of canaries, was agog with 
excitement. At nine o’clock the streets were gay with bunting, and 
the band of the Royal Yictorian Ghiards, commanded by Major Smith: 
(whose name will be found m your monthly List) discoursed a 
programme of sweet music, conspicuous, however, for the absence of 
^y of the songs of SuLLrvAN’s operas. The occasion was the open- 
ing of the ExHbition building, which, as you may not know, is 
uncommonly like your own Law Courts, except the Conservatory, 
which strongly reminds the beholder of' the Central Transept at the 
Crystal Palace, Sydenham. Bishops of all denominations were 
present, and the Senior delivered a neat address, in which he hoped 
that the undertaking would be guite successful. Then, midst the 
^unds of toumpets and salvoes of artillery, liie Governor, who was 
in full official uniform, and wearing the insignia of KC.B., declared 
the place “ duly opened.” 

It is to be regretted that so hopeful a morning should have been 
followed by an evening of shame and gloom. BLowever, I am forced 
: to Megraph to you the sad news, that at the "subseguent banquet 
I liberty was exchanged for licence. Plainly, all the guests took a 
! great deal mere than was good for them, and the result was a scene 


of dissipation completely baffling description. ^ The Governor him- 
self attempted to avoid the impending intoxication by noixing aerated 
waters with the more potent liguids in the glasses of the guests. 
This he managed to accomplish successfully, as, from drinking to 
excess, a large proportion of those present had become completely 
stupified. iLohappHy the matter did not end here, as hot blood soon 
engenders hot words. Several duels were fought ou the f ollowiug 
morning. Two of our leading Politicians were dangerously wounded 
in the side by sabre-cuts, and are not expected to survive. In my 
next I will give you further particulars. 

Obituaet. 

Skeleton Telegram {dated Canada ), — Snooks gone. 

Expanded Telegram {dated Montreal, by Special Transatlantic 
Cable from Our Private General Snooks^ who left this 

country a few months ago for the Dominion of Canada, is now no more. 
{Then follows, copied verbatim, a biography extracted from “ Persons 
of the DayJ) 

N.B. — ^No expanded telegrams can be sent after next week, as then 
the Manager intends sellmg his reference Library a bargain, and 
retiring with a fortune from business. 


EANK NONSENSE ! 

The Proposed Bill for the Regulation of Hackney Carriages and 
&eir Drivers having been received with some coldness by the class 
it was intended to benefit, a new measure is being draughted on the 
lines of the original, hut going “just a little farther.” The following 
are some of the provisions : — 

1. Anyone hiring a eah shall immediately pay a deposit of £5 to 
the driver, who shm not return the money unless he pleases. 

2. The hirer of a cab objecting to the use of strong language on 
the part of the driver, shall he liable to six weeks’ imprisonment 
without the option of a fine. 

3. Should a driver become “ incapably ” intoxicated, the hirer will 
be bound to look after him, and see that he is not robbed. The hirer 
will he responsible to the driver for any damage done to the cab 
while the driver is in this condition. 

4. Anyone offering less than two shillings for the “ cabman’s mile ” 
(800 yards, imperial measure), shall be condemned to five years’ 
penal servitude. 

5. All matters connected with the Cab interest shall be adjudicated 
upon by a Committee consisting of five cabmen. 

6. If ,the driver takes it into bis head to horsewhip his fare with- 
out provocation, the said fare shall immediately apologise. 

7. The driver of a cab shall be exempt from all law. He shall 
never be brought before a Magistrate^ and any PoHoeman venturing 
to address him shall he immediately dismissed the Force. 

8. Should a cah-horse require replacing (at the suggestion of - the 
Society for the Suppression of Cruelty to Animals), the expense wiH^ 
be defrayed by the first old lady who enters the vehicle. 

9. Should the driver require it, the hirer will handle the rdns 
himself, while the driver smokes and drinks in the interior. 
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THE LATEST CRAZE. 

{Letiers from a Young GentUnmn of Fashion xcho Adopted the Stage as 
a Profession.’') 

28, Shrimp Street, ShelJford, 3Ionday, October, 1883. 

Mr DEAR Duchess, 

I 3rcsT 'vvrite and tell you about my first day and ni^bt’s 
experience of the real Stage. You ’ll hardly believe me, but it isn’t all 
fun, like those joUy theatricals at Granby. You remember the local 
papers said I was so good as that Footman who said “ Lunchink is 
ready,” just when they were telling you your husband was dead. 
(W e mayn't do that on the real Stage.) You know how thoroughly 
in earnest I am about it all, so I felt bound to do what they told me 
at the Gatherum Club ; that is, take a provincial engagement— they 
say one learns such a lot. Yes, one does ; but, perhaps, not quite 
in the way they meant. I can’t tell 3ret what the effects may be of 
what I learn, but I think I ’m “ acquiring confidence,” which seems 
to be another phrase for learning to be very rude. 

I certainly never knew there were such a lot of Actors and Actresses 
about. Y'ou, my dear Duchess, are very fond of the Stage, and you 
like to entertain those who entertain you with recitations and songs 
and that sort of thing, you know ; but you haven’t an idea of how 
many Actors and Actresses there are about, for you don’t see one 
quarter of them in London, and not one hundredth part of them 
could you be possibly acquainted with. They all tell me it 
isn’t their faults, poor things, and I’m sure they all mean very 
weU— it seems hard they can’t manage quite as well as they think 
they can before the Curtain goes up ; but then, of course, people’s 
tastes vary so much ; perhaps, if they pronounced words as we did at 
Granby, the audience here mightn’t like it. 

I must tell you, as far as I can, what has really happened. It was 
awfully kind of you to persuade Mother to send Geoeoe to look after 
me; but he’s going back; he says he belongs to the London Foot- 
man’s Conservative Association, and can’t stand the life here, and he 
don’t think my Mother could stand it either. I 

I ’ve taken the name of Excelsior McAlpin, because I mean to i 
get up the ladder like Irving. I should do it quicldy if I could ; 
manage it with Ms strides ; but then I haven’t got Ids legs. 1 1 
arrived here yesterday, Sunday (it’s not much of a place); but 
wasn’t it liici:y I found old Lady Aweberry had taken a house at 
Seaborough — she ’d heard I was coming, and sent over to ask me to 
dinner, and had actually asked Miss Foster to meet me — ^so like her 
— (Miss Priscilla Poster is my Manageress, you know). Miss 
Poster asked me a thousand questions. 1 told her I didn’t want to | 
take up any particular line at first. I wanted to try and play every 
sort of part. TMs seemed to please her, because she said they tried 
to do with as few people as possible, and so I could play a lot of 
parts every night ; and that then I should get so very handy in 
changing my clothes, wMch is a great thing to learn. She said she 
wouldn’t pay me quite at first, as it wouldn’t be fair on the others ; 
but in time she hoped to give me something. She put it all very 
nicely. She said I might wear the things in her wardrobe,— when 1 
say “Aer wardrobe” this doesn’t mean that I am going to assume 
feminine costume in burlesque, but it means the stock of dresses 
belonging to her Theatre or Theatres, — some of them, she said, 
had been worn by Actors in the time of Macready, and ever 
since (because she ’s had the Theatre Royal, SheUford, for thirty 
years). I daresay they might have inspired me, but, on the 
whole, I thought I ’d rather have my own tbings. ^ She told me .to j 
come to rehearsal next morning at ten. Her audience like Melo- I 
drama, and she was going to produce one in six Acts, wMch she would : 
have liked to rehearse more than once, if circumstances had per- 
mitted it, but the stage had been wanted to paint barren rocks 
and parching plains of some Desert, so that they wonld have to ; 
do the best they could with one good rehearsaL I’d. never heard of | 
the play before, but Miss Poster said it was most interesting, and 
nobody had to pay for acting it, which she thought so ^‘English” 
and like ihe days of Free Trade. This is her view of “ encouraging 
the Drama.” A very practical one, I think, as the more plays you 
can perform for notmng, the more you can play. If ever I become a 
Manager, I shall always play Shaespeare, because they tell me 
there are no ‘^Authors’ fees” for representation. “Why should 
Authors have fees ? Where would they he without the Actors ? 
TMs is what Miss Poster and the others say, and I am not quite 
sure whether they are not right. When I used to play with 
Amateurs for a Charity, we always thought it rather hard to have to 
pay an Author for performing Ms piece. Of course paying for the 
Theatre to perform in, for the hand, for the Costamier^^ana for the 
printing, is quite another thing. I said tMs, and Miss Poster quite 
agreed with me, though she ws of opinion mat if Amateurs wanted 
to play for a Charity, they should play for the Benefit of a Provincial 
Manageress who was always doing her best to support and encourage 
Dramatic Art. Lady Aweberry liked the s^timent, and asked her 
to dinner again next Sunday. (Miss Poster is quite fit to dine with j 
anybody; me found out a corked bottle of Champagne directly.) j 


I was so anxious to please, that 1 got to rehearsal next morning 
before Miss Poster had arrived, and X was stared at by a lot of men 
m ulsters. They didn’t look at all well off, like the ones we know 
in London ; but there, my dear Duchess, the ones you have at your 
house iu London, where it first struck me that I should like to go on 
the Stage, are just three out of a thousand. I thought I’d better 
begin to talk to them, because I wished to be ve^ civil ; so I told 
them who I was, and I don’t think they Kked it. One of them 
observed it was usual for a new member of the Company to ‘‘ stand 
drink” ; I said I had brought no drinks with hut I ’d send for 
George, and see if he could get some from the Hotel or wine mer- 
chant, hut the man in an old ulster said there was no need to do 
that, he would go himself “round the comer,” and get enough 
“ Mother-in-law ” for us all. (TMs was the professional thing 
I learnt, and I don’t know that it ’s much help.) “ Mother-in-law ” 
is old and bitter beer. Of course, my dear Duchess, you can’t he 
expected to know that. I don’t like beer myself, especially in the 
early morning. I said I would pay this once, but I couldn’t always 
paY, becanse I was just the same as they were, trying to make my 
living. I ’m sorry to add that tMs gave great offence. They said, after 
what I ’d told them, they wouldn’t accept my money, but would all 
go “ odd man out’’ as to wMch should pay. However, it came to 
exactly the same thing. 

Miss Poster arrived very different to what she’d been the night 
before at Lady Aweberry’s ; she was very cross, the Stage Manager 
came^with her— (poor man ! I ’H write to you more about him. I ’m 
now trying to get Ms son into the Bluecoat School. Could you help ?) 
— somebody had given her a had shilling, and she seemed aisiaelinea 
to attend to the rehearsal in consequence. The Ladies of the Company 
and some more men in ulsters had been dropping in all tMs time. 
Some brought chocolate, others apples, and one or two shrimps, wMch 
they offered to me after I had been introduced. (I must have it put 
in my engagement that I am not expected to take miscellaneous 
refreshments like tMs, or I shall be ill.) I began to get very tired of 
all these preliminaries, because I had come on husmess. Eveiyhody 
said they were ill, but would do them best. Most of them had near 
relations dying as well. The theatre was very dark and draughty, and 
there was an old charwoman^th the worst cold I ever sa^^or heard, 
clearing up the pit. Miss Poster said I must forget “ Belgravian 
drawing-rooms for the nonce.” I didn’t like to ask her what 
“the nonce” was. She feared her dressing-rooms were not to 
he compared to the “boudoir's of the nobility,” She had arranged 
for me to dress in the same room with a Mr. Garbice and a Mr. 
Derwentwater, as she believed they were both well connected, and 
so she thought I should like to dress with them. I think, after all, 
it is more the man himself than Ms relations, when it comes to dress- 
ing in the same room, and I thought it a shame their influential 
friends didn’t help ihem to get a little better underclothing. 

Rehearsing then began in earnest. It was dildeult to grasp the 
action of the piece, as the band and carpenters were all rehearsing 
at the same time^ It was most eonfasing ; bits of tunes, shouts and 
hammering, and moving of scenes just -when one was going to speak. 
Everybody had to copy out their own part, as there was only one 
hook of tne play. TMs doesn’t seem to be a great encouragement to 
Dramatic Literature, but perhaps it is a “ very rare old play.” ^ Miss 
Poster, who plays the heroine, would const^tly break off in the 
middle of her heartrending speeches to scold somebody pretty sharply. 
I will tell you all about the play in my next. I hope I am getting 
on in my profession. My brothers write to me that^‘ it isn’t a pro- 
fession at all.” That it ’ s “ all hosh.” Marcus says that not very long 
ago Actors were all “ rogues and vagabonds ” by Act of Parliament. 
TMs is unkind of Marcus, but both he and Jik, being in the Army 
and at the Bar^on’t allow there are any other professions, I suppose, 
though Uncle Robert is iu the Church, and Sam in the iNavy. But 
of course those professions are not like tMs, The Drama is 
ennobling,— at least, so they said at your honse^ my dear Duchess, 
and I dare say they knew all about “Mother-in-law,” and “odd 
man out,” only they wouldn’t tell me. Yours very truly, 

Hugo re B^**, 


HOMICIDE AHD TULPICIDE. 

A EBIGHTFUL crime is reported from East Cornwall— an atrocity no 
less horrible ^an that of “ Poisoning a Pack of Hounds.” At the 
opening meet of Colonel Coryton^ Foxhounds, the bow-wows 
‘‘were observed to make a set at some dead fowl. Shortly afterward 
they showed symptoms of poisoning. Before they reached home six 
had died, and others are not expected to recover,” So far so bad ; 
and it is difficult for the hunting-mind to conceive anything much 
worse than an attempt to poison foxhounds. But in this instance : — 
It is supposed the fowls had been placed in order to poison foxes.” 

Homicide, though unintentional, perpetrated in the commission of 
any felonious act, amounts to murder. In the hunting-mind’s eye, it 
is at least no palliation of the poisoning of foxhounds, even if true, that 
it was the result of an attempt to poison foxes, however accidental. 
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TOWN MOUSE AND COUNTRY MOUSE. 

EiheU “ Look— LOOK, Dorothy ! There’s Eiohard Marvel T' Dorothy [Country Cousin). “Kiohard Marvel? Who’s he?” 
Ethel. ‘‘What, never heard oe Richard Marvel? Why, he’s the Actor, you know, at the Parthenon!” 

Dorothy. “Oh! an Actor, is he ! He’s something like Mr. Osbaldistone Smith.” 

Ethel. “Who’s Mr. Osbaldistone Smith?” 

Dorothy. “ TFsatJ ysrsR beard of Mr. Osbaldistone Smith I ! Why, he ’s the greatest Breeder oe Shorthorns in all 
Cumberland ! ! * ” 


rpxn? TMHTnT ^ o w A T TT ^ HUt-soeiited Keatlier, He sees commingling: of Labour and Yice 

I xlii/ Vh V JLL o W ALJdl. Green coppice, or golden stubble, In joint contapaination. 

Butin London’s slums in detestable weather Quoth he, “ This, indeed, were a spectacle 

^ ^ ^ Sportsman doesn’t mind trouble). nice; [ 

The Deva is watog once •more, He sees a spectral soare-orow thiag Belial’s coatemplation.” 

l<^sit his favouritevmeyard, the Town Slink into a slum-fouled alley. Sees Childhood, broken with ill-paid toil, 

liiat stretches by Thames’s shore. And he mutters, “ With cowl and with ’Midst sin’s contagious venom. 

Over the bridges and through the Parks sojrthe and wing, Says he,^ “ For friend Moloch’s favourite 

He strolls, and along the streets, -He might lord it in. Death’s own Talley.” , -rr /. -rr-. 

A presence that fails to elicit remarks -rr j: xx -t j This beats the Talley of Hinnom.” 

From the hurrvine’ hundreds Iia ^ roof-rotten, muck-sodden den, mi. n -rr . , . i* 

^ ^ tne A^ying nu^reds ne meets. ^ tumble. Then he sees a House-jobher grubbing for 

Xh^ js no^ht to suggest that he comes as Says he, ^ Well, if this he the dwelling of . soldi 

a guest . Amidst festering Tice and Poverty cold,^ 

F^m rmons ^md and drouth^y, W'e haven’t much reason to grumble.” says he, I ’ve one henchman more 

He to altered* his ways since the simpler _ ^ trusty and hold 

rve 3 ^ ** tenement-house,” Than the ogre worshipped in Ammon*: 

Ui COLEEIDGB and SouTBC^., ’ Through a dark but doorless entry. Beelzebub ’s doughty, and Astaroth ’s good, 

A ^cket of red and breeches of Hue Little need,” chuckles he, ** for a lock or As snarers of soms with a crown or a snood, 

He knows would be far too striking, t ^ „ But the first, most ubiquitous, best of my 

And as a tail !-even DARwiN^ew Whilst my brace of fnends stand sentry.” brood, 

Would hold that in sore mislaking. ‘BTa a1t4«Tv« « ^ ruthless, respectable Mammon ! ” 

There is naught unaesthetio about him at aB, 

Hot a hint of the diaboUc ; 

He ’s trim as a citizen bound for a ball, 

Or a “ Masher ” out on a fi:oZic. 

And what, oH what is the Devil’s aim? 

never a titled preserver of game 
Through his covers with watchfuHer interest 
' strHls 

Than this “ noble sportsman,” whose quarry 
is souls^ 


He seeks it not in nut-scented heather, 
Green coppice, or golden stubble, 

But in London’s slums iu detestable weather 
[This Sportsman doesn’t mind trouble). 

He sees a spectral scare-crow thing 
Slink into a slum-fouled alley. 

And he mutters, “With cowl and with 
sojrthe and wing, 

Ete might lord it in Death’s own Talley.” 

He sees a roof-rotten, muck-sodden den, 

To the gutter ready to tumble. 

Says he, “ Well, if this be the dwelling of 
men, 

We haven’t much reason to grumble.” 

Then steps he into a “ tenement-house,” 
Through a dark but doorless entry. 

“ Little need,” chuckles he, “ for a lock or 
a key 

Whilst my brace of friends stand sentry.” 

He elmibs a rotten and rickety stair, 

Foul filth its cracked walls smearing. 

“ Why, chaos,” says he, “ had a pleasanter 
air, 

And needed less careful steering.” 

^d what, oh ! what, does the Devil behold 
In these reeking chambers, barren and 
cold ? ^ 

What ^tan himself might scruple to tell, 
Lest his language should shock a less 
hideous hell. 


So Satan, seeing that all went right 
In his big hranoh-Hades by day and night 
To his personal pleasure and profitj 
Back to headquarters swift wended his way. 
“ I shall sicken,” said he, “if much longer 

For though sulphur ’s not pleasant, I really 
must say 

‘Mammon’s Bents’ are more choky than 
Tophet.” - 




A RESPITE. 

UM FOIUSD MiMI BOT A TOIE WIZL COME 
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ANOTHBE INWITATION TO AMERIKAY. 

I HA.TE jest reoeeyed a letter from iN'ew York of such extrorneiy 
a character as fa^ly puzzels me. It begins “ Dear old Cuss.” which 
Brown tells me is Amerikan for Dearly beloved Cuzzen, and it says, 
putting it shortly, that as the Lawyers of Amerikay has inwited over 
the gratest of our Lawyers, and the Poets of Amerikay has inwited 
over the gratest of our Poets, and the Actors of Amerikay the gratest 
of our Actors, so the Waiters of Amerikay would like to see the 
greatest of our English Waiters I 

With that jruthiul modesty so nateral 'and so becoming to a Eng- 
lish Hed Waiter, I fust blusht, and then I dowted. I examined the i 
Enwelop carefoolly and showd it to a G-.P.O. of my acquaintence, but 
he sed as it were all rite and no mistake, it had suttenly cum from 
"New York, and, luckily for me, post paid, for as it cost ever so many 
cents for postage, and every cent of course means a hundred sum- 1 
thinks, I should have had to pay a lot of money for it. j 

Well, the letter goes on to say that the Waiters of iN'ew York have j 


to read, as Lecters, my contrybushuns to your most poplar periodickle. 
They are reddy to engage the largest of all the large Alls in I^'ew 
York, but I don’t quite understand what they means by its beiug in a 
Awenue, coz I ’m afeaxd that would be werry drafty, and to give me 
all the prophets and to pay all the losses, if there is any, and they 
says that as there is about 10,000 of ’em in ITew York alone, and each 
on ’em has plenty of frends, and they shoud charge art a doHer 
admittance, which Brown teUs me is about 2s., they coud garrand- 
tea me a good thousen pound ! 

I declare I ’m in sitcn a wirl of egsitement as I reeds and reeds it 
ower and ower agin, that, tho’ it seems odd, I camt ewen keep my 
old specs on my old nose for presperation. He says they has menny 
and menny a roar at my fun, tho’ what fun they can find in my true 
storys I can’t understand, but that’s their bizzeness, not mine, and 
if they means wot they says, and does what they says, they may larf 
and larf till Hall ’s blue, whoever Hall may have been, praps a relay- 
tion of Blue JBeard^s, ^ 

My fust difEerculty is about the woyage. I am suttenly not a fust 
rate Saylor. I never shall forget my feelinx when I crossed the 
foaming Oshun last year, wen I wisited the Ague in Olland to see 
the Lord Mare go and wisit the Enng. And I tniiis, if possibel, the 


coming back was wusser. That was ony a day, this ud be a week. 
Wot a week ! Memry looks back with a shudder and forrard with a 
groan. But then think of the reckempence. The I hadmirashun of 
my feUer waiters, and praps, a thousand pound I A thousand pound I 
Why, with sitch a sum as that I coud realise the dream of my hurly 
maimood, and take a nice little Pub in a good ard-drinking nayber- 
hood, and live at my ees, and be the horacle of my own back parler, 
and relate my egsperiences of my perfeshnal Hfe, elustrated with little 
sparkling annygoats of the werry ighest nobillerty and harrystock- 
rasy, ana praps, who nose, ewentually become a Westryman I Wot a 
future I and all within my grasp, if I can but skrew my currage to 
the sticky place, in other words, to the rolling and pitchy Wessell. 

My Co-respondent says as allmypredecizzers has bin werry sucess- 
fool, speshaUy Lord Collingeidge, but then look how thick he 
spread the butter, and don’t the Amerikans jest like it. He writes 
that if he wood only have allowed Mr. Barnem, or some other of 
their great geniusses, to have taken him in hand, and took him round 
the Country, he mite a maid at least a hundred thousand doEers I 
Mr. Irwing the hactor was so run after, that sum peepel acshally 
paid more than an Amerikan suwering to see him haot, wile wen 1 
seed him at the Lyseehim in Bomyoh ! I only paid a shilling, and 
thort him deer at the price. Such is taste, or the wont on it, tho 
witch is witch is one of the Miss Terrys of the stage, and there ’s 
sevral on ’em. 

I thinks on the hole as I shaE do wisely to write to my brother 
Waiters for further perticklers, and in the mean time try my best to 
settle down to my old jog-trog egsistence, as if no sitch brite wision 
had ewer crost my lowly parth, tho I ’m jest a leetle afraid as my 
thorts wiE be sumtimes a-wand’ring across that brord Hatlantick 
that Mr. Wild Hoskar was so disapinted with, tho’, if I thort as I 
should be disapinted with it, I ’d go at wunce without a second thort, 
but I camt even so much as pretend to think as I should, coz I knows 
better. On sitch ocashuns I shaE want aE my presents of mind to 
perwent me a-spilling of the hot soup down sum gent’s back, or 
a-nocking his pore bald hed with sum weE-drest hair, but I ’ve Mth 
in myseS and in my Star, and ewen sitch brite prospex as mine, 
witch mite weE intocksieate a meer ornery Waiter, shaE ony elp to 
sober me. Bobert. , 

Advice to Small Cajpitaiists about to Intest in “IS'ew 
E ussiANS.”“-Leave it—a loan ! 





PUNCH, OE THE T.ONDON CHABIVAEL [November 17, 1883. 


1 STEINGE 0C€rPAT10^. 

It was said at one period 
tliat Electricity would annihi- 
iate Time and* Space. It lias 
recently dazzled our eyes so 
much that we feel it is equal 
to anything, even to blinaing 
us. S’rom'the following Ad- 
vertisement in the Daily Tele- 
graph^ it looks as though the 
anmhilatioiL of time were not 
far distant : — 

E lecteicia:!: 'wanted, 

to ill! up time with gas and 
hot-water work. Address, i:c. 

behave heard of “killing 
Time,’* but why it should be 
put to the unnecessary tor- 
ture of being “ filled up with 
gas and hot- water work,” we 
fail to understand. Possibly, 
it is a matter only understood 
by Electricians. 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 162. 


A Breezy Ballad. 

The Wind ’s in the North, 
I decline to go forth I 
The Wind ’s in the South; 
I must tie up my mouth I 
The Wind in the West 
I both loathe and detest I 
The Wind in the East 
Is but fit for a beast ! 


Latinia’s military cousin 
was travelling North. As Mrs. 
Eaksbothah entered the room, 
Jessie, her youngest niece, was 
saying, “Bob’s going to Port 
William.” “I’m very sorry 
to hear it, Jessie,” said her 
excellent Aunt ; “ but even if 
it is so, you might speak good 
grammar. He ’s * going to 
Jight William^ would have 
been the correct expression.” 



THE NEW LOED MAYOE. 
TnixjMPHAL Entbt, and Aleeeman Hadley upset. 


THOEOUGHFAEE OE NO 
THOEOUGHFAEE. 

As Bow Street is the most 
important connecting link in 
the series of streets^ squares, 
bridges, &c., which form 
nearly the only central com- 
munication worth speaking of, 
between the North and South 
of London, it is as weE to 
know whether it is a Thorough- 
fare or a No Thoroughfare. 
After many years’ exj^erience 
we are unable to decide the 
question, and shall he much 
obliged to the Authorities— if 
there are auy Authorities? — 
who will kindly assist us. In 
the morning it is generally 
given up uncontrolled to the 
Duke of Mudeoed and his 
Clients, and then it is decidedly 
a No Thoroughfare ; in the 
middle of the day it is fairly 
passable; but sometimes at 
night, and especiaUy on Satur- 
day nights, it is made impass- 
able for cabs or carriages at 
the will of some mysterious 
Police OjOdcial. PoEcemeubar 
the entrance from Mebe- 
weathee’s to the publican’s 
at one end, and from the 
boiled-beef house to the publi- 
can’s at the other. Dr. J OHN- 
so]sr defined a fishing-rod to be 
a stick with a hook at one end 
and a fool at the other ; and 
we may define Bow Street to 
he a short bit of road with a 
Duke at one end and a Police- 
man at the other. 


To “Alaedost.”— No. The 
Chinese are not all cannibals ; 
only those belonging to the 
“ Man-chu Dionersty.” 


THE SPEAKEE. ! 

{A Eandhook to Tmdy-rmde Oratory,) 

Paet IY.— Paeochial Speeches. 

pEEHAPS of all the Orators contained in the Dnited Kingdom, the 
Yestryman has least need of assistance in speakiag. The fact that 
he ts a Yesti^an is an infallible proof that he has {as he himself 
would term it) “ the mft of the gab.” As a rule, he is the proprietor 
of a ham-and-heef shop, or is deeply interested (by deputy, for in 
ease Ms wife does the work) in the selling of cabbages. Some- 
times he belongs to the educated weU-to-do trading class, hut 
then he is swamped in the mass of petty shopkeepers who surround 
Mm. Sometimes again, hut very seldom, he happens to he by birth 
and education a gentleman, then he shows Ms utter unfitness fox 
the Yestry by never appearing at its meetings. So rarely, indeed, 
are Yestreen anything but what are termed “ MgMy respectable 
tradesmen,” that it is unnecessary to consider them as oelongiug to 
the classes above them. It has been said that these exalted worthies 
regime no guidance in the wallfiowery walk of rhetoric bordering 


the “ genteel ” and silent order, nor to the well-to-do trading class, 
who has not the courage “ being a Westryman, to be’av4 as sich.” It 
is to such a oue, if he can be found, these Mnts and suggestions are 
addressed. It wiE he as well, perhaps, for the^henefit of the unique 
individual to whom aEusion has been made, to give 

A Emgh Sketch of an Ideal Vestryman* 

Oostume, — ^May be either a slovenly-cut suit of tweeds, or “ a coat, 
vest, and trousers as advertised ” of black cloth. Pot-hat worn with 
h^L If under forty, flower with long stalk sticking in button-hole. 
\!0)ick and dirty boots, indiSerent linen, and alpaca umbrella. 

Voice , — ^ofuld be rasping. Unless it can be neard not only in the 


Yestry HaE but in half-a-dozen Committee Eooms beyond, it is 
practically useless. ^ i • -l 

Tone,— Fertf abrupt, overbearing, and yet semi-respectful with 
brother Yestreen. However, on special occasions a professional 
joke may be permitted ; for instance, about the price of ham-sand- | 
wiches or the adulteration of moist sugar. Sharp with the Su^eyor. ! 
Obsequious to the Clerk of the Yestry, especiaEy if that Omcial 
happens to be a Solicitor, Stern to the Eeetor, and generally ofcen- 
sive to everybody else. 

Mode of Delivery,— 'RQB.d. thrown back, right hand advanced. 
Usual commencement of speech, “ Now, look ’ere, I want to know.” 
Peroration, “ I teE yon what it is, we must not be ’umbugged. Not 
we. So I tell you, one and aU, that we ’E precious soon let ’em see 
what we want, and that ’s aE about it ! ” 

The Yestryman is not at Ms best when performing Ms official 
duties. When he has to defend Mmself against a charge of gobbling 
and guzzliag at the pubEc expense, Ms indication jumps weE 
over the gap dividing the snbEme from the ridiculous. On other 
occasions he wiE raise his strident voice to ask, “Why the 
Yicar ’as ’is name printed on circulars without them there two 
Churchwardens ? ” And i£ he is not faUing foul of the Church, he 
deEghts in a fad. For instance, it suddenly oec'^s to Mm that the 
act of a street-boy using a rod and Ene in fishing in a local canal may 
he dangerous to fhe PubHo. He argues that if anyone caught their 


le^iathe stringj they might do , themselves a serious injury— one 
might faE on ms nose^ another tumble into the water. So the 
Yestnrman caEs attention to the use of rods on the local canal, 
and the matter is referred to a Committee. TMs Committee appUes 
to other Local Committees, and the body sweEs and sweEs^ uniE 
it reaches a certain magrd^de. At this stage, a deputation is 
chosen to wait upon a Cabinet Minister. The Statesman receives the 
Yestrymen “with the utmost courtesy ” (as the pubEshed report of 
the latter is subsequently careful to state), and quietly snubs them. 
The Eight Hon. Gentleman is of opinion “that the Yestry have 
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ample powers to deal witli dangerous rods and lines, and therefore 
cannot pledge himself and his Cabinet colleagues to inde^tely post- 
poning all other Imperial business while they give their undiyided 
attention to the passing of a Bill making unauthorised ndnnow-fishing 
by children punishable with seven years’ penal servitude.” The depu- 
tation is bowed out, and returns to the v estry for comfort. A lar^e 
bill is run up for various incidental expenses, and the matter is 
brought before the delegates of the Batepayers on numerous occa- 
sions, always to meet with the same fate, “ adjournment to another 
occasion.” And here be it noted that the golden rule of the model 
Yesfeymanis, “ when in doubt— postpone.” This is a most useful 
custom ; for instance, when some Batepayer, who enjoys the honour 
of the ac<^uaintance of one of the elect, wants to put up a conserva- j 
tory in his front garden. The Yestry constitutionally objects to any- 1 
thing that could be regarded as either a novelty or an innovation, i 
and the conservatory in the front garden answers both descriptions. 
But the petitioner for the sweet boon knows a Yestryman. Here 
arises a difficulty. The Yestrjr must act up to its principles, and yet 
has no wish to afEront one of its own body, so the matter is— “ post- 
poned.” 

At the 'commencement of the proceedmgs of a Yestry gathering, 
the minutes of the last meeting are invariably read and conf^ed. 
These minutes are rather of a perfunctory character, and^ in the 
cause of information, might be made infinitely more interesting. As 
a guide to would-be municipal orators, subjoined are 

The Minutes of a London Vestry slightly improved. 

The Churchwarden, supported by the Yestry Clerk and the Sur- 
veyor, took their seats at there raised desks, and assumed an air of 
defiant reticence. 

The Yestry Clerk read the minutes of the last meeting amidst a 
hum of voices* 

The Churchwarden read a long list of proposed disbursements of 
Ratepayers’ money, amounting m the aggregate to several thousand 
pounds. After each proposed disbursement he called upon those 
present to signify their assent or dissent “ to the expenditure in the 
usual manner,” adding, immediately after making the request, the 
word ** carried.” 

During these votes the conversation was general. 


On reaching the vote for the payment of £2,547 12^. on 
account of the poor, — 

Mr. BEASSLTrNres wanted to know why one of the paupers had been 
deprived of some of his coat-buttons. It was said that the Master 
of the Workhouse was “most ’aughty,” and expected all the inmates 
to “ touch their ’ats to ’im.” Now he (Mr. Br4.sslxjnss) thought 

The Churchwardeyi [interrujpting). Mr. Brajsslungs, you are now 
making a speech, and not asking a question. 

Mr, JBrasslungs {to admiring coUeagueSy satirically). Oh, ain’t ’e 
sharp this morning r {Laughter,) I do say it ’s a shame that 

The Churchwarden continued his reading, and the objections of 
Mr. BEASSLUirGS were ignored. 

The consideration of the schemes for turning a ruined local burial- 
ground into a handsome park, for paving a main road with wood, 
for causing the dust-holes in the dwellmgs of the very poor to 
be periodically cleared, and several other propositions admittedly 
extremely beneficial to the public, were postponed. 

The Yestry having then to open tenders, all but the personal 
friends of the would-be contractors drifted away, and the meeting 
was adjourned. 

To sum up. A Model Yestryman does not require to be a polished 
orator. His words seldom get further than the columns of the local 
paper. Here they are seen after undergoing a revision which has 
reinstated lost aspirates and corrected had grammar. But what 
matter sense and culture to a nominee of the Ratepayers ? In con- 
clusion, London will indeed be worthy of pity if forced to take in 
exchange for the ponderous stupidity of the City Alderman the 
impertinent incompetency of the Model Yestryman. 


spoRTiu-a mTJESLuamcE, 


Brom all parts of the country we have continued to receive most 
favourable accounts of the opening day of the season, the Fifth of 
November. There were plenty of G-uy Foxes everywhere, and some 
first-rate runs, chiefly from policemen and infuriated householders. 


Simple Bekebt.— How to make a tent waterproof. Pitch it. 
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OUR WEALTHY DRAMATISTS. 

Theeb may be poor Actors nowadays, but no poor Dramatic 
Authors. Xot to be behind the fashion of the present time, when 
everrbody craves to know what everybody else is doing, when he is 
doing it, and how it 's being done, we are grateful to an unknown 
Correspondent, who signs himself ^ “ Occasional Pall Mall Gazetteer 
Paragraphist,*’ for the following interesting details, and the pubUc 
will agree with us that Dramatic Authorship is at the present time 
a highly remunerative profession : — 

Mr. W . 0. WiXLS is a Mdlionnaire, having made his money entirely 
out of Charles the First, while the poor Actor of that important rok 
onlv received three x)Ounds a night for the entire run 1 This is no 
fault of Mr. Wills’s. But clearly some “redistribution” is 
required here. Mr, W. O. Wills lives iu several castles in the 
North of England ; keeps five steam yachts, and two or three packs 
of hounds. For Ms new piece at the Princess’s he receives fifty 
thousand pounds down before a line is written ; and Mr. Wilson 
Babeeti binds Mmself over to Mm to serve him as a slave, to work 
his farms, do boot-cleaning, or go out to the Colonies for him, or 
anything, if he should fail in producing the exact sum hy twelve 
o’clock next Friday. , , , 

Mr. W. S. Gilbert, as a Dramatist, made five hundred thousand 
pounds by one piece at the Olympic, some years ago, wMch stun having 
been advantageously invested m Botany Yarns (on wMch he is 
founding Ms Burglary's Tale), still brings Mm in the handsome siun 
of one hundred thousand pounds a-year. His income as a Librettist 
would amount to fifteen hundred thousand a year, hut for the 
necessity of sharing it with Sir Arthur Sullivan, who insists 
upon receiving his pound of fiesh,” or, rather, his two-tMrds, 
or ten hundred thousand pounds of fiesh, paid quarterly. Finding 
Ms present house too small, Mr. Gilbert is in treaty for Bucking- 
ham Palace. He stipulates for the sentry-boxes remaining with 
sentries in them. Sir Arthur Sullivan, who is to have a wing 
of the bunding— for, as Ms Librettist gracefully says, he coul^’t 
indulge in such Mgh flights but for Sir Arthur’s wing, — ^insists 
upon these sentinels having been through a campaign at the Eoyal 
College of Music and being skilled vocalists. Tnis proviso has 
for the present brought negotiations to a standstill, hut it is said 
that the brilliant Librettist and gifted Composer, on agreement with 
the Buckhighain Palace Authorities, will refer the matter to a mutual 
friend who,— 

In spite of all temptations, 

Will accept their invitations, 

And remain an Engel-ishman, 

—and who win probably be accommodated with a room in the Palace 
(near the Critics’ Banqueting Hall) all to Mmself, fitted up with 
the latest-invented telephonic apparatus, communicating with the 
Librettist’s and Composer’s aparfinents, so that at any instant he 
may be informed of every wonderful rhyme or extraordinary musical 
phrase that may occur to either of the talented partners. 

Messrs. Hermann and Jones have only recentljr started in busi- 
ness, but they have already achieved a fortune which wiU make the 
entire Eothschuji family envious. It is variously stated at from 
sixteen to fifty millions. Messrs. Hermann and Jones are insepar- 
able. Their equipages are familiar to all Londoners frequenting the 
Park, where they both drive a collaborating team of mght horses. 
Their benefactions to their countrymen are well known. 

Mr. G, R. Sims is in receipt of one hundred and fifty thousand 
pounds per annum from Ms Bights of Bondon, in the Metropolis 
alone. From the representations in China, Japan, Persia, and 
one or two other places (where the drama is localised and sharpened 
up with topics of the day), he has realised the magnificeut sum of 
£275,008,005 19^. with wMoh he furnished Ms present man- 

rion. As the Librettist of the Merry Duchess, he shared with Mr. 
Feebebic Clay the Composer, a couple of millions ; and this would 
have been more, but for the unfortunate result of the Derby, wMch, 
it is an open secret, Mt these two talented gentlemen rather hard. 

Mr, Gilbert a Becgeett by one piece at the German Reels’ made 
over a hundred and sixty thousand pounds. His hunting-lodge in 
the Midland Counties is a model of perfect taste. It is open house 
with Mm all the year round ; and though hunting five days a-week 
tocept in the'summ^, and it’s difficMt to prevent him even then), 
he yet finds time to write the ItbreUi oi. French and German Seven- 
Act Operas, Of these he speaks, in his light and airy way, as ‘ * mere 
trines tiarown off before breakfast.” But it is well known that 
th^e trifles repre^nt two hundred thousand pounds each. His forth- 
coming Op^ra, Bmmarola, has been purchased by a syndicate com- 
po^ of the Ei^eror of Germany, Emperor of Austria, the King 

HoiAAjp, ana the French House of'RoTHSCHiLDB, for upwards of 
thr^ millions sterling, one quartear of wMch has been already sub- 
scmed, and remainder guaranteed. If the guarantee is not 

; made good, the instalment be forfeited, and Mr. Gilbert a 

1 be ^liberty to sell it over again. 

: , Mr. , ' new maniiofi cost Mtu a hundred 

thousand pounds. The drawing-room is inlaid with precious stones, 
and the mantelpiece (constructed by the Author) is one blaze of 
diamonds. He will not live iu it, but will only go and look at it now 
and then, as he prefers the residence he has occupied now for some 
years, and which he lately furnished lavishly out of his receipts from 
the Cynic. He made just on haH a million by the play he wrote 
for Miss Genevieve Ward, who, of course, such is the irony of Fate, 
was but little benefited pecuniarily by the successful work. Mr. 
Hermann Merivale spends about ten thousand a year in fishing- 
rods, and is endeared to all mariners on the more dangerous parts 
of our English coast by Ms patented invention for saviug life at sea, 
and safety nets for the herring fishery. 

Mr. F. C. Burnand, as a Dramatist, makes fifty millions a year. 
He is largely interested iu Electric Lights, and has bought up most 
of the patents. By a piece called unlimited Cash, a few years 
ago, at the Gaiety, whiou only ran a few nights, as the expenses 
were so enormous (one may buy gold too dear), he realised a quarter 
of a million, after granting A&. John Holling-shead a splendid 
annuity. His last new coat cost him over five hundred pounds, and 
Ms hatter, haberdasher, shoemaker, and tailor divide about sixty 
thousand a year between them. His shooting-box and moors, 
arranged on the most luxurious and expensive plan, cost Mm a hundred 
thousand pounds to keep up. He is a great benefactor to the various 
lines of which meet at the junction station near his place, as he 

is always sending vans laden with game all over the world. His 
pieces played in America (where there is no copyright or dramatic 
right) produce — ^by the courtesy of the Managers, who feel themselves 
in honesty bound to make Mm some acknowledgment — an income of 
about from seventy to ninety thousand pounds a year. As a Librettist, 
he would have made another couple oi millions out of Cox and Box 
{after sharing with Mr. Maddison Morton) but for Sir Arthur, 
then Mr. Arthur, Sullivan’s claim for a hundred thousand, which 
Mr. Burnand at once doubled, as a, token of Ms esteem and friend- 
sMp. 

Mr. H. J. Byron has never made less than a million a-year. He 
has several times tried to do so, but without success. He has houses 
and gardens all over England. He always travels by private 
engines, with saloon-carriage attached, having early in life taken a 
dislike to horses. Mounted outriders precede him at a galop, with 
flags to warn the approaching travellers. He spends the winter in 
India, tiger-hunting, and writes most of Ms pieces in the cool of the 
morning, when in his palanquin on the back of an elephant. He 
returns for the season to London, and Ms Western Palace — as it may 
indeed be termed— is the rendezvous from morning till night, or 
rather from morning till morning [as it never closes], of Tout ce guHl 
y a de plus gai, de plus^ brilliant, de plus savant, in all London. 

A great amateur of music, he has teu magnificen'^rivate bands, 
and three Composers at five thousand a-year each. He says he can’t 
understand Mr. W. S. Gilbert being content with Buckingham 
Palace as a residence (if he gets it), as, for Ms part, he likes a place 
he can move about in. His Elephant Saloon in Ms second London 
house, wMch he only uses when he is “passing through,” can be 
seen during November, from twelve to two, by anyone obtaining an 
introduction from the Home Secretary, backed by the Prime 
Minister and Archbishop of Canterbury. He realised sixty millions 
by Our Boys, and has pensioned off Messrs. James and Thorne with 
a handsome competency per annum as a recognition of their past 
services. 

ph the foregoing information we shall be happy to make whatever correc- 
tions may be necessary, on hearing from any one of the Dramatists named, in 
order to bring it into strict accordance with Ms own private and confidential 
statement made to the Commissioners of Income-tax, — Ed.] 

Pood V. Cram. 

The suggestion that destitute cMldreu obliged to attend Board 
Schools should be supplied at school with penny dinners seems good, 
and feasible. Less than a pennyworth of oatmeal a head would 
afford a fairly filling mess of porridge, and not cost much. Nor 
would that small expense necessitate any great addition to the rates. 
M%ht it not readily be met by a reason^le reduction of the sums 
now expended in attempts at putting sciences and literature into the 
heads or children destined to become plough-boys, errand-boys, shop- 
boys, and servant-girls ? 

. - ■ 

Thebe was a paragraph last week in the Twies headed, “ The 
Status of Solicitors.” Mrs. Ramsbotham read it without her glasses, 
and then putting down the paper, exclaimed, “ Well, I do not see 
why Solicitors should have Statues.” 

Unbounded Rumour.— There is no truth in the report th^t the', 
Dean of Bangor, on account of his anti-tea sentiments, is about tb 
be raised to the episcopal bench as the Bishop of Soda and Bran. ' 


W 1& BO eaaa can OoatriHtioiui, whether TUB., Printed Matter, or Drawings be retnmed, 

: ^ a end Direeted Envelope or Cover, Copies of MS, should he kept hy the Sendera 


unless accompttiued 
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PUTTING HIM AT HIS EASE. 

She. ‘‘And I suppose you went in tremendously for Athletics, at 
Oxbridge ? ” 

Ee {much pleased). “ Well — ^er— NO — I ’m aeraid I ’m rather Lazt, you 

KNOW 1” 


'‘OUE OWE COEEESPOEDEET” AEE THE SULTAE. 

{Eairacts from the Diary of his Majesty.) 

November l^^. — ^Weiss Pasea has just informed me that the Unselfish Eepre- 
sentatiye will arriye in time for the celebration. He is coming all the way Horn 
Paris by the Eastern Express. So pleased, as I am yery curious to see what he is 
like. Weiss Pasha says that he is being fed up well, so that he may be nice and 
fat for the final ceremony. He was greatly jneased with the first dinner they 
gaye him when he entered the train. I am told he wrote columns to a London 
paper about the waiters and the napkins. The only thing that disappoints me is 
that he shoxild haye neglected to haye brought Pain or Brock in his suite. How 
can the afitair go ofi properly without Fireworks ? 

November 2nd . — Philippi Bex has been with me all the morning. It seems 
that the Unselfish Bepresentatiye is not an Englishman by birth, although his 
name sounds like an English imprecation — Blow it ! ” ^ This is the more credit- 
able. I can understand a natiye of the country submitting to the terrible sacri- 
fice, but that a forei^er should offer himself to undergo so great an inconyenience 
seems to me incredible ! Howeyer, he is said to be yery eceentHC, which may 
possibly account for this noble act of self-sacrifice. 

November Zrd.—W as shown a letter from Lord Dupferin, in which the 
British Ambassador expressed a wish that I should be informed of the arriyal 
of the Unselfish Eepresentatiye. It is rather perrfexing, this semi-official recog- 
nition of this micdnil act of self-abnegation. Howeyer, I should be the last 
to complain. Here am I about to be as much fayoured as i£ I were Hying in 
Bridgewater or Lewes. I do hope that before he finally disappears there wiH be a 
really good explosion, 

November 4ih . — ^It is all arranged, and I am to see him. Philippi Bey has 
managed it beautifully. On my way to the Mosque he is to be propped up outside 
a window, so that I can haye a good look at him. The diffi.oulty about the 
etiquette of our intoyiew is smoothed oyer. It appears that he will walk in on 
condition that he is permitted to sit down the moment he has entered. Of 
course, I am glad of this, as i£ he had been carried in' in his chair by two 
persons walking before and behind (his favourite mode of trayelHng), the breach 
of manners might haye estabHshed an inconvenient precedent. I am looking 
forward to to-morrow I 


Nov^nber oth. — ^The great day has arrived, and I have 
seen him ! He was propped up on the window-sill as 
arranged. I never saw anythmg more grotesque and 
amusing in my life ! He quite reused my anticipations ! 
Much funnier than a wooden puppet, and just as help- 
less. He had his feet hanging down, and his toes turned 
in, just as I had seen them in the pictures ! I hurried 
over my prayers, and had him brought in. Raghib Bet 
acted as interpreter. I asked him if he thought we 
should have a fibre night for the ceremony ? He replied, 
through the interpreter, that he thought that there was 
just enough wind to blow the smoke away. I explained 
to him how deeply I regretted that I should not be able 
to be present when they Hghted up. He repHed, that 
after all there was not much to be seen so far as he 
personally was concerned. One celebration was much 
the same as another. So with a bonfire. Put anything 
into it, and it soon loses its indiyiduaHty. I admitted 
that this was the case, and to change an awkward subject 
(^though I must declare that it seemed to give hmi po 
oistres^, asked him if he had brought his lantern with 
him. He replied, “ No ; ” that as he had got the^ old 
original, he thought it best not to bring it. So it is 
left at the Bodleian Library, Oxford. Asked him why 
he was secured to his chair when he went out for a 
ride? He answered that it was an English custom, 
and prevented unanticipated ejectments. Expressed my 
surprise that he was not more gorgeou^ costumed 
— he was wearing a plain tourist’s suit. He said that 
any old clothes would do for his purpose— that it would 
be a pity to work in his best. Upon this, I said, to make 
him look a Httle grander, I would confer upon him the 
order of the Medjidie, second class. Rather extrava- 
gant this ! However, my visitor seemed pleased, and soon 
after took Ms leave. On bidding him adieu, I wished 
him a fine night for the interesting ceremony. 

November Uh . — I can scarcely write for rage ! How- 
ever, I haye had the whole of the Cabinet sewn up in 
sacks, and thrown into the Bos]^orus I I will teach them 
to impose upon me ! Ragheb Bey, who acted as inter- 
preter, has taken to flight. Yery wise of him ! I have 
just seen a translation of the Times^ account of my 
interview with the Anglo-Frenchman ! The audacity 
of the thing! I am actually represented as talking 
politics with a person who I was given to understand 
had been brought all the way to Constantinople that I 
might see him before he was Swrwed as a Guy Faux on 
the ^th of November ! 


“ LIKE A CRAB, IT CAN UO BACKWARDS.” 

The Times, of November 14, in a curiously ill-tempered 
and illogical leader, laid it down as an axiom that ‘^Men 
of sense make up their minds on these subjects {i.e., reH- 
gious doubts) at an early age, and it is only rather poor 
and narrow-brained persons who are troubled at thirty 
with any question about the form of reHgion they have 
Hved under.” It has probably occurred to many persons 
that the selection of the age of thir^ was singularly un- 
fortunate, and primd fade, intended as ‘‘ a nasty 

one ” for Lord Ripon, it was indirectly a rather severe 
commentary on the doings of Dr. Martin Luther, who 
certainly did trouble himself considerably on these sub- 
jects ” 6om tldrty to thirty-seven, and hadn’t quite done 
witii them at forty. The names of Uavazzi, Blanco 
White, and some others will recall themselves to the 
memory of those who see that “ Sauce for the Goose,” &c. 

Ini another article on Eriday, the Times, which has 
been having q.uite a Htile religious dissipation, says : — 
To this day the French workman talks of Protestantism with 
the same ignorance as his forefathers. There is sometbing 
Pnglisb or Grerman in it to his eyes, and he is not far from 
believing that a Protestant cannot be a good Frenobman.’’ 

Now, substitute ‘‘English Times Leader-writer ” for 
“French workman,” and “Roman CathoHeism” for 
“ Protestantism ; ” substitute also “foreign” for “ Eng- 
lish or German,” and “ Roman CathoHc and EngHshman ” 
for “ Protestant and Frenchman” et fabula narratur de 
Times, The paragraph amended would read thus : — 

“ To this day the English Times Leader-writer talks of Roman 
Catholicism with the same airy ignorance as his forefathers. 
There is something foreim in it to his eyes, and he is not far from 
believing that a Eoman Catholip cannot be a good Englishman.” 

The superior intelHgence that directs the ready pens of 
the Leader-writers is evidently behind the Times. 
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THE ALDERMAN^S NIGHTMARE. 

J)mo% Conger, Ha ! Ha 1 Ix me behold the Real Thetle ! Ho ! Ho ! You must leaen to Love me ! ^ 


0 ^EmBRT Thompsoist ! ’Enebt Thompsoi^, 0 ! 

That opicare the Orther of the SoaBons 
May have been wd of rhymes, bnt*iio, oh no I 
He wasn’t arf so destitute of reasons 
(Whatever Hood may say), as what yon seem, 

0 Thompson, who did not write ^phonisly ! 

JSe wonldn’t ’a give me that there ’orrid dream, 

Erom which I still feel q.iiisby. 

You’re wus than Weenon HAECOxraT and his lot, 
That soupercilious Fieth, and Beal the bonnceable. 
That chap who in the “ Telly ” writes sech rot 
’Bout testitudi— somethink unpronounceable — 

Is bad enough with his long crackjaw fuss ; 

Turtle ie turtle. Who can put it stronger ? 

But ’ang it all, Sir ’Eiteet, you are wus. 

You say it ’s only Conger ! 

Conger be ^well, I won’t. But he must be 

As cruel as a Mannino or a Thtjetell, 


Who ’d try and shake, with his wild dddle-de-dee, 

A Alderman’s sweet oonddenoe in Turtle ! 

Wot would be left ? Reform might ’ave its way , 

If Turtle lost its indiwiduahty ; 

And eels would do (luite nicely, I dessay, 

For a Municerpality ! 

That dream ! Oh, it was dredful ! For I thought 
That I was fixed, my feet a awful weight on, 

While with a hidjus thing I wHdly fought, 

Like that there Python of Sir Feedeeiok LeigtHTON, 
IJf elt like them three parties caught by snakes, 

In that uncomfortable classic statue. 

The Creature seemed to grin, “ I ’U give you guakes, 
Old Boy, when I get at you ! ” 

He gaped and goggled at me like^a shark, 

His mouth appeared a saw-mHL in full action, 

He lashed his ’orrid tail, and seemed to bark ; 

I shook like a hlomonge, in stupefaction. 
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“ Git out 1 ” I gurgled. Tlien tlie Conger spoke, 

Lifting Ms ’ed and offle coils above me ; 

“Jam the real Turtle, ancient bloke, 

And you must learn to love me ! ” 

« ♦ # # * 

Of course ’twas aU delugion, Hke the trash, 

In Mgnerant Sir ^Eneby’s startlin’ letter. 

Wot can ’e know of Calipee or -pash ? 

He oagbt at least, though, to ’ave known much, better 
Than to^ave give us tMs ’ere frightful shock. 

Round our dewoted ’eds Fate’s arrows ’urtle. 

But Conger ? ’Ang it, no .'—not ev’n as “ stock.” 

I pins my faith to Turtle ! 


CAN^T BE EAIEER THAN FOWLER. 

{A Page extracted from the Diary of the Lord Mayor.) 

Monday. — Yqtj glad I rescinded my permission to Herr Stockeb, 
the leader of the “ Jew hatred,” to lecture at the^ Mansion House. 
See what a reception he got when he did open his lips ! Howled 
down! Yery properly, too. Considering that Sir Moses Mostte- 
MOBE has now entered Ms hundredth year, it is simply disgraceful 
to say anything against the Jews. Besides j if there had been a row 
in the Egyptian HaU, the stained glass wmdows might have been 
smashed. So, take it all round, we are well out of it, 

Tuesday , — Application from the Anti-Mock-Friendly-Societies 
League "to hold a Meeting in the Mansion House. Though rather 
S 3 nnpathismg with the objects of the Association, was forced to 
refuse their re<iuest. Silly of them to select such a stupid title. 
“ Mock-Friendly” — evidently an allusion to the Society of Friends. 
The Quakers are a most respectable class of people, and I am the last 
man in the world to sanction any sneer at their expense. Especially 
as I know that if I did so, I should be called to book by a certain 
member of the Corporation. Decide, then, to refuse the application 
with scorn and contempt. 

Everybody seems to want to use the Egyptian Hall 1 
Here are certain Q-entlemen “ having the regeneration of the British 


Drama at heart, who are anxious to meet together to consider the 
advisability of petitioning the Gf-overnment to subsidise a theatre for 
the exclusive performance of ShaksyeareJ^ Well, in its way I sym- 
pathise with the movement. In fact, I should have no objection to 
asking questions of my Right Hon. Friends in “another place.” 
But the thing won’t do in the City. Some Common Councilman or 
Alderman would be sure to ask questions about it. No, no ; were a 
Meeting held about the future of the Drama, during the absence of 
our leading Tragedian in America, the proceeding would be regarded, 
and justly regarded, as a slight by the Irvingites ! TMs would never 
do, so must write to refuse the application. 

Thursday . — Another petition for the use of the most comfortable 
room in the Mansion House ! Too bad that people should want to 
turn me out of my own little study in this way. But they will— they 
always ask for the Egyptian Hall I However, on tMs occasion, 1 
think I can stump them. Permission requested by a Mr. Mockeb to 
lecture “Upon the History of Country Fairs and the Origin of 
Booths G-enerally.” A nice row there would be in the .Court of 
Aldermen if I consented I Why, I do believe, it would cause even 
Sir Robebt Cabden to say a naughty word 1 “ Booths Generally.” 
Why, of course, the lecture would include “General” Booth, and 
attack the Salvation Army ! 

Friday . — Once again I But there can be no doubt about my course 
in this instance. My excellent friend, Alderman Hadley, I feel 
sure, is regarding my movements with interest. The Society of 
Sincere Believers want to hold a meeting ; just like their impudence ! 

I would not offend Agnostics in general, and Mr. Bbadlaxjgh in 
particular, for the world. ^ i 

Saturday. — ^Ah, come now, don’t mind this. The Antipapistical 
Society wants to hold a meeting in the Egyptian Hall to protest 


I had better take time for consideration! 


Ah Aside at the Colonial Oemce.— What Lord Debby said 
when the Delegates from the Transvaal were announced, “ Oh dear, 
what Beers ! ” 
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NEW EEADINGS OE AN OLD NUESEEY EHYME. 

Gehman Reading. 

Says Moses to AaIon, 

“And. put a Christian Q-^ iJp^ 
pair on.” 

In London. 

Says aKos to ‘Moses, 

“Let’s develope our 

Says Moses to Jlaron, 

T% IzHi “They’re the fasMon to W j 


LOED AUEE^S DAY. 

XoNE of ns a knowin wot ’s to foller, like the Gests at dinner wen 
there ain’t no Menu, I was detennind to see all I coud connekted 
with the grand proceedins of Lord Mare’s Day. So I managed to 
be pressent at Gildhall on the heighth hinstant to witness the sollem 
and afiectin serrymoney of Lord Mare’s Heave. Ah that was a seen 
that was. ISTo wiinder the Liverymen, all in livry, flockt m crowds 
to see it, and no wunder so many on ’em seemed to be took with sitch 
bad eolds just at the most affeetingest moment. 

“ At 2 o’clock by the Gildhall dock,” as the Poet says, two Lord 
Mares cum in together, hand in hand, and marched in soUem state 
to the place of execution, where the Town Clerk, looking pail with 
surprest emoshnn, awaited their arrival to perform hie sad ofS.oe. 
His rich manly woice trembled as he administered the cnstomery 
dicklaxation to the Hew Lord Mare, and his three stately bows 
wanted snmthink of their nshal dignerty, dowtless from the same 
caws, for the maldn of that dicklaxation by the new Lord Mare, 
speakin metologically, reeliy decappytated the Old ’un, for drecly the 
words was hnttered, without no paws, off went the 3 cornered Cocked 
At of Power, and he was again a simple Alderman I 

Wot his leelinx was at that supreme moment who can teU ? but 
bis manly features bore the smile of stoickle resignashun. 

Then forth stept the Chamherlane in a full court soot with a lovely 
floury veskit, and walkin up with three graceful bows, gives up the 
City Purse to the old Lord Mare, who gives it to the new ’un, and 
he, after feeling of it and finding, I spose, as there was preshus little 
in i\ hands it back to the Chamherlane, who is so jolly jj-^ased to get 
it agin that he makes three more graeefool bows and acshally walks 
out backards ! A pretty lot of praktisia he must have had before 
he could do that I shood think. Then the old Lord Mare and the 
Hew ’un departs in peace, but tho’ they both goes together, this time 
the left one ’s right and the right one ’s left. 

That same evnin, as is our inwaryable kustom, we all assembuld 
as usual and seated ourselves round our kustomary round table and 
drunk our kustomary howl of ppioh, which I has the honner to bru, 
and at 12 oClock pereisely, at Midnite, we stands up on our feat, and 
we drinks in solium silence to the pious memmery of the late Lord 
Mare ! and then m fresh bumpers, with three times three and one 
cheer more, we drinks to the prosperous raiu of his noble sucksesser. 

I had herd the rain a peltin down the Chimbley like one o’dock 


ribbed jeers. However I rowsed myself betimes from my nupshal 


satisfaqshun arayed ; 


off my two leaders, they ’ll have took the fust step towards a Ausom 
Cab, and the rest wiU be all down hill with not no skid on ! ” and so 
I we pafted. 

' / -I^m told as most people thort as the Sho was a werry fine ’un, of 
course there ’s no a counting for taste, but, to my mind, bails of 
and of mutton, and a lot of birds full of stuffing, and 
oiTee, was but a werry poor substitoot for real Men in 
I was sorry to see absent, and that I have no dout 
wde tfe'taipfe ajO^gry, and so I acshally herd ’em hiss the Loed Ma-rpi ! 
which so effected my sperrits that I rushed into the Cryp and drowaded 


’em iu a bumper of sherry. I then sat down to meddytate, and the 
thortful Butler, a old freud of mine, seeing my state of mind, Idndly 
guv me a second, and then reckomended me to take just 40 winkels, 
mtoh 1 did for jest about a oupple of ours, and then woke up q.mte 

refreshed and prepared for the wust. , , 

The bangkwetwas much as usual, tho^ I thort the thick turtil 
seemed rayther thin, but then custom makes an ed Waiter almost as 
fastigious as a Alderman. I was again struck werry forcibly by foe 
estouishiug fac that many of the gests would leave foe xquisit delly- 
cacies of the table a most untouched, and prefer sitch werry wulger 
food as cold beef, merely because it ’s cut on a werry big joint, and 
called a Barren instead of an Auneh I n i -i ^ 

The speeches was jest a little long, hut if ever I seed a look of 
estonishment, and amazement, and wunder, it was when foe Lord 
Mare torked the two furren langwidges of Latin and Greek rite bang 
at Mr. Gladstun. Whether it was that he couldn’t quite beleeve his 
ears or his eyes, I of course don’t know, but he certaiifiy couldn’t 
take either of ’em off his Lordship, for estonishment. AIL I can say 
is, there wasn’t not one of ns Waiters as could understand a smgel 
word, and 1 rayther thinks as even sum of the Worshipfool Court of 
Alflermftii was in the same prediokyment (which Brown iranslates 
to mean, “ what the dickens he meant.”) But there was no diffikulty 
in understandin what the Prime Minister ment when, having got 
over his estonishment, he told ’em all that the late Lord Mare was to 
be nighted, and become Sir Eitert ISight. How they did aU cheer, 
and speshally when he added that it was the Qiteen’s own wish, 
I’ve no dout that it was partly owin to what Lord Darby told ’em 
the other day, that when foe Gueen is about to make a imn a 
Ambasseder or a Lord Leftennant or a Hight, or sumtbmk of that M 
and lofty caracter, the fust cj^uestion as she asks is, what sort of mfe 
as he got, and in this case tlie anser was so sattisfactery that Her 
Majisty said, as Hatur made her a Lady from her birth, and the 
Lord Mare made her a Lady for a year, I will make her a Lady for 

life. And so she did. „ -r i-i t-v i 

We hadn’t no Dook, witch I was sorry for. I aUus likes a Dook 
or A It gives a distangay tone to the hole proseedings, tho’ they 
ginerally sits as dum as (xog or Magog, but I ’ve no dout as they 
makes up by a lot of thinkin, aud will be werry usefool to us wen 
the grate fite eums, if, as Mr. Gladsttjn finely said, “ it hever do 
cxmi.°’ Egbert. 

THE SPEAKEE. 

(A EmdlooTc to Beady ‘made Oratory.) 

Part V. — The Drama,” treated erom a Mdttjal- admiration 
Point op Tiew. 

There are many toasts that recently have grown in importance. 
The chief of these is unquestionably “ foe Drama and its ProfessOTS. 
Hot so very long ago, to be an Actor was to rank as a vagabond. But, 
nowadays, this is changed. A popular Tragedian or (^medim 
receives nearly as much attention in Society as a Royalty. He is foe 
bright particular star of the firmament wherever he appears. Hostesses, 
famous for their high respectability, stand at their drawmg-room 
doors, eagerly awaitmg his coming. Hosts, notorious for their love 
of punctuality, wait nours for^ mm, patiently, while the soup is 
thiokeuing, and the birds are being burnt into cinders. Sometimes 
foe popular Tragedian or Comedian condescends to visit foe house of 
an influential Critic or a celebrated Author. On these occasions he 
retires into a corner with the “ most useful person ” he can find, and 
hides himself away from the common herd— a body composed of the 
very class to which he himself belongs. To this “ useful person’ 
(who is, of course, conneoted with the Press) he wiU confide Ms future 
plans, and mention foe sums that have been^taken during Ms engage- 
ment at the Theatre to wMoh for the moment he is attached. He will 
call that “useful person” by Ms abbreviated Christian name, and 
adopt a tone towards him suggestive of the tender devotion so often 
existing between a proud young mother and her dearly beloved first- 
born. In general society he will not he required to saj much. So 
long as he has an eye-glass through wMeh to smile, he is as safe as 
possible. If he be a Tragedian, Ms smile must be sad ,* if a Comedian, 
knowin g. It is only on public occasions that he will he expected to 
speak. When he takes a oenefiLt, for instance, he wiU say a few words 
about Shakspearb, Ms own love for the town in wMch he is acting, 
Ms desire to be buried in their midst, and last, but most important of 
all, the exact amount of the nightly receipts. He shouldTfeel that 
the stall-occupiers before him, having paid half-a-guinea a time for 
their places, have a right to be in Ms confidence. Of course, it is of 
the last importance to them to learn that he reverences the great 
national Poet, has a preference to the local cemetery, and has made a 
good deal of money by the exercise of Ms art. They will be all the 
happier for this knomedge—aR the better. His speecl^ at a banquet, 
organised in his honour, however, wiU. be rather more complicated. 
He will have to reply to a number of the most fulsome complimenfo 
without sacrificing Ms dignity or overstepping the mark whieh 
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separates tlie sublime from tbe ridiculous. Of course, be wbl belong 
to tbe Mutual Admiration Army. Tbe regulations of that gallant 
Corps should be of assistance to bim at sucb a time. He should 
remember^ that be is tbe best possible Actor, and that Ms friends 
who tell bim so are tbe best possible Critics. He and they together 
combine to represent absolute perfection. But, as an example is tbe 
safest guide, the handbook assumes a dramatic form for tbe purpose 
of illustration : — 

Scene — A gorgeous Banqueting Sallj filled with notabilities. Birth 
at the high table, Genius and Talent soyneichere below the salt. 
The Guest of tbe Evening’s health has been drunk with immense 
enthusiasm. The Guest rises to respond, and the cheering is 
frantic; he smiles, and handkerchiefs and desserUknires are 
flourished deliriously. The Toast-master obtains silence, and 
the reply commences. 

Guest of the Evening {Jbowing gracefully right and left). Tour Eoyal 
Highness, your Graces, my Lords, my LordMayors, my Right Reverend 
Prelates, and— -hem— Gentlemen, or, as I know you would prefer me 
to call you all, my dear, good, worthy friends — here I 
thank you. ( Cheers.) The noble Duke seated some little distance 
from me on my left has told you, in proposing my health, that be 
and I are old— may I say it?— “pals.” {Laughter and applause,) 
He has not deceived you. {Cheers.) We were boys together; 
and I am sure you will believe me when I tell you that i have 
alwajs found Aethtjr Waxtee Plantagenet, twenty-third Duke 
of Ditcbwater, one of the very best, one of the honestest of fellows ! 
{Immense enthusiasm, during which the Speaker shakes hands with 
the noble Duke in question^ Ah, it is a ve:y long time since we 
started on our careers. Twenty years a^o 1 was trying hard to 
get the most menial employment in connection with a country Circus, 
and my friend, my good friend — {addressing the A)w^e)— you are a 
friend, Aethtde, dear fellow! — {Cheers) — and my good mend the 
Duke was just goi^ to Eton. That is twenty years ago. We have 
succeeded since. He has ^ined considerable distinction as a States- 
man and Diplomatist, and has been made a Knight of the Garter. 
(“ Biear, hearP^) As for me — ^weR {smiling) jou know my career. 
{Immense cheering I think we may indulge in mutual congratula,- 
tion. Tou teR me that I am the best possible Actor. {Enthusiastic 
applause.) I am afraid you are rather partial— (“ No, no that 
you estimate my poor abiRties at too high a value. (“ No, no ! ”) 
WeR, be it as you wiR, and I wiR grant you that I am the best pos- 
sible Actor. {Thunders^ of applause.) But if I am the best possible 
Actor, you are, unquestionably, the best possible Critics. {Renewed 
applause,) But tMs evening 1 would rather sink myself in my Art, — 
in my profession. {Cheers.) I would say, take us at home, at the 
theatre when only a “T-light” is ignited, and the auditorium is 
empty. I would ask you where do you find such courtesy, such 
exquisite good breeding, as at a rehearsal ? {Applause.) 1 would 
say to you, where do you find such perfect domesticity as at the 
fireside of the Actor ? {Thunders of applause.) Tes, my worthy 
friends, I can safely say to the Judges, send your daughters on the 
stage to rehearsal, where they wRl be treated as if they were the 
first Ladies of the land, and to the Bishops, give your sons to a pro- 
fession where they can take to themselves helpmates who wiR never 
desert them. {Enthusiastic cheering^ And of one thing be qMte 
certain. Our highest aim is Art. {Cheers.) We have no jealousies, 
no love of gold. {Applause.) So long as we please you, we are satis- 
fied, as we feel that when we meet with your approbation, we are 
receiving the commendation of aR that is best in the ciinlisation 
of the nmeteenth century, — aR that is worth most honour in the 
whole of Christendom. {Wild enthusiasm, lasting for a quarter 
of an hour, amidst which the eloquent Speaker resumes his seat.) 

Of course the above is merely an outRne of a speech, wMch may 
be fiRed in to suit the idiosyncrasies of the place and the hoar. But 
it is in the proper key, and should wake responsive chords in the 
breasts of aR present. The golden rule of the orator can be summed 
up in four words : “ Praise, to receive praise.” Or, to adopt a home- 
lier tone, * ^ The best way to earn your bread is to deal in— Gutter ! ” 


Worse and Worse. 

[The candidature of Mr. W. H. Mallock for the Rectorship of St. 
Andrew’s tJniversity has been withdrawn.] 

Sad fer the seer whose pornograpMc page 
Proves the world pessimist, and life one grand ruse ! 

Is life worth living when the solemn sage 
Is scorned by Merry Andrews ? 


An TTnbeiievee Ccsstvinced. — A ny Anti-SpirituaRst stOl open to 
conviction (though it ’s the impostor-mediums who are most open to 
tMs sort of thing— in a Police Court), has only to go to South 
Eensington Museum and see with his own eyes “ The Spirit- 
Fresco.” Sir Feedeeick Leighton and Mr. Gajoiee Paeey wiU 
attend, if requested. Eo Fees. 


THE LATEST CRAZE. 

{Letters from a Young Gentleman of Fashion who “ Adopted the Stage as 
a Profession. ) 

Mt Deae Duchess, 28 , Shrimp Street, Shellford. 

I bcaven’t much time, hut I continue where I left off, and 
thank you so much for your invitation, wMch, as I am rehearsingaR 
day and playing at night, I cannot, I regret to say, accept. You 
know in London yowr Actors only “got their Sunday out,” for dinner. 

I told you about my going to rehearsal. You remember the sort 
of people I mentioned as bemg on the stage. Well— the play (of 
wMeh we only had one rehearsal in the day, we played it at night) 
is about Miss Postee, who goes abroad for fun with some friends. 
They, however, faR into the hands of wRd Arabs, but are saved 
at the last moment from death by the leader of the tribe, who, 
oddly enough, turns out to be an old fiame of Miss Postee’ s, WeR, 
then they come to a place where the charge of Tel-el-Kebir is goiug 
on. They arrive just in time to join in the hnrrahs and display of 
bunting after tbe victory, and to be asked to breakfast by the 
General. (I was the General.) Unfortunately, jnst as we were going, 
in to breakfast, Miss Postee’s lover is bitten by a deadly snake. 

The scene next changes to AustraRa, where Mr. Deewentwatee, 
a convict, escapes, and vows vengeance against Miss Postee’s lover. 
It appears he knows sometMng about Mr. Gaeeigk (Miss Postee’ s 
lover), who is Ms hated rival in the affections of Miss Postee. In 
tMs scene I am a Prison Warder with a soRloqny. in which I inform 
the audience the convict has reaUy been pardoned, but that I have 
kept the letter back from the Authorities for no particular reason. 
Then come a lot of vicissitudes in the course of Miss Postee’s love : 
she sucks the poison from Mr. Gaebicz’s snake-bite, and is very ill 
herself afterwards. “The Arab tribe are tempted to revolt against 
their leader by the convict, who arrives aR right from AustraRa ,* hut 
Miss Postee says such nice things about the Q,hebn and England’s 
banner, that everybody, except me convict, surrenders to her. The 
convict is not to be done, though. He declares he ’s my son, and I 
heReve him, having lost one. U ’m the General.) He next accuses 
Miss Postee’s lover with desertion from the Army, and having struck 
a superior officer years back. I refer to my books, and find, it was 
so, I ’ve got rather a good speech at the end of the Fifth Act, sen- 
tencing Miss Postee’s lover to the lash. 

A telegram suddenly arrives, stating that the Earl [of Mount 
Cashmlle is come out to die in the immediate neighbourhood, and 
wishes to see Miss Postee at once. (I am the Eari.) The convict 
starts, first meaning to assassinate the Earl before Miss Postee can 
arrive, and then get mto bed, like the Wolf in Red Riding Mood, 
and frighten Miss Postee when she arrives. But tMs is aR stopped 
by a most extraorMnary se^tuence of events. The Old Earl recognises 
the convict as the son of Ms valet, changed at birth for the General’s 
son, who reaRy is Miss Postee’s lover. The Earl himself has enjoyed 
the title and estates for seventy-five years wrongly, as he’s not 
le^mate, and Miss Postee is reaRy the Countess in her own right. 

The convict is so upset by aR this, that he confesses it was he who 
struck a superior officer, under the assumed name of Miss Postee’s 
lover. The Earl can’t stand any more, and dies. Countess Postee 
marries the General’s son (who is just saved as the first blow of the 
wMp is descending on h i m) , and they engage the convict as a gardener, 
as he knows aR about plants in AustraRa. 

I can’t explain it any better, because much confusion redgned, both 
at rehearsals and at night. Such loss of temper, and turning-up of 
noses ! I was so busy, also, rushing to the Rttle closet I dress in to 
change. Eirst I was the Old Family Coachman, with a dialect, who 
was sorry Miss Postee was going abroad ; then I was Captain of the 
sMp Miss Postee went out in, and danced a quadriRe with her ; 
next I played an Arab Guide, and was murdered in the Swamp Scene 
twice, because I feU so near the f ootRghts the first time, the^ Curtain 
couldn’t come down, so I was pxiRed up and murdered again; then 
the General, a Convict Warder, and the Earl. The General and the 
Earl were much the best parts ; that sentencing to the lash and con- 
fession of Rlegitimacy went splendidly. The audience, consisting of 
several people, seemed deRghted. There was a good deal left unex- 
plained m me story, but the ends of the Acts (the final “ situations ”) 
were aU right. The guns went off, and the band didn’t miss the oue'f or 
“ Rule BritanniaJ^ I ’R teR you such a lot about the people them- 
selves in my next letter— it ’s all so new. Au revoir, my dear Duchess, 
I am yours very truly, Hugo de B***. 


Me. Goeing’ Thomas, EngRsh Composer, never scored a bigger 
success than when he scored Esmeralda. It has made a great Mt at 
Cologne^ and tbe Colognials are enthusiastic. His name we have 
already iRustrated, it is suggestive of a “ duet for horns.” Laudatory 
Critics are oR for Goeing Thomas, hut you’R take a deal of bating, 
Thomas. — — 

“ Foiled again ! ” as the champagne-bottle exclaimed when it found 
itself filled and packed for the fourth time. 









AN EXTENSIVE ORDER- 

Cabby , *‘Beg tee pakdon, Miss, but might I ’ave a Pair o’ Light Kid Gloves, for a Weddin’ as I ’ve bin arsx to ?” 
Shopwmmn. “ Certainly. What is your Size?” Cabby, **Si2s, Miss?” Shopwoman, “Well, what’s your Number 

Cabby, ** Os, Number, bliss \ Two-Four-Eight-Nine-Sje J*' 


THE som OF THE SNUBBED ONE. 

Air — “ The Oay Cavalier ” 

In the year it was late, 

But Madrid was enpte, 

The Bolero was 800116111? amain, 

When a youth from fair France 
Came to aai; for the'dance^ I 

The hand of a beauty of Spam* 

When he saw with a wince, 

That a gay Teuton Prince 
Was au mieux with the mantiUa^d maid, 
His moustache he did twirl. 

Crying, “ SacT’^r-^r-e ! False girl ! ! 

I ’m a leetle Ht late, I afraid I 

A leetle, a heile; a leeite hit Me, Pm afraid! 

Now, this ^knt Frendh youth : 

Had been laeking, in sooth, 

In politeness ; a fit of the spleen 
Had quite made him forget 
The most plain etiquette, 

I The result of which rudeness was seen. 

His last chance was fiown ; 

** With the Teuton she ^s gone ! 

Spanish nuts on my rival ! ” quoth he. 

“ It is plain whom she loves ; 
tak^ Berlih wool gloves, 

' And has given the mitten to me ! 

given, has given the mitten to 

^ ^ w/” 

Now some might have thought 
He’d have followed and fought, — 

That a ehall^age should come at thia stage ; 


But this gallant from France 
Knew he hadn’t a chance, 

Though he felt in no end of a rage. 

So, wiser by far, 

'Ks--postponed thoughts of war, 

But as homeward he went, muttered he, 

“ Manana ! He ’s strong. 

But he ’H find before long, 

Le diahU to pay— and that ’s Me ! 

Le didble, le diahle, le diable to pay — and 
that 

MR. PUNCH AND TDRTLE. 

We are informed by the Times that Turtle 
Soup, the delight of Aldermen, is largely 


composed of Conger Eel. Bht Mr, Punch 
was the first to make the discovery. If the 
curious reader will consult our Eighty-first 
Yolume, p. 30,. he will read as follows : — 
Conger Eels axe caught on the Irish 
coast. The people will not eat them, so 
they are iced and sent to London. A-f earful 
whisper went round the room as to their 
ultimate destination. When it reached the 
ears of the two Aldermen present, they were 
seen to turn pale, and one of them presently 
left.” The whisxjer was as follows “ The 
awful-lookinff object that the poor hungry 
Irishman disaains to eat, is, when the demand 
for” the especial luxury of Masters and 
Wardens, Aldermen, Sheriffs, and Common 
Counoibnen “ is great, and the supply small, 
manufactured into real Turtle Soup ! ” 

In relation to this important subject, it 
may be stated, as a most remarkable coinci- 


dence, that whereas two Aldermen were 
present when this astounding revelation was | 
made, and were both, as stated, visibly 
affected, it does so happen that, shortly after , 
that fatal day, two Aldermen voluntarily 
resigned their high position and retired into 
private life. 

WORTH PRESERYING. 

An old-fashioued Country Squire writes to 
us thus r— Sir, Why continue your attacks 
upon the “Duke of Mudeoed,” as ypu call 
him ? Because bis Grace will at last do some- 
thing if you persist — h© . make some 
alteration m what you stigmatise as “ Mud- 
Salad Market.” If his Grace does anything 
of -the sort,— if he makes the slightest change 
in Coveht Garden Market, no one will regret 
it more than myself and some of our Old 
Tiewig Club, as Govent Garden Market is the 
only ^ace in London where I can get a sniff 
of a perfume that reminds me of the country. 

Yours, Antony Lumpkin. 

We sent our New Musical Critic from the 
Provinces— Ms first appearance in London— 
to hear Sir George Macearren’s David at 
St. James’s HaU. He returned delighted. He 
said he thought Messrs. Santlet and Lloyd 
were there, but wbiob was singing the part of 
David be couldn’t make out, as they had all 
got black faces, (Instead of hearing the Ora- 
torio called after the Jewish king, he had been 
to the other entertainment in the same build- ^ 
ing ; that is, the Cbristy-’uns.) | 






W40THER HAPPY DAY FOR PRINCE VICTOR AT CAMBRIDGE. 

{Suggested ly the HUstr-Ud L-^nd-n N'-ws, J^fov. 10.) ‘ 


A 
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A A'laHTMAEE OF FAIR 
WOMEN. 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS -No. 163. 


{By Leporelh Junior,) 

Masikg sTindry douHe-esses 
After supper and ex-esses, 

Tiius I dream—oli, Janes and 
Bessies, 

Marys, Fannys, Anns, and J essies ; 
Tliougli my waking soul confesses 
You haye laughed at my addresses, 
Sleep my wounded spirit blesses. 
For I dream bow Marchionesses, 
Viscountesses and Duchmes, 
Oueens and yarious Princesses, 
(Brandenburgs and Gruelphs and 
Hesses), 

Grirls with fish and water-cresses, 
Ballet-dancers, shepherdesses, 
Canonesses, Bishopesses, 
Authoresses, Poetesses, 

(Chiefly of the ‘‘upper classes 
Here my wiLful pen digresses), 
Fair Circassians and Turkasses, 
Dreamy and divine Jewasses 
(Some with rather long nosasses), 
Women with all shades of tresses 
(All, though, more or less heir- 
asses). 

Crown my passion with successes, 
Neyer saying noes but yesses ! 
How they fight for my embrasses I 
Bring me into endless messes, — 
As their beauty efiervesces, 

Like a Seidlitz coalesces 
With my loye, and so liguesces, 
While their waists my lond arm 
^presses — 

This is but a dream, I guesses. 


EyEEYTHriS'G was going wrong 
in the house. Mrs. Ra^isbotham 
said she should dismiss them all 
‘ ‘ at one fell soup.” “ I *m not,” 
she added, “going to allow my 
seryantsj to ride slipshod oyer 
me ! ” 



SIR FREDERICK AHaUSTUS ABEL, Baet., 
Able Peofessob, aj?d Dyitamite Deteotoe. 


READING FOR THE MILLION. 

The Pall Mall Gazette is so de- 
lighted with Mr. Shaw-Lefevee’s 
reyiewof the Political Progress of 
the last fifteen years, deliyered at 
Reading, that it suggests its being 
circulated as a political tract by 
Liberal Associations in all parts of 
the Three Kingdoms. To be Shaw! 
It will shortly be published, — 
title, “The Story of Lefevre.” 
The same course will probably be 
taken with Lord Noethbeook’s 
Bristol Addresses, — title, “ A 
Bristol Bird’s-Eye View of the 
Political Situation,” Lord Hab- 
ten'otoh’s coming campaign wiU 
doubtless furnish materials for a 
companion tract, to be called 
“Cut Cayendish.” The Tories 
will then haye plenty to “put in 
their pipes ” for some little time 
to come. 


SpoETrsra Match.— A big fat 
man, one of the Extra Stout 
Diyision, and a cheeky little thin 
youth were discussing pedestrian- 
ism. The pigmy chaned the giant. 
“ Good ! ” says Extra Stout. 
“ I ’ll back myself to run against 
you for a flyer ! ” “ Done ! ” 

criedPigmy : * ‘ Where and when! ” 
“ Here, and now I ” replied the 
Big Man, And he did run against 
him. There wasn’t much left of 
the Pigmy after the first concus- 
sion. He paid the “flyer,” but 
protested that it was “under 
pressure.” 


MTT.T.y.T?n-R A w A T in Ajn> Poetic 
Q,uotations {d propos of a recent 
Trial,) — “Early and late the 
Miller thriyes.” Also, “ Joy ! joy ! 
My task is done I ” Moobe, — 
where that came from. 


A COMEDY IN THE COUETS. 

{Breach of Promise Case, Miller v. Joy, part heard. — On his Lordship 
t^mg his seat, the Jury complained of the draughts which they had expe- 
rienced on the preceding day, on which his Lordship suggested that a curtain 
should be hung over the door leading into the jury-box, adding — “It was 
some months before I could obtain cintains after applying for them, hut at 
last they gave me two, and I shall be happy, Gentlemen, to lend you one.” — 
JDail/y Paper,'] 

ScEira — The Queen^s Bench Division in the Boyal Courts of Justice 
in the Strand* Bnter a Judge, shivering, supported hy two 
Attendants, Several dueen’s Counsel, with raging toothaches, 
are angrily signalling for all windows to he closed. 

Judge {sneezing violently, and addressing the Jury). And now, 
Gentlemen, before we begin this morning’s proceedings, in the inter- 
esting^ Breach of Promise case which ajferded such a isplay of 
forensic wit yesterdajr, let me im^uire of you how you like your 
new seats ? I don’t wish to take too much credit to myself, but I may 
remark — {proudly) — ^that it was owing to my interyention that the 
Chahcelloe of the Excheq,tjee has been induced to consent to the 
expense entailed by what I may be allowed to call the user of a 
warming-pan in the Jury-box before you came into Court. Eyery 
seat^ I may add, is stuffed with Hie yery finest feathers, taken from 
a kind of fowl which is, I beHeye, indigenous in South Australia, 
but which is also sometimes ohseryed in the neighbourhood of these 
buil d ings. It is called the Anser cliens^ or Client Goose ; and the 
specimen, Gentlemen, which is now contributing to your bodily com- 
fort was recently plucked by the kind assistance of one or two 
Solicitors in the adjoining Hall. 

Foreman of the Jury, My Lord, the only “ anser ’’—(ro^ir^ of 
laughter) — I can make is to say, that in your Lordship’s hands the 
ooinfort of Jurymen and the welfare of litigants seem egL^iaHy 
secure. 

^ Judge {complacently). It ideases me to hear you say so. If there 
IS any other little matter whioh you wish attended to 


A Juror* I haye heard, my Lord, that “tffe minimis non curat 
lexf — {uproarious laughter^ — ^but I must beg leaye to state that, 
owing to the crowded condition of the Great Hall, a f ayourite corn 
which I haye cherished for many years — {murmurs of sympathy 

from several Jwrors)— was much trodden upon, and 

Judge, Not another word! Usher! corn-plasters for one — for 
half-a-dozen, if necessary 1 {Thoughtfully,) Some may call me 
weak. Mr. Childees, I Icnow, will object to the expenditure. But 
nobody shall eyer say that I did not attend to the physical comfort of 
Jurymen in my Court. Anything else ? 

Another Juror* My Lord, these ’ere Breach o’ Promise cases make 
a fellow hungry — also thirsty. I don’t want to make no complaints 

about the witties, but our lunch yesterday 

Judge {sadly). Gentlemen, it is as I foresaw. I haye repeatedly 
called Mr. Gladstohe’s attention to the subject, and have even gone 
so far as to order turtle-sonp to be supplied to my table, if not to 
your own, charging the cost to the gener^ expenses of our Judicial 
System. But these complaints are too much. I {weeping ) — 

to-day divide my own turtle-soup with your Foreman : and, Master ! 
— oh, would you kindly step dovm into the kitchen and see that the 
Jurymen’s chops are not burned; and perhaps some member of the 
Junior Bar would not mind giving an eye to the mashed potatoes— I 
merely throw out the suggestion as a dictum, and do not mean it to 
become a precedent — Ah, thanks, Mr. McMm&ms ! very kind of you, 
indeed ! And, oh, Mr. McMiraaiisrs, when you are in the kitchen, 

would you mind just teBing the cook ( JFhispers.) Yes, a leetle 

more fat, you understand— thank you so much. Usher, the hot- 
water bottle for my feet ! And now, Gentlemen, suppose we proceed 
to business. 


Feom Oxeohd.— Why would Mr. William MoEHg,— not the 
Anacreontic Billy nor the Etonian Editor of “Poet’s Walk,” but 
Wall-pa]^er Mobeis, — be more at home in haranguing a crew on 
board ship than an audience of Undergraduates ?— Because he a 
Dec-orator. 
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THE MODERN ARS AMANDI- 

{By Punchius Naso.) 

Proem. 

PuNCHirs, past Master of tlie Art of Arts, 

Here to Ms friends, the Britxsh^Fair, imparts 
Love’s latest lessons. Xewer Naso he. 

And nicer. Hark ! girl-Toices ripple free ! 

Arms and the Boy I sing-^commingling lun 
With warmth of a Mayfair Anacreon. 

Momns and modish Cupid hand in hand 
Deal Love and Laughter round a listenmg land I 

CANTO I. 

The Modern Cupid. 

To arm the Amazons against the Greeks, 

In da vs when hlue-hosed Becker boldly seeks 

Penthesuea 



to 
para- 


make 
mount, 

Might seem su- 
perfluous toil, 
did Cupid 
count 

Arms Amazonian 
as Ms own ; 
but, no I 

That oldest ben- 
der of the Hp- 
shaped bow 
As soon would 
shn^ a Gatling 
at Ms back, 
Orwith torpedoes 
spread his 
mazy track, 

As, dropping Ms 
own dainty- 
f e ath ered 
darts, 


With Ltdii’s grey goose-Q[uill assail onr hearts, 

War’s weapons.change, no longer lance-lines glint, 
Breech-loaders snpersede the primal flint, 

But Eros, protean else in guise and garb, 

The sweet simplicity of plume and barh 
Maintains, and, loyal to the archer-craft, 

The modem Cupid shrills the ancient shaft. 

The Modem Cupid I There ’s a thought, my Girls ! 
Through soft curved Hps gleam out the serried pearls,- 
Betrayed in that slow subtle brooding sidle, 

Blending of rapt delight and blameless guile, 

Which ever greets the utterance of that name 
In ear of damosel or youthful dame. 

How shall one paint him ? Age-old infant he 
Eternal adolescent, fresh and tree 
As when he played in Paphian air, at home 
And native in Belgravia or in Rome, 

Potent in Piccadilly as Japan, 

Your only genuine Cosmopolitan. 

That word-of-aU-work, — ^Love ! So read the Sage 

In darkly deep JDeronda^s ponderous page, 

And countering Cupid (Sage and hoy are chums, 

And wander oft where high Hymettus hums, 
Bee-peopled, or where buzzings far less sweet 
Lade the dense air of memory-haunted Fleet), 

Hie twain, by draughts neotareous reinforced, 

In free colloquial dactyls thus discoursed : — 

PuFoiaHus, 

First of noun-substantives, noTmn sublime and ecstatical, 

wee so ser^ely pre-eminent, proud, autocratioal, 


Cupid. 


„ , . ^ , , ^ — .ely as sunnily ? 

Jhmi on^hom !]feiuty and Bravery showered joint henison, 

a sort a f^Savey ” ? ^ Though honey-tongued TEOTyson 
)Ws us yemm CMvalry stooping to. Cookery wiBingly, 

taunted by tip-tuted termagant thnllingly, 

, , nst ia a Enight in the £itchen,to Love in the Scullery ? 

*^^s0fd.H^-all-work ” ? Wl^t destiny dreadfoUer, duller ? 
Fw ^3#;^mpassio3iateUoMlier^ Cupid, whom JRex I con- 
— v.-> andMidcon ! 


Words are hut words, Sir. My power defieth paralysis, 

Shrinks not from sharp inquisition, or subtle analysis. 

Though ’tis applied by a critic of cuteness phenomenal, 

Xeenest of caustic pen-wielders, most wondrous of women all. 

As for my fiaiTiBj fools will take it in vain j ’tis equational, 

Many conceive, with the silly, or coarse, or sensational ; 

Certes their Algebra ’s crass and remarkably curious, ^ 

Love is their true ‘ ‘ unknown quantity.” Utterly spurious 
Most of their pseudo-solutions. With purely chimerical 
Statics of dulness, dynamics of fervour nysterical. 

Fain they would tormulate Me ; whom young ladies erotical 
Blindly excogitate out of crazed noddles chaotical. 

Love laughs at libellous labelling, ludicrous counterfeit ; 

Modern Romance should go lave in the Muses^ pure fount her feet, 
Ere she come trampling, Eke Pan, o’er my lilies and crocuses. 

My nectar ’s pure till some satyr the rosy draught hocusses. 

Me would they soullionise, set me to sense as subordinate, 

Slave to mere appetite, morbid or gross or inordinate ? 

Mammon, and Mudie, and muck-<z-?tx-mo£?e do not master all. 

Once a queer quiR-driver’s craze, called, absurdly, the Pastoral, 
Ruled it in modish Romance. I survived that stupidity ; 

So shall I sensual spasm and callous cupidity. 

Making my name ‘^Word-of-aU-work” is using me scurvily ; 

But though Love’s world— in three volumes— seems turned topsy- 

Trust me, my actual orb keeps its centre of gravity, ^ 

Spite of all word-spinning flights of fantastic depravity. 

So Cupid in his chartered Laureate’s ear, 

Unchanged by folly as unchecked by fear, 

Ready to tackle with Ms whims and wiles 
PsvcHE of Greece or Suket of St. Giles’. 

Psyches are scarce. Would Julia emulate 
That much-afflicted maiden ? ^ ‘ Pas si bete I ” 

JuxiA would say, she who would pipe no eye 
Over the tender tropes of Mrs. Tiohe, 

As might her grandmamma perchance have done. 

In days ere cynic “ form” was thought good fun. 

No moon-eyed maiden she with soft clasped hands 
Shy lowered Eds, soft pleats and snowy bands, 

Such as in days ere Quid a’ s banner waved, 

Soft Stothard limned, bland Bartolozzi graved, 

Blushfully yielding to the stumpy dart 
A hovering ’Cupid twanged against her heart. 

Erect, wide-lidded, ^ carelessly composed, 

Julia the Arm of up, cool, classic-nosed, 

WoRTH-robed and WiNGEiELD-trained, the god confronts 
With steady glance that Ms best arrows blunts, 

Or would un-point them were Cythera’s hoy 

A strategist so poor as to employ 

Old wiles that answered when the world was Greek, 

And female wit had not invented chic. 

Not so keen Eros errs. He comes not now 
A chubby sans~culoUe with curl-topped brow, 

Plain how and patent quiver. How ? Perchance 
He comes correct of garb and cool of glance, 

Like Arthur, “ as a modern Gentleman,” 

But oftener, as befits a subtler plan, 

In the receipt of fern-seed. Maids beware 
Of the invisible Eros ; Ms a snare 
The wariest bird may haply fail to twig. ^ 

Cries Julia, with a moue^ how infra dig. 

To he caught napping, captured ostach-hlind ! 

Let me but see his face and I ’R not mind.” 

Sage PmsrcHius smiles, a smile with meaning rife, 

Which Julia may not fathom for her life. 

Then in the shell-piiik ear of soft Louise 
He wMspereth, The Cupid whom one sees, 

Beholds afar and waits for, as you wait 
For laggard postman fomhHng at the gate, 

Is not the urchiu who makes surest capture, 

Means subtlest miscMef , or brings rarest rapture. 

You comprehend ? ” That faint rose flush replies, 

And lights the lamps of scorn in JuiiA’s eyes. 

Dear demoiseUes^ your Phncshtus must lay down 
His first of maxims. It may raise a frown, ^ 

And on the ears of modish matrons jar. 

In hve much hangs on Cupid’’ s avatar, 

Whether unasked and unannounced, he come 
As to a sort of amorous ‘‘ at home,” ‘ 

Or, ticketed and touted for, appear 
. Like any other “Hon of the year ; - ^ ' 

Whether with empty hands or plump portmanteau— ' 

But for 'fuH explanation, see next Cantb ! 






i j TL. ;^jeSier MS., Pnniied Matter, or Dramaga, to retnraed, unless aocompamed 

^ » S1to|tear aad or' Copies’ of he kept by the Senders. 
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SO SIMPLE! 

Proprietor of Furnished Bouse. You 'will obseeve, Madam, that 
THEEB IS BVEET CONVENIENCE. TOE EXAMPLE, IN CASE OE FiRE, 
YOU POP THEOXTGH THIS TrAP, AND THERE YOU ARE, YOtT BlNOWl ” 


LAYS OF A LAZY MMSTREL. 

STILL im A BATH-CHAIR. 

Still in a Batli-cliair ! ‘ ‘ Still so gently onward rolling ! ” People 
don’t seem to approve of my eye-glass. I suppose as an invalid I 
ouglit to wear blue goggles. “ Batb-cbairity begins at borne.” Of 
course it does, but it doesn’t end there. There are all sorts of little 
adventures and excitements that serve to chequer the serenity of 
your onward progress. I nearly crushed a goat-chaise full of babies 
just now, I “ poled” an eminent Author in the back, I went gently 
over ihe corns of a Conservative Member of Parliament, I nearly 
killed three pugs, and lamed a black poodle. 

Sometimes, in passing another Bath-chair, Able gets into con- 
versation with a hrother dragger, and I find myself side by side 
with a fellow sufferer, who looks somewhat angry. Query, how 
should I behave? Should I s^, **Hah! nice fine momin’,” in a 
hearty j'ovial fashion, or should 1 say, “ Hope I see you better, Sir,” 
with a touch of tender melancholy in my voice. As I have never 
seen the G-entleman before, as he looks very much as though he would 
bite, I conclude it is better to say nothing at all, but feign to be 
intensely interested in something in the ofiSng until 1 have got well | 
clear of him. I have met with a good many books of etiquette, but | 
never yet came across Mules f err Mehamour in a Bath^chair, , I sup- 1 
pose, when people get to Bath-chairs, they are generally considered I 
to be past behaviour, good, bad, or indifferent. . • 

But you certainly acq^e an entirely new view of human nature, 
and enjoy countless fre^ opportunities of studying character. There 
is somethin^ wondrously soothing in the semi-nautical roH of your 
dragger, And ihe easy way in which you appear to drift along. The 
hansom has been called the gondola of the London streets. I would 
certainly^ christen the Bath-chair the “Punt of the Pavement.” 
Indeed, it has such a dreamy, gliding, puntesque character about 
it that I quite long to have a fly-rod in my hand. I fancy I could 
put a “ palmer ” or a “ coachman ” into the ear of that old gentleman 
who is studying a newspaper, with tolerable certainty. And snp- 
nosing he made a dash ri^t down the Esplanade, what sport I should 
have m playing him ! 

Feel as thongh I shonld like to smoke. . Get out cigarette. Strike 
a light several times. Wind blows it out. I yell to Able to stop. 
I shout so hmd that it ffrightens him, and he pDHs ami ve^ry 


nearly sboots me bead-first over the leathern apron into a perambu- 
lator foil of twins. Able touches his hat, but evidently regards my 
cigarette with distrust. Perhaps it is against the rules to smoke. 
Possibly tbis is not a smoking-ebair, and I shall be fined forty 
shillings. Perchance I ought to smoke a cigar — ^if in a cab of course 
I ought to smoke a Cabaila— or, peradventure, a pipe. Of course a 
Bath pipe. And if I want a little light refreshment, Bath buns and 
Bath Olivers— singing “ Hum-turn, tiddLe, iddle, liddle, iddle ! ” &c. 

As I get near me Pier I meet my noisy, hearty friend, Shoggle- 
BACH. “ Ha! ha! ha! ” he shouts in a voice which makes every- 
body look round, and causes several fly-drivers to think they are 
bailed. I hate Shoggleback because he is always so obstreperously 
hearty. Heartiness is his profession and his pracuce— in poiut of fact 
he is quite the hearty-culturalist. ‘ ‘ Ha ! ha ! ha ! ” he shouts, nearly 
wringing my hand off short at the wrist. “ So like you, you know, 
to be in a Bath-chair ! ” I calmly explain to my mend that it is 
not in the least like me, that I have never in my life been in a Bath- 
ebair before. But he will have none of it. “ Ho ! ho ! ho ! ” he 
ejaculates, “you will have your joke! He! he! he! Splendid, 
upon my word ! Ea ! ha I ha ! The best thing I ’ve heard for a 
long while ! I must go and tell Einctoiber at once. He ’H roar I ” 
And off he goes to tell Kincumbee. 

Who Bjncttmbee^ is, I have not the least idea, but I am pretty 
certam that my friend, instead of commiserating my unfortunate 
position, is about to circulate the report that I am playing practical 
jokes on the Brighton public. Ho matter ! I go rolling ouj noddling 
my head, as I smg softly to myseK, “ Oh, ’tis merry to nde in the 
Bath, Bath-chair, ’Tis pleasant to glide o’er the Esplanade ! ” and 
the passers-by regard me with pity not unmingled with fear. 


FOOD AHD FIGTJHES. 

Sir, Maistee Punch, 

Looh’ee here Sir. Squire Gibebn, a-spoutin’ tother night 
about I and we country folk, stuck to it that we wur better fed now- 
adays than we wur forty-one year ago ; and them as ’eard ’im say 
that there, they up and swore as how we wur a‘ grumblin’, can- 
tankerous, discontented, set o’ chaps as didn’t knaw naught of our 
own jolly good luck. How look’ee ’ere, Makter Munch ; ’ere be Squire 
Giepen’s figures. Says he that forty-one year ago, that be in 1840, 
I eat tbis ’ere in the first column, say in about a couple o’ weeks, and 
that now I gets through this ’ere, wot he ’s set down in the second, in 
the same matter o’ time. ’Ere’s the figures : — 

Food Swallowed by I in 1840 and 1881. 



1840. 

1881. 

Bacon and bams 

lbs. 

0-01 

13*93 

Butter .. .. .. 


1*06 

6*36 

Cheese 


0*92 

6*77 

Currants and Raisins . . 

145 

4*34 

Eggs 

Ho. 

3*63 

21*65 

Potatoes 

lbs. 

0*01 

12*85 

Rice 


0*90 

16*32 

Cocoa . . . . . . 


0*08 

0*81 

Coffee 

51 

1*08 

0*89 

Cora, wheat, and wheat' flour . . 

P 

42*47 

216*92 

Raw sugar 


15-20 

58*92 

Reflned sugar 


? nil 

3 44 

Tea 

55 

1*22 

4-58 

Tobacco ■ ,, 

>? 

0*86 

1*41 


How addin’ all that there up, that be for 1840, about 69 lbs. of 
food for I ; while now he -says, says he, “ Hodge, you old pig, you 
swallows 373 lbs.— that be six times as much— just as easy in the 
same time, and you grumbles at it too ! ” How look’ee ’ere, Makter 
Munehy if I does that there — and figures is figures — ^well ain’t it plain 
that a feed up like that ^must give I such a fit o’ blues from 
indigestion, as sets I hankerin’ about franchise and land stealin’, and 
such like things o’ which I knows and cares just naught, and gets I 
called by a set o’ chaps, as wants nothin’ more than to make summat 
out o’ me, yours all of a puxzle. Discontented Hodge. 


Me. Heeeombe’s Scholastic residence (see P. M, G. Hov. 23), for/ 
Artist Boarders at Bnshey is of course to be called “Limner’s Hotel.” 
Hie pupils to be in harmony with the neighbourhood, are to tattoo 
their skin, that is to “ Haddle it,” and to let their hair and beards grow 
“ Busbey.” As the above-mentioned President and Instructor re- 
tains tolomself the righb of'** giving a severe reprimand” ,tq any 
pupH who may slip out late, pr break any of the rules, he will be . 
known down there as Mr. Haie-Combee. 


A Soudan Inspiration'.— 'How? to get rid of the Fake Prophet^ 
Get biTn a ln«ra‘(ivB engagement on any Sporting Paper. — 
trtdy, Aba^ foj* ^ 
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OFFENSIVE MODESTY. 

Nei 0 Oastomer, ‘*I don’t so much care ■what the Things are made of, 
Tou KNOW. All I want is to look like a Gentleman/’ 

Tailor {with wnmlled-for diffidence), Well, Sib, I can assure you that 
Twill do my very best!” 

THE MAECH OF INTELLECT. 

[Latest Advance — cd the JDcnibU.) 

Dear Ms. Punch, 

^OK here. Here are a coirole of questions (there were a lot more of 
mem) that I had to tackle in a “ General inte]ligence Paper,” at our school 
f the other day:— ' 

: 5. MeBtion some fact connected each of the following names : — Gbnbbric, 

^usolus, Piogekes, Michael Scott, Lord Bacon. Eayaillac, Strabo, Ivan the 
Terreble, Louise Michel, 

8. Explain is meant hy ; — Crusted Port, A 1, old Dresden, Alkaram, an heirloom, 

nepotkm, the sarvival of the fittest, abrasion of the cuticle.” 


nepothon, the sarvival of the fittest, abrasion of the cuticle.” 

I don*t mean I want you to do them, you know ; for I don^t su] 
md out without a crib, as I did afterwards, that Ivan the Terrib 


ose you would 
was a Surrey 
squibs. All I 


in the right sort of things in the COnistmas hoH&ys. 

I like que^ott about “ Crusted Port.” ill I should raiher think it 
ws ; and if we had a dozen of it down here I dare say our form could polish off 
giat question ahont ^e ** survival of the fittest ” in no time. Here ’s one that 
Bakbr , Major, says is down for next term 

*‘4. State all you Imow about Eaised Pie, Diy Monopole, the Derby Favourite, Lords 
^mmons (at to Haymarket), Dinner at to Holbom, Hap, Cornet Grain, Alfred 


/» T hat^^ ^ question — least some of it— hut the sort of thing one can get up 
n^rate wxm a you know, and that ’s the way I mean to do it. So 


A SIGH EEOM THE SLUMS. 

Do you hear the people weeping, oh, my brothers, 

In this London of un-rest ? ^ 

I Do you see the tears downfalling from the mothers 
* On the babies at their breast r 

The world is full of joy and exultation, 

And the City throbs with pride, 

The mighty and the magnates of the nation 
Fling their riches far and wide ; 

But the poor, poor people, oh, my brothers, 

You can see them crouching down, 

Whilst the giddy whirl and noise of pleasure smothers 
All the angnisn of the Town ! 

Ge^on forth from out your palaces, and visit 
Where and whence the sorrow comes 
Hound the corner, not so very distant is it 
To the stews and to the slums ! 

Just a stone’s throw from your dwelling, see them lying 
Haked, starving on the fioor, 

Infant cries amidst the groaning of the dying, 

Whilst the Landlord guards the door. 

Out of work and out of heart, but where ’s the pity 
For a pauper bruised and bent ? 

Hot one curse has fallen yet upon the City 
That has murder to repent ! 

Day by day they rise and journey forth and wander 
To the work-yard and the Docks, 

Slouching sadly past the millionnaires who squander, 
And the fatsuist who mocks : 

And the women left behind them wear their fingers 
To the sinew and the hone, 

Working sadly, whilst November daylight lingers 
Not for bread, hut for a stone ; 

And the ragged chil^en, huddled near their mothers, 
Keep on starving in their cry. 

Thus they liye in tribulation, oh I my brothers, 

Thus they mercifully die ! 

Grope your way up rotten staircases, and find them 
By the dozen in a rooim 

’Tis but love and blind afceotion that can bind them 
To this wretchedness and gloom. , 

See the mother round the dymg cinders crooning, 

See the father in despair, 

See the daughter in consumption— she is swooning I 
From the foulness of the air. 

Hear the coughing and the crying and the groaning, 
With the bare boards for a bed, 

Get the heart-ache with their miserable moaning, 

Give us bread ! oh, give us bread ! ” 

Great possessor of the miserable hovel, 

Where you hustle men like swine, 

Have you never any pity when they grovel, 

Pleading, praying off your fine ? 

Do you sleep in peace and know the rotten rafter 
Falls in futh on pauper heads ? 

No I you threaten execution first — and after 
Sell their vermin-eaten beds 1 
Mighty Landlord, when you pass around the bottle 
in the merry Christmas-time, 

Does a spectre never rise at you and throttle 
All your life out for your crime ? 

How long ? How long ? Oh, proud and mighty nation, 
Will you coldly shut your ears 
To this wailing cry of pain and tribulation 
Welling up in London’s tears ? 

Oh I how long to all this bitter crush of sorrow 
Wpl you f asteu up your door, 

Putting off to an indefinite to-morrow 
All your pity for your poor ? 

Have you comfort for yourselves and not for others ? 

Are you careless of the future and its fate ? 

In the name of great humanity, my brothers, 

Is it L<mdon that must wait r 


-tAvoaim, ftuu ana au xnau oia-iasmonett ruDDisn, l 'm coming 

ta to Imo >t hst ; and if I don’t fl.oor the next paper— well, all I can say is, 
I’mnotyourxn^olLadmtrmgand,henoeforthstudious,frie^^^ 

The Gknebailt Inteelegent Box. 


Extract from Mossoo’s &stoet of Enhiand. — “The 
Britons were always barbarians. Even so late as the last 
century we read of to Country Gentlemen with their 
bottles of Port wine, sitting in ftont of a blazing to, and 
toasting a Lady! And this is no romance,” &c. &c. j 



“m ‘JTATIVE^ WORTH WITH HONOUR CROWNED.” 

A protest was entered against Mr. Russell Lowell’s candidature for the 
Rectorship of St, Andrew’s University, on the ground of his being an alien. 
He was elected by a majority of 18 (100 against 82). 

Ah' alien ? Go to ! If fresh genial wit 
In good sound Saxon speech be not genuine grit, 

If the wisdom and mirth he has put into verse for us . 

Don’t mahe him a “ native,” why so much the worse for us ! 
Whig, Tory, and Rad. should club votes, did he need ’em. 

To honour the writer who gave Birdofreedum 
To all English readers. A few miles of sea 
Make Lowell an alien ? Fiddlededee ! 

’Tis c:^s Party Spirit, Boeotian, dense. 

That is alien indeed— to good taste and sound sense ! 

Hamlet ” Applied. 

The foes of ‘‘the competitive system ” are having another piteh- 
into their pet aversion in the pages of the Standard, under the 
heading of “ Guestionahle Q;Uestions,” Of course we do not wish 
our bojs and girls to be either “ crammed” into sapless “saps” or 
catechised into “precocious prigs.” Only to a “Private Tutor” 
who protests against the rigours of Public Examiners, an impartial 
reader might be tempted to say : — 

“ Thou comest in such a * questionable ’ shape.” 

The French Republicans are determined that their Clergy shaR go 
to Heaven, no matter what becomes of themselves; that is, if reducing 


his burdens, and from 100,000 francs has been just cut down to 
15,000 francs ; six hundred a-year. He had better send over and 
borrow a trifle from Lambeth, as the Archbishop of Cahterrtjrt 
has £15,000 per annum. Rather a diflerence between pounds and 
francs, eh ? 


A BIG BILL. 

The following Advertisement appears in the various daily 
papers 

M r. henry IKYING, Miss ELLEN TERRY, and the Lyceum 
Company, STAR THEATRE, NEW YORK, TO-NIGHT.— 
Hamlet,” “ Merchant of Yenice,” “ Much Ado About Nothing,” “ Louis 
XL,” Charles I.,” The Lyons Mail,” “ Eugene Auram,” “ The Belle’s 
Stratagem,” and “ The Bells.” 

Nine heavy pieces in one evening I Prohahly, eyen^ the vast 
American appetite for the play must be satisfied by this time. But 
we cannot exactly see how all these pieces can he compressed into one 
evening. Probably it is done in the form of a drawmg-room enter- 
tainment, in which Mr. Irvihg and Miss Terry take their station 
behind a couple of tables, and hob down and come up again as some- 
body else every few minutes, after the fashion Mr. Woonnsr 
rendered popular. Meanwh£e what are the rest of the Company 
doing ? Are they takin? a holiday, or performing somewhere else ? 
It strikes us that all the large Company, their wardrobes, their wigs, 
with the scenery and fittings, has been an unnecessary expense. The 
Yankees would pay their money just as readily to see Mr, LavTNa 
and Miss Terry in a drawing-room entertainment. 


Isf a daily paper we found this announcement : — 

Among recent ‘ calls ’ to the Bar are to be found the names of two gentle- 
men who until lately were popular Clergymen.” 

This is inverting the Christian order, which is from the Law to the 
Gosj^eL However, they can still say that they have had a distinct 

A PxTPiL of dear old Mr, Barhw writes to ask us, * ‘ Is there a College 
of Sandford at Oxford?” No; we believe not. Only of Merton. 
Of course this, is unfair. There should be a Sandford and Merton 
College, with a Master, Dr. Barlow. ^ 
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MONEY MARKET. 

Rumrkei by Ditmh-Cratnbo Jmior. 







’Spec you late I 


Considerable Balance. 


Legal Tender. 


Net Deposit at the Bank. 


Short Lone. 


THE SPEAKER. 

[A Handbook to Ready-imdc Oratory,) 

Past YI.— The House oe Loeds. 

It is a remarkable trait in the Anglo-Saxon race that every English- 
speaking man has an inborn reasonless respeet for the fortunate 
bearer of a hereditary title ; or, to put it brieny, “for * Briton ’ read 
* Flunkey,*^’ This characteristic in their i^ow-countrymen is 
extremely useful to the noble j^rson^es for whose benefit this part 
of the Handbook is compiled. The one fact that a person is a Member 
of the House of Lords is worth a hundred theories. At a public 
dioner a representative of this illustrious body takes as a right, 
which only a lunatic would pretend to dispute, a place far above the 
most learned of Sages, the deyoutest of Divines, and the grandest of 
Authors. His Lordship or Ms Grace has only to wMsper that he is 
a Lord or a Grace, to be ushered up with^ servne smiles^ to the Mgh 
table. It matters not that the hanquet is being .held in honour of 
Literature, Art, or Science. The noble reveller may know absolutely 
nothing about these subjects, and yet, upon the strength of his 
hereditary title, he will be one of the chief ornaments at the hoard, 
and will be obsequiously requested to speak. The other diners will 
regard Mm^ if they doMt know him, with awe, and if they do, with 
intense satisfaction. If he has an Order— has been given a Tlnstie, 
or tendered a Bath— be will wear it. TMs, on the whole, will he a 
mistake, as it will sug^st the painting of the lily or the refining of 
pure gold. Why should a Lord be decorated ? Surely, Ms coronet 
places Mm on a pinnacle from whence he can regard the ambitions of 
smaller creatures— if a Lord can be called a creature— with equa- 


one august personage appears at the Mgh table, it may be as weU I 
to Jot down a few notes as to the appearance of some titled types, for 
the benefit of unintelligent foreimers : — 

Tlte Duke of JOitchtoater, — Old man with a bald head and a large 
vulgar mouth. Bather deaf, and fond of snuff, wMch he spills over 
^ sMrt-tont. Stammers when he speaks ; and in replying to “ The 
House of Lords,” is never (fortunately) heard beyond the Chairman, i 
Norman ancestor was a tMef, and his own great-granto,other 
happened to he a washerwoman. 

The JSarl of MudlarTsing, — ^Jewish-looking middle-^ed man, with 
wate:)^ eyes and wMtey-brown hair and whiskers, very dull and 
stupid. Is married, and has a large family of cMl^en. Wife most 
a^hle person. In smte of this, is himself a great “patron of ^e 
Dra;^” (Frivolity Theatre Branch), and is partial to bachelor 
parties at BicMncma. Never spoke hali-a-dozen words to an audience 
m public ia his life, and never dines at a charity dinner except on 


serious father. All collar, cuffs, and wMte waistcoat. Quite ready 
to make a speech after dinner, hut then runs all Ms syllables into a 
single word, and simles inanely. Great-great-great-grandfather was 
a favourite pawnbroker of William the Thibb. 

The list might he extended, but the above types are general. With 
certain exceptions (and in the roll of exceptions will be happily 
found some of the brightest intellects of the nation) our hereditary 
title-hearers in the “ Upper House” have sprung from soldiers of 
fortune, “ sharp” todesmen, “ smart” Lawyers, or Ladies of humble 
birth. This raw material has been refined by generations of 
Eton and the Universities ; but, in spite of tMs, the residuum very ' 
frequently gives unmistakable evidence of its rather coarse origin. 
The “ common ” features, the shop-counter simper, the stunted 
artisan figure all tell of extremely plebeian blood. But then these 
are lost sight of in the glamour of high rank. An Earl, if he is an 
Earl, looks every inch an Earl, in spite of Ms squint, and a Duke, if 
! he is a Duke, appears to be specially worthy of a coronet with the 
regulation straTvberry leaves, even though Ms finger-nails do not 
strongly testify their owner’s enthusiastic love of personal cleanliness. 

There is a motto wMch every Peer is supposed to adopt as a rule of 
life — noblesse oblige. It is presumed that every bearer of a heredi- 
tajy title, carrying with it a right to receive numberless Blue Books 
published at the expense of the Public, is willing, in virtue of Ms 
position, to please everyone. Now it gratifies the coinmuMty at 
ikrge to hear a Peer talMng in public, and, as some Peers cannot talk 
in public, it may he as well to give the specimen of the sort of speech 
wMch would cause unlimited satisfaction in all quarters but the 
Mghest. Of course, the imaginary speaker is a niytTi— a foolish but 
frank Lord, with the courage of Ms opinions. Should such a person, 
however, he found, there would be no doubt about Ms popularity — 

' again, in certain circles. It must be remembered that, as the speaker 
would be -a Peer addressing Commoners, all Ms LordsMp’s remarks 
would be received with the deepest approval. 

NobU Orator (rising at the right of the Chairman), Gentlemen— 
(enthusiastic applaus^i—l am sure I must thank you for the honour 
you have conferred upon me. (“iVb, wo/”) Yes, it is an honour, 
because I believe I am verily the most uneducated dolt in all tMs 1 
brilliant assembly. (Cheers,) I am, indeed ; andj although a great ^ 
many of my peers— perhaps the majority— are highly respectable, 
still in my class you will discover many who resemble me in nearly | 
every particular. (Applause,) As a lad I refused to learn anything, 
and could scarcely spSd my name— certainly it was a long one— at i 
fifteen. ^ (Great cheering,) I was a dunce at school, and a cad at the 
University. (Frantic enthusiasm,) It is my great pride to remem- I 
her that at tMs latter seat of learning I had the honour to bum half 
the College library, and to screw up the door to my tutor’s apaxt- 
meats. (Roars of laughter,) But fipom tMs you must not imagine 
that I am fond of squanderii^. On the contrary, I audit nytown 
butcher’s book, and superintend the store-cupboard of my Lady’s 
housekeeper, (Cheers^ I never go by a cab when I can take 
an omnibus, and if asked for a shilling by a genuinely starving 


ratl^r indirectly, from the daughter ef a chia^ey- 
SWM m t^ time (very much the time) ©f the Stuarts. 

Lord Xom6ar<ZS«/L— Noble Masher. Fond of “ Chappies.” Sen of 


slums of the greatest city in the world belong to me. (Cheers.) And 
although slums are not pretty to lode at or live in, they are good 
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ones to pay. {Shouts of enthusiasm,) From this sliglit confession 
yon may imagine that I am ignorant, vicious, mean, and grasping, 
{Frolonged cheering,) "Well, I am all three, and more, for I am an ass 
into the bargaia. {Thunders of applause,) Besides this, I have no 
birth to boast of. A hundred years ago or so, my great-^an(fiather 
s'^vept a crossing, and his wife dealt in hare and rabbit-skins. But 
what matter the past when we have the present before us ! I am 
crassly ignorant and intolerably offenMve, but I am a Lord. {Enor- 
mous enthusiasyn,) And, as a Lord, I can give you what laws I 
please — (“ You can ; you caji ! ”)--or never go near the House of 
Lords from one year’s end to another. I generally adopt the latter 
course, except when the interest of mj^ own class, or the Ratification 
of a fad, cause me to perform my highly responsible duties. On 
these occasions, however, I take care that I represent none but myself. 
{A storyn of applause,) tinder these circumstances, as I am bored out 
of my life,^ and have just enough sense to see that I am a nuisance to 
everyone, inclusive of myself, I am sure you are glad that you are 
not me. Noblesse oblige^ I want to console you ! {The yioble speaher 
here resumed his seat aynidst the wildest enthusiasyyi,) 

Such a speech as the above would, no doubt, reconcile many 
listeners to cease to envy the Peerage, the more especially if they 
happened to be either Baronets of James the First’s creation or 
members of the oldest (not the mushroom) county families. 


A Qmm OLD AGE? 

Tm Corporation of the City of London is, as we aU know, for we 
are informed of the important fact by the Eight Honourable the 
Lord Mayor about three times a week, a very ancient institution, it 
therefore naturally sympathises very keenly with everything that is 
old, not forgetting such mmor matters as old port and old customs. 
The Lord Mayor himself is an ancient institution, being very nearly 
seven hundred years old, and his numerous seeches breathe of 
reverence for age, and defiance to change. The Lord Mayor’s Show 
is an ancient institution, and gallantly bears aloft its many banners 
against the battle and the breeze of Metropolitan chaff, and Metro- 
p^tan sarcasm. The Jews are an ancient people, and the Corpora- 
tion naturally sympathises with the Gentlemen of the Hebrew per- 
suasion, and having heard of the existence of a highly favourable 
specimen of that— certainly not persecuted, but, on the contrary, 
rather highly favoured race — especially in one very important feature 
— ^who has atiliined the very unusual age of ninety-nine, they at once 
determined to do him honour. 

A member^ of the Common Council of the name of Leverage, 
wanting possibly a little more leverage to raise him to notoriety, if 
not to f amCj moved the Coimt to pass a vote, not of sympathy, but of 
congi|atulation to the Jewish Gentleman on having lived for so long | 
a period. There certainly seems rather an appearance of oddity about i 
such a proceeding as that of congratulating a man on being so very 
old, but as the motive was doubtless a good one we will pass that by. I 
Here one would naturally have thought the matter would have ended, 
but, as the Lord Mayor so continually and kindly reminds us, the 
Corporation is an ancient institution, and does things in its own old- 
fasHoned way. So the Eesolution was, what is called, “fairly 
transcribed and emblazoned,” which means, we believe, for of course 
we speak under correction, that surroundiW the inscription would 
be painted the coats-of-arms of the City of London, of Sic Moses, — 
what a curious combination it seems— of the Lord Mayor, and of all 
and every of the other persons engaged in the matter, for which room 
ecmld be found. ^ ^ ^ 

And now came the dMculty which had possibly been foreseen by 
the origmators of the idea. How was the magnificently emblazoned | 
Eesolution to be presented ? Common-place people might have sug - 1 
gested thatH it was of too valuable a character to be entrusted to the 
tender mercies of a E^way Company, one of the numerous staff of ' 
Corporation Officers might have been spared for one day, from his 
numerous duties, to hjave accompanied it. 

But these Coinmon Cotmcilmen^ are not common-place people, and 
the Corporation is an ancient institution, so it was detenmned that a 
certain Committee, of which the mover of the Eesolution is Chair- 
man, should go to Eamsgate, en ynasse, smd make the presentation in 
due form. ^ we have no means of knowing the number of Corpora*, 
tors this included, but we certainly hope they had a fine day for 
their ple^nt sea-side ^p, and were entertained with that bounte- 
ous^ hospitality for which Sir Moses is somewhat celebrated, and 
which no class of Her Majesty’s loyal subjects can better appre- 
ciate than the members of the Ancient Corporation of the City of 
London. 


When an English Star, even ^ a lesser light, visits America, her 
appearance is hailed with enthusiasm by Public and by Critics. But 
when an American Actress visits us, it seems that our Theatnoal 
Critics are unable to dissociate the Stars tirom the Stripes — ^whioh 
they administer pretty freely. 


ALL FOR HER-KOMER. 

{A couple of Extracts fro^n an Art- Students JDiary.) 

** Let us recollect that an experiment is an experiment, and nothing more. 
We must not look to Mr. Heukomer to carre heaven-^ted painters out of 
his raw material, or blame him if the present result of his eager enterprise 
be little. Bushey may become another Brahazon, studded with painters, or 
the pleasant dream may break like a bubble. It will have been a pleasant 
dream, if the worst comes to the -worst.*’— JaTr, Edmmid Gosse on Mr, Ker* 
lchn&r''s Neio School of Art. 

^ Monday, — Notwithstanding the bore of having to get the dog- 
tickets at the last moment, seeing the piano safe in, and scurrying 
right and left aE over the place after my hundred-and-one traps, I 
just managed to catch the 915, as “ partioulaxly ie< 3 uested,” on the 
A.I).Y., and got down here, as fit as a lark and twice as lively, in 
regular slap-uptime. Vita brevis— Ars longa, is it? The longer 
the better, say 1. By Jove, I think I shaU like this artistic fun ! 
Bushey is a regular downright rustic, rose-leafy, tinty, take-tea-in- 
the-garden sort of place, and no mistake. A bit guiet, perhaps. 
Ne-yer mind. Soon wake ’em up with the cottage CMckering. 
Noticed capital duck-pond, where the gay Titian and Flobbs can 
disport themselves freely. Fancy they’ll Hke it better than the 
Ee^nt’s Canal. ’Pon my word, mecious glad I am old Herkqmeb 
picked out my drawing. Three Sieers for him I Ha ! Here comes 

the Professor ” to show me my rooms. Jolly-looking old fellow ! I 
should say he could make himself uncommonly amiable to the “ fair 
girl students.’’ Hal ha I - Half a mind to teE him so. Anyhow, 
wQl ask him in to-night to have a little music and social fireworks, 
try those thundering good cig^ars I got at Burgon’s. I wonder 
if he ’s a good judge of a bull-terrier. imyhowjLf he *s an Artist, 
he ’ll know how draw a bad^r. Ha ! ha ! TeE him that^ too ! 
Down, Flobbs J down ! Good dog ! This way to my den ? Ha ! 
Thanks. SmaE, but snug. Capital ! In for a pleasant week, and 
no mistake; I can see that with half an eye. Once more, three 
cheers for old Herromer— and the other party ! Hooray lor the 
life of a “ Stoodent ” 1 0 my spirits I — they ’E be the death of me ! 

* m * * * 

Saturday. — ^The week is over,— and yet— I have no wish to return 
to the MetropoEs for the purpose of enjoying that Ettle occasional 
mental dissipation in the giddy vortex sanctioned and acknowledged 
by the Draconian but admirable reRdatious of this estabEshmeut ! 
An I then an altered man ? Has the “experiment” succeeded? I 
think it has ! Let me recaE the few scattered but striking incidents 
of ithis eventful week. On Tuesday they took away my CMckering, 
my cigars, a beautiful tweed suit with a yeEow stripe, and one of my 
dogs. I offered to fight Herkomer, but he declined. Then I grew 
thoughtful. On Wednesday they confiscated my favourite, Floobs — 
and me oyster-supper I had ordered from Edxes’ was sent back to 
town again by the 1017 aE tMs wMle I was partaking of a sweet 
artistic tea of toasted huns with the yiee-Principal and a few 
favourite and selected Students. We did not talk of much, indeed, 
we talked of nothing— and the buns were cold ; but I felt the influ- 
ence of the place as I was conducted home to bed, at our retiring 
bonr, a quarter to nine, and I began to think that Art, pursued for 
“ At’s sake,” was something I had not yet distinctly understood. I 
had a toothache aE the night, and I think I rose an altered man. I 
began to feel the beauty of mis guided humble Efe. The next day 
we had rice pudding; for our dinner. This saddened me, but in the 
afternoon we walked, the four-and-thirty of ns, two and two, as far 
as Colney Hatch. They would not let us m, — so we came back ! Then 
we played humming-top and marbles in the rich green pasture of the 
Ettfe Eomanesque Cloister, — ^not for money, but for E>ve ; — and so 
ended the simme story of ano-ther earnest but artistic day. What 
shall I say of Friday ? TJp in the dark at half-past three (here we 
are advanced to models, and neyer draw the Ime), I worked for 
seventeen simple hours at one simple stretch tiE,— as if in some 
waking dream 1 seemed to see the all-gentle Herkomer take up a 

nine-foot easel in both hands but why conimue ? Saturday is 

here— and, ah, weE, if worst had come to worst, it would have^been 

at least a pleasant dream ! 

f ♦ * # ★ 

'E,’^.—Mr,Fmch publishes the above extract -without comment; but at 


the same time he is glad to take ’ the opportunity of expressing Ma Evely 
interest in a scheme vmch, even if it break like a bubble^” has enough of 
what is praiseworthy about it to command a respectful attention. 


erom a different point of view. 

Someone has brought out a song entitled I always meet you in 
my Dreams Someone else is going, to bring out a ditty caEed 

I shwhvou when Dm wide awaher We wonder which is the 
timest, ana wMch yiEbe'themost ; 

“In a Concatenation aocordingiy.”— SuWested shorter name 
for “ The Charity* Organisation Society,” — ^The Charitable Grinders. 
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THE FESTIVE SEASON. 

Mistress. ** And yov may all op you ask a Friend to Dinner, tod know ; and, Smithers, tod can ask yodr 'Wife.’' 
MiUler, “Thank yod. Ma’am. I think aot, if yod please, Ma’am 1” 


THE HOUSE THAT CAPITAL BUILT. 

[SeeiTig is lelievvnig.) 

Tam is the House that Capital built ! 

These are the Outcasts who herd in the House that Capital built ! 

These are the Horrors not to be named, that haunt the Outcasts 
^ who herd in the House that Capital built ! 

This the House- Jobber all unshamea by the Horrors not to be named, 
that haunt the Outcasts who herd in the House that Capita 
^ built I 

This is the Agent, smug and content, who harries the wretches for 
weekly rent, to plump the prod^ fifty per cent., of the House- 
Jobber, aH unshamed by the Horrors not to be named, that 
^ haunt the Outcasts that herd in the House that Capital built ! 

This is the Bullion in swelling bags, gathered from hunger and dirt 
and rags, by the Agent, smug and content, who harries the 


And this is Funch, who is glad to say, “ That right, Sir Charles, 


wretches for weekly rent, to plump the profits, fifty per cent., of 
the House-Jobber, all unshamed by the Horrors not to be 
named, that haunt* the Outcasts who herd in the House that 
Capital btdlt I 

These are Heports of Pulpit and Press, that threaten attack (may it 
meet success 1) upon the Bullion in, swelling bags, gathered from 


— say to the Statesman, worthy the name, who, holding that 
seeing believing, is game to search himself in the slums and 
conrts, to test the truth of the dread Reports, freely put forth bv 
Pulpit and Press, that threaten attack (may it meet success f) 
upon the Bullion in swelling bags, gathered from hunger and 
dirt and rags, by the Agent, smug and content, who harries poor 
wretches for weekly rent, to plump the profits, fifty per cent., of 
the House- Jobber, all unshamed by the Horrors not to be named, 
that haunt the Outcasts who herd iu the House that Capital 
built I 


LINES TO A retired RECTOR. 

Is life worth living ? Mostly so. ■ 

But when you^re reading Mallock. Ho. 


per oenu, oi me Jciouse-JODDer, au unsnamect by tne Horrors 
not to be named, that haunt the Outcasts who herd in the House 
that Capital built ! * - ' 


freely put forth by ] 


by the Agent, smug and contend who harnes poor wretches 
WMkly rent, to plump the profits, fifty per cent., of the 
House-Jobber, all unshamed by the Horrors not to be named, 
tt^ haunt the Outcasts who herd in i^e House that Capital 
builti,. 


A ROOK is advertised- 
nent intrusion into tbe 
Duchess, Besides, a 


We are sorry to hear that Mrs. Ramsbotham’s Meoe has taken a 
severe cold through standing about on the rocks and trying to get 
some Agapemones for her Aquarium. 

’Arry went the other day to Toppledock Common to see the hounds 
throw off. In his case the operation was performed by a horse, and 
he never saw the hounds at all. 

i Sm-Y Udery.— If there are two sides to a quesfion, how many 
i angles are there to an answer ? ' . • 
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UPON THE MART.^^ 

Mrst (My Man, “When I began Business I wasn’t worth a Penny P’ 
Second City Man, “ Oh 1 And where are you now ?” 

Mrst City Man, “ Thousands in Debt, Sir ! ” 


THE SONG OE KING CONGEE. 

Ha ! lia ! So they ’ve let out the secret, my hearties ! 

And you pale as you find that for years you haye been 
The ffullible dupes of unscrupulous parties 
Who haye played ducks and drakes with your sacred 
tureen. 

You vowed that no stock could he richer or stronger, 

More grateful to palate, of a savour more fiine ; 

“ Real Turtle^'^ my hearties ?— Be humbugged no longer. 
Write down on your menus^ in capitals. Conger ; — 

The fiavour you so long have worshipped is mine ! 

Yes, mine, and no other ! The Ling and the Whiting, 

As the Sea-bream or Haddock as cheap may be found ; 
E*en the Whelk may supply a stock as inviting, 

But, oh ! not at my figure—** a penny a pound ” ! 

So why should I reck, if my fiavour recallmg — ^ 

Let^s say, cod-liver oil with pure garlic combined. 
Supplies you a dish quite terrific, appalling, — 

That, artfully costlier Turtle forestalling, — 

Fell brute that I am,— I prove much to your mind ! 

But grumble or growl,— brave Sir Henry has stated, 
Though you analyse, argue, or do what you will, 

My horrible, rich, racy flavour so slated, 

If but garnished with turtle, will conquer you still. 

So, let it prove weaker, or let it prove stronger, 

You H nave to accept it whatever it be 
Then down on your knees, and defy me no longer ; 

** Three platefuls of Turtle”? — You mean three of 
Conger ! 

So, swallow that statement, and then swallow me I 

What to do with ** Ode Boys.”— Play it ! This, we 
believe, is going to be done by Mr. David James at the 
Criterion. d?his excellent low Comediam being considered 
facile princeps in Ms line, was named James tm First ; 
but when it was foxmd how sweetly he sang in a duett 
with Mr. Thomas Thorne, he was thenceforward called i 
James the Second^ 

Homceopathic.— Fish Dinners for Paupers. If Conger 
is good enough for Aldermen, why not Porpoise for 
Paupers ? 

At.u the Dipebr 3SNCE. — ^Your “If” is a great peace- 
monger. Hot so your Tar-?^. 


UNJUST EATES! 

‘ Mr. Fdnch has been requested by a poor puz2led Batepayer to 
•throw Ms eagle glance upon what is techniomy called ** the inci- 
dence of taxation as regards Bates.” Mr, Punches own income being 
of that fabnlous amount that Ms only difficulty is to know how to 
spend it, of course so trifling a matter as Bates never crossed Ms 
mighty mind. In fact, he was in regard to them much as Crxjih- 
.SHANH^S gorgeous Flunkey was in regard to Taxes, when, to the 
-question of Ms fellow-flunky, ** What is Taxes, Thomas ? ” he had to 
reply, ** I ’m sure, Bobert, I don’t know.” But being always willing 
to unravel a mystery, or probe an injustice, where the interests of Ms 
poor feUow-citizens are concerned, he has complied with the request 
above alluded to, and has thrown his eagle glance upon the matter of 
Bates, and he discovers it to embody such an ahominahie system of 
injustice, if not iniquity, as fills his indignant soul with almost 
unspeakable wrath ! 

^ Take the rich City of London as an example. Hearly evey foot of 
the freehold of the City belongs to wealtny City Companies or to 
wealthy men, rich beyond the dreams of avarice. It is often found 
necessary to expend enormous sums of money in widening the streets 
to accommodate the ever-inereasing traffic. Every sudi improve- 
ment laargety increases the value of the neighbouring property. But 
who pays; for such improvement? Mark the abominable injustice 
,of the system, Hpt the wealthy owner of the in^roved property, but 
the ,;i^r hard-:wc^king occupier ! But even that is not all. The 
poor Fatemtyei: haa.first to pay for all the cost of the improvement ; 
^condlj^he has> topay a largely increased Bent for the property he 
has paffi to improve 5 aodj iMrdly^ he has to pay increased Bates 
upon his moreased rental. Anything more shamefully unjust, or 
more ai^Mly epiitrlved,. wa^ never invented by the cutest American 
of Jewish exkaction. 

^ The grasping > Landlord Mts quietly by, smiling at the ever- 
moreasing vMue of the property he never contributed one shilling to 
improve, wlMe the poor occupier &ds more and more of Ms smali 
income required to Meet the ever^iuoreasi^ oalls upon him for a 


Bat©) from wMch he derives no kind of advantage. The only solu- 
tion of tMs almost incredible state of the law is, that the Legislature 
consists almost entirely of Landlords, who apparently rejoice in 
devising laws whose evident effect must be to make the idle and rich , 
owner much richer, and the hard-working and comparatively poor ; 
occupier mnch poorer. The only chance of obtaining a remedy for 
this gross injustice is the formatiou of a Batepayers’ Association, 
with the object of insisting that all Bates for the improvement of 
property should be paid by the rich owners who get all the benefit 
from the improvement, and not by the poor overweighted occupiers 
who get none. , -i 

To show, too, how tMs Landlord-greed increases the difficulty of 
improving the dwellings of the Poor, Mr, Punch learns from the 
City Press that the cost of clearing away two City Bookeries that . 
were condemned as unfit for human habitation, and wMeh were 
inhabited by less than three thousand people, has cost no less a sum 
I than £270,000. Of tMs amount probably about three-fourths would 
go to the Landlords of these shameful novels, being nearly £70 ^er 
head-man, woman, or child — of the occupants, or, fora small family 
of five persons, £350 ; which would seem to show that the poor crea- 
tures who inhabited these filthy dens must, on an average^ nave paid 
rent equal to about two shillings per head per week, or, m the case 
above alluded tOj ten sMllings per week. Of course, too, the more 
Bent these Yampires sucked out of their poor miserable ' tenants the 
more compensation tiiey received from the City Authorities) and the 
heavier Bates the City Batepayers had to pay. , . j a 

Ho doubt these grasping Landlords prefer to do their deeds by 
stealth, and^would probably blush to find them fame ; hut, never- 
theless, Mr* Punch would strongly recommend that their names and 
addresses should receive that puhlioity they so richly deserve* 


« Uns . Cavdle^s (Mrtm Lectures asked Mrs. EftfSB^THAM. 
** Ah,. a very valuable hook, no doubt. I am told she is one of the 
cdeverest Professors in the College, and her language, I have heard, 
is someihing beautiful*” " . . 
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THE SCHOOL-BOAEB 
TICTIM. 

“ Mother I Bow my Bead is 
acBing-, 

In a ati^ge and painful 
way! 

See wBat^ sad mistakes I 
making 

In my exercise to-day. 

‘‘All tBe irksome words are 
wBiriing 

Endemeatfi my listless 
glance; 

And tBe rows of figures 
cnrling: 

Hound like demons in a 
dance. 

“I was cold and wet and 
weary, 

Hungry too, at scBool to- 
day. 

WBy is learning all so dreary ? 

Is there never time to play ? ” 

So the School-Board victim 
crjdnff, 

Bowed ner Httle aching 
head, 

And her Mother watched her, 
sighing 

For to-morrow’s daily bread. 

Ok ye men of small discerning, 

On official red-tape nurst, 

Though there ’s good no doubt 
itt learning. 

We must feed the children 


PUNCH'S FANCY PORTRAITS.— NO. 164. 


Hjee Nephew Bad just come 
home from his day-school. 
“■What have yon been learning 
this morning ?” asked Mrs. 
Ramsbotham. “Mythology, 
Aunt,” answered thehttleman, 
“ all about the heathen G-ods 
and Cfoddesses.” “Then I 
must brush up my memory,” 
said Mrs, Eamsbotham, “ and 
ask you a question or two. 
Now, first, who was Juniper?” I 



“FINIS FRANCI.^.” 

‘ ‘ France will not perish, for with 
her Civilisation would come to an 
end.”— M. Emile Olliyier. 

LioHT-heaxted and rhetorical 
Eioxe, 

Of course you ’re right ! The 
world then must appeal 
To “ noble— intellectual- 
liberal ” France. 

For, Sir, she ’ll lead the world 
a pretty dance. 

On your own showing, if she 
goes on so. 

You say, Emile— and who hut 
you should know ? — 

That the last hope which Civili- 
sation cherisnes 
Of life must die, if la Grande 
Watton perishes. 

The ^ro^^eot is appalling I If 

Of Ci’^isation hang on France, 
the strife 

Of suicidal factions in your 
land 

Means Civilisation’s death— 
you understand ? 

From your own dictum ’tis a 
clear deduction, 

For France — alas ! — seems bent 
on self-destruction. 

’Twere a sad finis for the 
noblest nation^ 

Self-slain, to die slayer of 
Civilisation ! 


From a Shakspearian Cor- 
respondent.— Sir,— I often 
hear of the “ Tower Hamlets,” 
can you tell me anything 
about the Tower Ophelias? 
By the way, what is a Tower 
Hamlet?’’ ["WTiy a Hamlet 
on tour, of course. As to 
Q,.l. we can only say that we 
don’t suppose the quotation 
“too mucu soap and water 
hast thou, Poor Ophelia!^* 
would apply to them. — Sp* 
Shah. jKdj 


THE LATEST CRAZE. 

[l/etters from a youTtg GentleTnan of FasMon who ** Adopted the Stage as 
a Frofession”) 

My DEAR Duchess, Shrimp Street, Shellford. 

Now I ’ll just tell you something about the dressing-rooms. 
They are not similar to “ the Boudoirs of the Nobility” in any one 
prtomlar. I arrived at the Theatre about 6*30 p.m., with Q-eorge, 
^fore anybody else bad come. (How dismal a Theatre looks 
when it s ^ d^k and^ empty I) The old charwoman with the cold 
w^ just tMnKtng of lighting up (she begins t o th ink ten minutes 
^fore she do^ a thing, I Ve now found out). “ 'Which is my dress- 
ing-room ? I asked her. “ J d’uo/’ she said, “ suppose you ’re with 
»Dme o the Oeuts, and the Cents all dresses in the basement. Names 
wnt on the door. ’Js ^ssing-room ! ” she chuckled to herseK. 

Eh sye to get out of them ’ivs down ’ere,— things is more bother 
people sin &is place ! ^^^t she meant I don’t know. Ceorge 

and I stumhled down a precipitous staircase in the dark, and after 
groping about for a time at the mimineiit danger of breaking our 
^ which was writteu — “ Mr. Garrick,” 

Dii^WENTWATER,” “ Mr. Excelsior McAlpin.” 

^Ah, G^^e, here we are,’’ said I, as pleasantly as I could, and 
nare we certainly w^e, in a little room about teu feet long and six 
Aio^ one side a deal table, and there was nothing else but 

angj^en ehair m room ; at each end of the table was heaped 
a soiled linen, and a few stumps of wig-paste. The 

eea^ of t^ife was dear. “ I wonder why they ’ve cleared the 
of tka table, George,” said L “ J don’t wonder why at all,” 


he replied, slowly. “The fire’s one end o’ the room and the gas is 
the other, and there ain’t nothing in the middle, so yon ’ve got to 
dress there.” I ’m sorry George is gomg, and yet he depresses me. 

I ’m determined not to give way, and George’s melancholy and pity- 
ing expressions unnerve me. 

We’ve had a hard day— all the afternoon I’ve been looking out 
things suitable for a Coachman, a Sea Captain, an Arab, a General, a 
Prison Warder, and an Earl. 1 didn’t expect such a strain would be 
put at once upon my private wardrobe. So. besides buying thiagSj I 
was obliged to get some help from the “ Macready ” stock Miss 
Poster had referred to. George has helped me, but he ’s been very 
solemn about it. I don’t feel in the same position with him as 1 
do at home ; and then this morning the men in ulsters called him 
“ Sir,” and sne “ Old Chap.” Yet you kaow these people are Actors 
just as much as I am. I mean as I am trying to be, though of course 
they not a bit liketbe “ selections ” who used to come to your 
Eveiimgs. I wonder if it’s like this in other professions? In the 
Army for instance ? or the Church ? Well, in the Church, perhaps, 
because there axe Beadles, and Clerks, and Churchwardens, though 
1 am not sure if these regolaxly belong to the clerical profession. " ^ 

I left myself and George in the dressing-room, each holding a big 
bundle of clothes. George was right about the table. The &e was 
oue end of the room, and the gas (with an old cracked glass hung 
round the burner) the other; but I’d got a beautiful “make-up” 
of my own, with a nice glass, every sort of ' paint and powder and 
wig-paste, and also a little reading-lamp to help me to see. And 
now the old .Charwoman had finished thinking about lighting tbie 
gas, and had really done it, and I’ heard whistfings, and jokes, ^d 
titters overhead, so I knew the company were arriving. “ I think ; 
you ’d better go, George,” I said ; “ there won’t be room for four of i 
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US Here ; and, besides, it might be a bad precedent. If both tbe 
other Gentlemen brought their servants, we should be six in the 
room, or about a square foot a-piece.” Ah ! they won’t bring no 
servants,” said George, contemptuously. I don’t like my own 
servant looking down on me, or rather on my comnanions in Art. If 
they were all Clergymen or Barristers robing in tliis room, would he 
I be the same? Somehow— I don’t think so. There’s something 
! wrong here somehow. 

' George is gone, and Mr. Derwentwater has arrived. He ’s been 
: bustling about tke room a good deal, and using bad words to himself, 
but he doesn’t notice me. (I ’m getting mysefi up for the Coachman, 
and practising my dialect, so I ’m quite busy.) “ What ’s the 
matter?” I venture at last. Everything's the matter!” is all 
the change I get. 

Then arrives Mr. Garrick, and I should like to give you a taste of 
the conversation between provincial “ Pros.” I enclose a glossary — 
** Pros ” means “ Professionals “ Screw ” is their salary; “ Taking 
the Biscuit” is acting well: “Juggins” is a person unacquainted 
with Stage-life— (I am a “Juggins” at present) — ^and lots morel 
can’t remember. But you may imagine, from my letter, what plea- 
sant, gentlemanly fellows I have for companions. 

“ Overture and beginners, please ! ” says the Stage Manager out- 
side._ (There isn’t a call-boy.) The Stage Manager does everything, | 
and is responsible if anything goes wrong. If tne gas flickers, it ’s 
his fault : and so it is if a cmld cries in me GaUerv. (Poor man I I 
must get his son into the Bluecoat School.) Directly “ Overture and 
beginners ! ” was called, Mr. Garrick and Mr. Derwentwater boih 
began to dress, and complain bitterly, “It’s just the same every 
blooming night. A man can’t have five minutes to himself, but he ’s 
got to hurry; and drive, and dress himself, just when he’s talking 
business.” I ’m dressed. “ How do you like me as the Coachman?” 
I ask. Mr. Derwentwater (who is using my wig-paste to see if 
it’s good) don’t answer. Mr. Garjmck ^ho donH Wee my rouge, Wt 
puts up with it till he gets his own lamous stuff “oft” old Jack 
B ilker ) says, “ Do very well for Uriah “ But I don’t want 

to do well iov Uriah MeepI Uml^gory 6rram5mnow.” “You 
look like nothing on the end of a siiot,” vouchsafes Mr. Derwent- 


WATER. And with this remark I have to leave them. “ Have you 
got your dialect ? ” s^s the Stage Manager. “ I really don’t know,” 
is my answer ; ‘ ‘ but 1 think Mr. Garrick has it : he ’s kindly using 
most of my things.” “ NoWy then, Mr. McAi^isr, get into the 
comer, and begin your regrets in the Lancashire brogue, if you 


I am afraid I shall be a “ Juggins ” for 
matter ! ” (as we say in melodmma) I sup]^se Hekrt Irteng was 
once a “Juggins ’’himself. Yours very truly, 

Hugo re B***. 


From a recent Humber of Gardening Illustrated for Town and \ 
Country : — 

P ARCELS POST.— IK VISIBLE WORLDS! ENDLESS AMUSE- 
MENT !— BOTANICAL TABLE MICROSCOPE, Compound Lenses, 
wilh screw adjustment, equal in power to a 3-guinea instrument, showing 
with extraordmary distinctness minute animalculas in a drop of water. 
MOULD IS A FOREST OF BEAUTIFUL TREES, WITH FLOWERS, 
LEAVES, AND FRUIT. A flea appears as large as a beetle. No person 
should he without one. 

Very much obliged. But most persons would be of a different 
opinion. 

Ebcamination Questions. 

Cabinet Ministers should go through a course of questions, hut 
before they enter the Cabinet, in order to qualify them for the posi- | 
tion. Afterwards some of the questions would be more difl5.cult to ' 
answer ; e,g.y “ "Where ’s Egypt ?” “ Explain the exact situation in I 
the Transva^. Give a diagram of what is to be done, showing how 
to do it.” 

Count be LAGRANGE.-^The “ Terrible Count de Lagrange ’’ leaves 
no issue. Is it possible, that on this final occasion when he will have 
any connection with the turf, that he is the Last of the Race ? 
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THE MODERN ARS AMANDI. 

(Sy FuncJihcs Kaso,) 

CAXTO II. 

The Coming of Ccpid. 

Hott would jou have him come» this Protean god 
Bilk bond, steel fetter, rosy chain, or rod, 







mSS^M 








S’o interludes of arrowy play to test 
The starched and snowy mail of the male breast. 

Do eagles hawk for butterflies ? l^o doubt, 

In those green days ere Jnxii. was out,” 

The lawny level and the sharp-fought “ se'tt ” 

Saw more than spheres shoot o’er the tense-drawn net ; 

Saw untrained glances, and unguarded smiles, 

Artless inveiglements, and simple wiles. 

Do you remember, Julia, when the musk 
Of June’s glad roses fillea the verdant dusk 
Of all that “ dear old garden ” down in Devon ? 

What time a eai^et-danee was instant heaven, 

And some mad boating frolic rarer sport 
Than the concentred ^amoxtr of the Court, — 

Do you remember, dare you recollect, 

Ere you had learned to reason, weigh, reflect, 
like an unmoony shrewd she-^«wi/e^, how 
You pulled the curls upon a bosdsh brow, 

And swore, sweet girlish gusher, that their gold 
Was more than Midas-touch eonld make ? 

But hold I 

Ah ingenue of seventeenr— so much ? — 

M%hf not appraise the value of that touch. 

Now you know better, nor artillery waste 
In tender thoughtlessness, or amorous haste. 

That dear old garden ” ? Pooh ! a slow, dull spot. 

Where you so ‘‘spooned,” and Rupert talked such^ ‘rot ” 

(Rupert’s own word, boys will talk slang,) — absurd I 
When the Wbrld-caHed, you met it '“ like- a bird ” — 

(Rupert ag^ !) And Rupert Oh ! he ’s gone 
As—something small and shoppy— to Ceylon ; 

AhA you a^ angling for' a Peei^they say so — ' ’ ' ' 

And listening to the tips of PuNCOEQUs IIaso, 

So Cupid comes to you. That old mad fun 
Was not the work of Aphrodite’s son. 

0£ course ! Methinks 1 see the urchin now, 

Demure, ^d meaning business ; on his brow 
serried lines, and cpol eyeSj clerkly, clear, 
it be, a pen, behind his ear ? 
hihtB'p:l|settL^^ Receive bi-m so, 

jto# fethfm ta^e hie gleam and glow l .ajtti-jj ujujj vj-vicjjs. — ^ju-osl or me unrisimas uarttsfasi^wp^duce®*^ 


?» M GoBtafbttt}oii», ^etUei *8,, Printed Matter, er Dratrinm, be retomed. nnleM 

fcy % Stamped and Dupeeted Envelop* or Cover. Copiet of ICft. ibonld be kept by the Sondeirew ^ 


To lackadaisical Louise. Chide not. 

The goose-quiU that signs cheques sans halt or blot 
Is better than a feather from his wings, 

That scrawls in violet ink of such vain things, 

As cots and kisses, since, for all bards’ pother, 

You can’t live in the one nor on the other. 

Hear Cupid’s confidences thereanent, 

Cupid the champion, here, of Cent.-per-oent., 

The sworn appraiser, not of golden locks 

And silvery laughter, but of Shares and Stocks': — 

Cuped’s Confession. 

I dwelt in a cottage, a cottage ornee^ 

With two newly-meshed doves for a year and a day ; 

Tor a year and a day, tiH the newly-meshed doves 
Stooped from “ bliss” to — Cabanas and ten-button gloves. 
Aye me, the chill lapse ! So a river may run 
To the icy-bound ITorth from the land of the Sun, 

WTien the fuel that fed the sigh-furnaces failed, 

Amandus so cooled, and Amanda so paled. 

Thy moustache curled as trimly, Amandus, but oh I 
With how much less of sweetness the lips curled below. 
Amanda’s blue eyes, stiU twin amethyst spheres. 

Looked so much less bewitching their lids red with tears. 

I was there. Could I help them with vow or with verse, 

As she drew the last coin from her satin-lined purse, 
Leaving more gold without than within ? I was there — 

At the window— when Butcher descended from prayer 
To imperative rude objurgation ; and when 
Poor Amanda first learned that “ the sweetest of men ” 
Could be bitter of speech ! I was there, though outside. 
When Amandus first used naughty words to his bride. 

I ’d no gold. Could I mend with a rose or a dart 
That terrible fracture, a flaw in the heart ? 

Could I bid shallow Passion, once stagnant, flow on. 

When the fountain was choked, and all current was gone ? 
Could I help them who floated in rapture’s mad round, 
Breast to breast, whilst the footway was flowery, but found. 
When occasion arose to endure or console. 

That he had not a heart, and she had not a soul ? 

Could I aid those who Poverty hailed without fear,— 

At a pretty safe distance, but when he drew near, 

And displayed rather more of the wolf than the dove. 
Making calls upon courage as well as mere love, 

Poxuid not rosy bliss, but abandonment utter, 

In “ Love in a Cottage ’’—without bread-and-butter ? 

AU are not Julias,” lisps a rosy maid 
To PuNCHius prattling in his cedar’s shade ; . 

“ Some few of us love Cupid as of old, 

Before he tipped his tiny darts with gold.” 

True, watchet-eyed be^mderer of sage brains, 

And PuNCHTUs writes for all. If other gains 
‘ Than golden ones inspire the maiden’s breast, 

And lure her through love’s labyrinthine quest ; 

If —foolish ehild !— six feet of manhood straight 
And an unwrinkled skin — and heart — ^have weight 
More than joint bulk of coronet and pocket, 

Linked mtn a soul that ’s burning to its socket ; — 

Why, then, — dear me 1 — ^the ever verdant sage 
Combines the Augustan and Arcadian age 
In his orb-wide experience ; yet to teach 
Maxims of Arcady in Mayfair speech 
Seems like attempting with swift steel-cased shot 
To gain admittance to Sabrina’s grot. 

Lend Punch your pocket-mirror, gay-lipped Crace ! 

Ah! lily-fingers seek the well-known place 
With unsopHstioated speed. What fun ! 

{Julia would vow she never carried one) 

vr n - -1 t • i i i i •» » 


{Julia would vow she never carried one) 
iTow look within. Lips cool and cheeks a-blush ! 

Teach those to glow, let these forget to flush 
If you ’d compete with Julia. But, bright elf, 

If you seek love, not lovers, he yourself. 

So front the tricksy god, so meet his eye 

With radiant hope, too nonest to be shy, ^ ^ - 

Own you have heard hf Mm, heafd, oh ! a lot, ' ^ 

^d wish to ‘know him, as what -girl would not ? ' ' '* - ' 

You ’ll find the Protean one put off his wig,. . 

His clerkly airs, Ms looks austere and big, 

His chic, his coolness, and Ms cynic slang, 

And he the boy whose limpid laughter rang ' < ’ 

In Paphos till e’en frolic Aphrodite > 

• WoMd chide the urchin for a flight too flighty: . / ^ * 

Art-fodl Cards.— M ost of the Christmas Cards 
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CATTLE-SHOW WEEK. 

By JDuunl-Crambo Juiiior, 






Musical Critics'’take care to know tke score pretty 
well by heart before hearing a new Opera, and 
then they follow it with a book in front of them. 
Why should not the Dramatic Critics do likewise, 
and why not refuse to witness any piece until it 
should have been played three or four times ? 




^ SOMETHING LIKE A SCHOOL ! 




Scotch Tolled. 




Best 'Wether. 


Class for Roots. 




Best Butter. 


A CEITICAI- POSITION. 


Cross Bred. 


Last week Claudian was to have been produced at the Princess’s, and the Critics 
had, we believe, been invited to witness a dress-rehearsal, but* in consequence of what 
the Time^ Theatrical Reporter would oaB the “unpreparedness” of the Earthquake, 
with which Mr. Barrett was to have “ brought down the house,” the production was 
postponed. 

To invite the Critics to a dress-rehearsal is in the interests of Dramatic Art a great 
mistake, though probably not for the Manager and Author, who avail themselves 
of such an exceptional opportunity by acting as Judges, and explaining to the Jury of 
Critics why such and such an effect isn’t as right as it might be, and of pointing out 
the vast amount of trouble, outlay, time and talent wMcH may have been expended 
on the new piece, whatever it is. 

On such an occasion the Manager and Author could both diplomaticany ask advice, 
express themselves most grateful for any hints that their learned friends in front 
might give, knowing very well that nothing their learned friends could sa^r would 
induce them to alter at tiie last moment any of the carefully planned detatis, bnt 
perfectly aware that the best and shortest way of winning a Critic’s good opinion is 
to humbly listen to the suggestions that may fall from his lips, as though they were 
hivaduable instructions from some Mighty Master. 

We have before us a pamphlet entitled Claudian^ being a few notes on the archi- 
tecture and costume of the new piece, in the sbap of a letter written by Mr. E. W. 
Gobwh^ E%S.A.j to “ My dear Barrett,” in which the well-informed writer instructs 
the apptoently ignorant Manager, as to the iuteresting details of the period, A.i). 

which, he says, is “ almost a blank in the modern history of Art” — and then 
Mr. Gpop-trar, in a series of illustrations, (does he always write such letters with so 
many pictures ? ) proceeds to draw this blank. 

Mr. Godwin, F.S.A., finishes up his epistle with “ Believe me, my dear Barrett, 

yours very faithfully and, of course, our dear Barrett does believe him. In 

fact, the short answer would have been, “ Thanks, my dear Godwin; I believe you, 
Diy boy, yours trustfully, W. Barrett.” 

If, instead of this letter, or if, with this letter as preface, we had been presented 
with a hook of the play about to he acted, — it could not he sold, as the American 
acting-right would be thereby destroyed, my dear Barrett (a.d. 1883-1884),— we 
should have been better pleased, holding, as we emphatically do, that the book of any 
new play ought to be in every Critic’s hands at least a week before production, so 
that ne may know what he is going to see, and, as with a Shakspearian, or any other 
stock-piece, have a standard by which he can measure the performance. . 

^ ” As it is, when a Critic goes to a premiere , — a night which is, as a rule, all clique 
and he has, as a matter of course, to pronounce upon the dish set before 

him. It may not he to his taste, and then he has to ask himself, “ ‘Why is this ? Is 
the acting badp Have I really seen the piece as the Author intended it to he played ? ” 
i And. again, instead of expressing any sympathy with a Manager and Actors who 
have ^^ uncongenial parts,” or who have parts ^^xmworthy of then talents,” and so 
forth, why does not the Critic ask, plainly and straightforwardly, ^‘What on earth 


{An Efdract from ou FujoiVs Diary,) 

6 a.m. — Got out of bed, and made a rush for 
Old Enight’s door. Old Knight is the master 
of our form. Shouted at him through the key- 
hole, and arranged a booby-trap with the coal- 
scuttle ^d a large can of water. But he sold us 
by letting himself down into the garden from the 
window, by tying his blanket, sheets, and coun- 
ter pane together. However, fortunately caught 
sight of him when he was dangling in the air, and 
ptited him with tooth-brushes, 

8 A.M.— Breakfast. Informed Old Knight that 
there was a balloon, and asked him to look at it. 
When he turned his head, we deluged him with 
coffee^ and toast-crusts. Spent rest of recreation 
hour in making slides out of the butter-dish. 

10 A.M. to 12 Noon. — ^At Study. Most of us 
reading novels, the remainder playing at dumh- 
crambo. Eried sausages, as usual, while Old 
Knight was working the pons asinorum for us on 
the black-board. When we had finished our lun- 
cheons, some of us escaped by the window, .[and 
the remainder by the c himne y. 

2. p.M. — ^Dinner. The usual game of pelting 
! Old Knight with hits of potatoes, and filling his 
pockets with rice-pudding. Poured the beer into 
the Head-Master’s coal-scuttle. This last feat 
got us into a row. We are sentenced to stay at 
school during the Christmas holidays— Old Knight 
is to remain with us to keep us out of mischief. 

4 p.M. to 6 ’30 p.M. — ^More lessons, and this time 
toffee-making. Head-Master came in, and find- 
ing Billy Potter standing on his head on Old 
Knight’s desk, kept us all in during tea-time. 
After this we all “ communicated our ideas ” to 
Billy Potter, and coloured his eyes beauti- 
fully. Old K!night rather disgusted at having 
to mind us instead of getting his tea. 

9 ’15 P.M. — ^In our dormitory at last. Saw that 


ever ^ it is) ? The Critic invariably writes as if the Tyrant Author hi 
the suffemg Manager to produce Ms piece, and even to play in it himself. 


compelled 


Censure the play, by all means, when you have ascertained what the play is, 
but censure also the Manager for placing' it, if evidently bad, before the public. If 
the Manager was' deubtiul, "^d the Autiior (Mubtiul and inclined to risk it, then if the 
Aumor had t>rd^d6d the Unties with the book" of tiie piece, the play would be judged 
on: its own merits, if ^y; and a fair eriti^to'/coiild then be made bn the acting. 
de^ratitHis, ana so forth. If it occurs to Jury that Manager and Author musi 
h^e a tile off ” to have p^u<^<i l^tweehtthkd' such apiece, then there are plenty 
of hands ready and willing enough to supply jthe defeibt-with good powerful “ slating.”- 


up aU the class-books on the kitchen fire, and 
emptied the contents of the beer barrel into poor 
Old Knight’s wardrobe. Then, having driven the 
cow into the best drawiug-room, and the sow and 
her little piggies into the parent’s reception par- 
lour, got into bed. As I fell off to sleep, reflected 
that on the whole, I had found out tne way to 
enjoy a happy day, and wondered if Old Knight 
had been as fortunate. 


2. jpnopos of Christmas Amusements, should 
anyone happen to mention such matters at this 
time of year, you may say that the game of cards 
called “ Merry Matches,” issued by Messrs. 
Wyman, is a good all-rouiider, and very much, in 
Young Polks’ ways. The Merry Matches are in 
their own box, wmeh, by the way, may he used 
as an excellent substitute for a cigarette case. So 
deal out the merry harmless car^, pour out the 
(Champagne, arrosi un pen pour les petite, and let 
the toast he “ Wine and Wyman ! ” 

A Scrap of Paper, it is said^ is to be revived ^ 
at the St. James’s soon after Christmas. As long i 
as a theatre is doing genuinely good business, the 
Management would object even to a Scrap of ■ 
“ Paper” in tiie house. The reason for the non- 
adoption of tiie electric light at the St. James’s is 
because they have Mtherto found Kendal-light 
sufficient. If tMs theatre has been, as we^ hear, 
recently treated to a little extia ventilation, it 
was in consequence of the demand from the public 
for “ More Hare 1 
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THOUGHT-READING. 

Irish Gent (paying debt of honour). ^^Theeb’s the SovBEEiaH ye kindly 

LINT MB, Brown. I ’m soery I haven’t been able ” 

Saxon {pocketing the coin). ** J^'evee thought of it feom that day to 

By Jove ! ’JFoegot all about it ” 

Irish Gent ‘^Bedad ! I wish ye’d tould me that before !” 

[ What did he mean ? 

"THE PLirS THE THING!” 

THATnothing stort of an educational revolution was inevitably about to 
burst upon tbe Universify, must have been evident to everybody who bad 
an opportunity of attending the several performances of The Birds given at 
Cambridge during the course of the past week. Sober Heads of Houses who 
have Mtherto shuddered at the German Heed’s Entertainment, and Learned 
Professors who have only once or twice seen a Gaiety Burlesque on the sly, 
could be noticed in shoals on the steps of the theatre convulsed with verve and 
merriment, while &eely admitting to each other in groups, that nothing could 
withstand the all-encroaching dramatic spirit of the age, and that in the future 
the footlights must take their proper position at the IJniversities as a great 
education^ factor. It is not a matter of surprise, therefore, that no time has 
been lost in the organisation of some scheme calculated to give a practical shape 
to the fervid convictions of the moment. The following brief account of an 
influential meeting on the subject, held only yesterday afternoon, shows at a 
glance how rapidly matters are already progressing. 

On the assembling yesterday at the door of the Senate House of the various 
Heads of Houses, Professors, Tutors, and others interested in the “Hew 
Dramatic Degree ” Movement, there was again by common consent an imme- 
diate adjournment to the Theatre Koyal, and the business was, as on the 
prev ious occasion, transacted in this more appropriately and agreeably con- 
structed building. A Provincial Company, who happened to he rehearsing at 


of the "Vice-Chancellor. On occupying it, however, he introduced such an 
exigent and happUy-conceived bit of business that a loud and spontaneous roar 
of laughter and several shouts of BncoreP^ greeted him as he finally sat 
down. The moceedings then commenced. 

l^TheRev. Chairman, rising, said he need not recapitulate to such an assembly 
the motives that had again drawn them together to further their one great 
cpJ^aD^obj^t, namely, the incorporation of the Stage into the system of TJmver- 
sity Education— cheers) — but he would content himself with reading to 
them thft following brief extract from an Article on the subject that appeared the 


other day in an influential evening paper. “ More,” 
wrote the writer of that Article, “can be learned of 
Athenian life, and also of the comic method of Aristo- 
phanes, by seeing one of his plays put on the Stage than 
by reading all tiie eleven which are extant. Young 
men will find a new interest in their Greek plays when 
they have one or two realised before their eyes.” 
(Prolonged applause.) He was glad to hear such senti- 
ments greeted in that fashion, because he was prepared 
to go even further than the writer who expressed those 
views. (“ Hear! hear 1 ” from the Jacksonian Professor 
of Natural Philosophy.) He would say that young men 
would not find a new interest in Greek alone, but in 
everything else as well, when they had once had every • 
thing realised for them before their eyes. {Applause.) 
Need he say more ? Everything taught in their Univer- 
sity ought to be put upon the Stage. (Prolonged cheering.) 

The rlumian Professor of Astronomy, who had on a 
large Pantomime demon’s head, and whose appearance 
in consequence created such an outburst of enthusiasm, 
that he could be but with difficulty heard when he 
attempted to address the meeting through a hole under 
the chin, said, he trusted that his present little ofi- 
hand efiort — {cries of * * iVb, no ! it ’s splendid ”)-j-might be 
taken as an earnest of what he intended to do in his own 
particular line, when he got his chance. {Loud cheers.) 
He had already ordered a black cotton-velvet astrologer’s 
gown, covered with the signs of the Zodiac in red tinsel, 
and he had also given a commission for a crocodile 
and property telescope, which he hoped and believed 
would, in the matter of size, be two of the finest things 
of their kind ever produced in Europe. (Cheers.) 
Cambridge must march with the times. When the youth 
who attended his lectures had once had realised for them 
before their eyes what an astronomer really was — on the 
stage— they would pick up more from him and his comic 
method, than by mere poring over all the books of 
astronomy extant. He nnght add, that the great feature 
of Ms reformed lectures, would be several quite gro- 
tesque magic-lantern effects, and a cbaraeter-song (with 
a dance) entitled J am such a regular Par a-la-llaz^^^ 
specially written for him by a distinp:ui8hed Doctor of 
Music, who had Ms heart and soul in the movement. 


The Queen’s Professor of Arabic here rose. He said 
he Lad no vdsh to reflect on the learned Professor’s Pro- 
gramme, but he trusted that the dance he referred to— 
(“ter, ter.'”)— wMch sounded to Mm, if he might 
coin an expression, rather “ Music-hally ” — {laughter) 
— ^would in no way interfere vtith Ms course of lectures 
which would be given by Mmself, -with five brother 
Professors of Arabic, in spangled tignts, on a carpet 
red velvet bolster. His idea was, in fact, an “ Arabian 
Drawing-room Entertainment ” — {cheers) — ^with as much 
lofty tumbling as they could manage, combined with a 
few occasion^ short expressions in the vernacular, or 
even iu dumb show addressed to the audience. (‘* JExceh 
lent ! ’ ’ from the Prof essor of Experimental Physics. ) He 
thouffht this would give a stimulus to the study of Arabic 
—at least, it would enable the earnest student to under- 
stand sometMng of Arabian life. (Applause.) 

The Professor of Sanskrit said he had been tMnking 
of the same sort of thing Mmself— (teyA^er)— but after 
what had dropped from Ms learned colleague, he felt 
he must fall back upon sometbing else. He should very 
probably endeavour to try and charm a snake or two — 
(“ hear ! hear / ”)— and hoped in tMs he should have the 
kiudly co-operation of the Professor of Zoology.^ {A 
Voice: Me knows nothing about it!^^) Yery likely 

not. {Roars of laughter.) But they were aU enteriug 
on a new path, and he could learn. For Ms own part 
he felt sure that Ms learned coUeagjue, who had so often 
skinned a snake for mere instruction, would not mind 
for once being “ scotched ” Mmself in the Mgher interests 
of amusement. {Cheers.) 

The Woodwardian Professor of Geology said he meant 
to illustrate an Earthquake. { Cheers.) He was already in 
communication with the Manager of the Princess’s 
Theatre, London, and was engaging a Company for Tfic 
Last Bays of Pompeii. He had also an “Antediluvian 
Burlesque ” in hand— not Ms o'wnr-‘{prolonged cheering);;-- 
introducing all the principal monsters of the glacial 
period. (“ OA, oh ! ”) It was a fact, and he hoped to plAy 
a foreleg of something effective himself. ( Cheers.) 

The Public Orator here rose, and was about to read 
The Charge of the Light Brigade^ but was greeted with 
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such, a prolonged storm of disapproyal, that he had ultimately to | 
resume his seat. He was, however, understood to say that he would 
he even with the best of them before he had done. 

After a little discursive talk: as to the future holding of all Public 
Examinations in the Theatre, and the desirability of entirely sus- 
pending the free-list on the occasion, the Master of Trinity said that 
he thought that henceforth the Yice- 


he thought that henceforth the Yice-Chancellor should be preceded 
by a regular red-hot Pantomime Poker. {Mitch cheering,) He 
thought these Stage accessories to Academic life could not be too 
much insisfrd upon. And he was of opinion that their present busi- 
ness-like discussion could not terminate more appropriately than in 


{Roars of laughter^ in which the Rev, Speakerjoined heartily himself,) 
After the customary chorus and finaU^ and a httle rough horse- 
play, owing to the Professor of Mechanism and .^plied Mechanics 
enaeavourmg, in vain, to show the Auditor of the Chest the working 
of a Yampire-trap, the Meeting was adjourned till next Tuesday. 


Strange Omission. 

Thebe have been remarkable sunsets viewed in London. East- 
bourne, Hamsgate, and many other places. But what is still more 
remarkable is that not one of the awe-struck Correspondents who 
have written about these phenomena to the daily papershas expressed 
any astonishment at having seen any sunsets at all in JEngland, as 
every place where these strange appearances have been witnessed is, 
of course, in the British Empire, on which, as we all know, “ the 
Sun never setsJ^ So that is the first wonder to get over ; the blazing 
phenomena are of second-rate importance. Yet, though not super- 
stitious, we firmly believe that something is going to happen, 

“ — Odd name for a paper for Boys ! "Was it suggested by 

Barnahy Badge's Haven P Everyone recollects that he used to hop 
about saying, I ’m a Devil! I ’m a Devil I ” It also croaked out, 
“ Never say die I ” which is a good omen for a literary work, even 
when coming from a Eaven^s beak. 
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THE NEW NEPHELOCOCCUGIA; 

I OB, “BIRDS’’ OF A MODEICIh FEATHER. 

A NOBLE Lord, of Ms'll Parliamentary repute, considerable literary 
power, and no small gift of acrid Aristophanic humour, isj we iinder- 
stand, about to superintend the production (at H-tf-ld H-se) of a 
modernised adaptation of The Birds, "We have the peculiar good 
fortune to be able to present to our readers some particulars of the 
proposed cast, together with a brief sketch of the drama and a few 
characteristic extracts. . . 

Nepheloeoccugia (or Cau-cus-cloud-crow-land) is, ^ in this case, 
the E-d-e-1 Utopia or Limbo, intervenient, ia these dire democmtic 
days, between the common herd^ of earth-dwellers and the mgh 
Olympian Autocracy of the old olig^cMeal tmes, when everythmg 
was imperious, imposing, and-~espeeially — impartial.” 

The following are some of the chief Dramatis Per sauce 

Epops {JIoapoe-King of the Birds^ formerly Played by 
Tortts, King of Bceotiay hut metainor- 
phased in consequence of political 
philanderings) » * . - ; .• J-HN B-LL. 

PEisiHETAinos (fl Citizen^ disgusted icith his 
original state, ivlio trarels to seek his for- 
tune in the Kingdom of the Birds, A 
man of business and ahiiitt/, icho loves to 
direct everything and everybody. Voluble, 
plausible, sophistic) , , , , , Gl-dst-ne. 

Euelpedes (ayiother Citizen, companion of 
Peisthetaxros, a plain, shretcd person, 
with an eye to the future) , , , Ch-aib-el-n. 

Chorus of Birds [subjects o/Epops, beguiled 
[ by the blandishments of Peistketairos 
and the cunning of Euelpides. The 
latter has furnished them with a common 
crow-like cry, ichich may be represented 
phonetically thus: Cau-cau-cau-cus'^'’), E-D-C-IS. 

ProHjETHEUS [a^ malcontent personage, up- 
lifted, but timorous, disguised as an old 
tcoman hiding under an umbrella) . . Q-rt-rly R-yi-w. 

Iris [Messenger from Olympus, spry, and 

grandiloquent) N-ti-n-L R-TI-EW'. 
Poet [unimposing, but rhetorical personage, 
who supplies Iris loith most of her tail- 

talk) Aifr-d A-st-n. 

The Prophetic Birds [that of Peisthetai- 

ROS an Owl, sage, serious, and earnest) . Sp-ct-t-r. 

[that of Euelpides, noisy fowl who 
leads the clamorous “ Cau-cau-cau-cus^'* 

Chorus) SCH-DH-RST. 

SJ^EPTUNE [one of the A^nhassadors from the 
elder Gods, a formal, dignified, slightly 
fussy person of the old school), , . N-RTHC-te. 

Hercules [ditto, ditto, a fiery, wrong-headed 
personage, powerful, but indiscreet, 
carrying a huge club bearing the mystic 

word Property ^^) S-L-SB-RT. 

Teiballos [ditto, ditto, an undisciplined, 
mischiemus “ outside,^"* deity-perky, and 
sparrow-like in appearance, causing 

much tewation to the temperate !N'EPTtrNE i 

by his gamin-like outbursts) , . , R-nd-lph Ch-RCH-LL. \ 

There are other characters of course, but these will give our 
readers some idea of the coi^se of the noble Dramatist’s play, from 
which space wiR not permit us to give more than a few extracts, 
^me passages from the Parabasis will show tlmt it is not without 
force and pertinence : — 

Owl CorypJueus, 

Ye Children of Man 1 whose life is a span, 

that scarce worth spending, so M-ll-gk would say) 
Plodding and wingless, morally kmgless, 

Fussy and Philistine creatures of clay. 

Attend to the words of the R-d-e-1 Birds, 

oMy true Soarers, the heirs of air’s glories, 

Who look from on hjgh, with a pitying eye, 

On the follies and &ets of the Wh-gs and the T-ri-s. 

Science bores us of late with eternal debate, 

And wild Speculation about the Creation, 

Organical strife, protoplasmical Hie, 

And comical notions of cosmieal motions ; 

Strange tales of descent from tailed creaturfis wbn wp-nf. 


R-nd-lph Ch-rch-ll. 


Tb^ unfettered Right through JEther and Light. 

Ibl the deep Toiy Erebus foully bedight, 

Many in darkened delusion still lag on, 

In life dnll as that of the Ape or the Dragon. 


At length in Creation’s great germinal closet 
Was laid a most precious and privy deposit : 

A Mystical Egg ! ’Twas the radix or root 
Of widch we brave Birds are the ultima^ fruity 
Who rove in the air, triumphantly furnished, 

To range its dominions on glittering pinions, 

All golden, and azure, and blooming, and burnished. 

For DelpM, for Ammon, Dodona, in fine 
For every oracular temple and shrine. 

We Birds are a substitute equal and lam, 

On ns yon depend, and to ns must repair. 

Then take ns as Gods, and be ruled by our nods ! 

We ’ll serve for all uses, as prophets and muses. 

We ’ll lengthen your tether^ we ’ll aR live together, 

We ’R not hide in air. 

Pompous and proud, a-top of a cloud, 

(In old Jovian way) but attend every day 
To prosper and bless aR you possess^ 

Give you plenty of change, and nnhmited range. 

Reform quite ad lib,, and a champion ghb. 

To whose eloquence voluble aR things seem soluble. 

Partake of this root, wMch King Hoopoe here brings, 

WMch forces the growth of true R-d-c-1 wings. 

And then yon ’R be Birds, blessed Birds of our band, i 

And free of the City of Cloud- Cau-cus-land I 

Chorus, I 

Kothing can he more golumpshns than the having wings to wear. 
Wingless, T-ry-thralled poor mortals step up here and try a pair ! 

The new KEPHELOCOCCfUQ-iA with its clamorous, cackling, cawing, 
crowing, clucking, chirping, croaking, clapper-clawing denizens, is 
desciihed with true Aristophanic verve — and verjuice. We wish we 
had space for certain pungent passages d propos of the pompons 
prolixity of Property-menacing Peisthetaxros, and the cockney 
Cockahoopoohiness of Cau-cns-ehorns-leading Euelpides. We can, 
however, only give extracts from the scenes describing the reception 
of .the Olympian Embassy, — 

Neptune, The Trihallian Envoy, Hercules, 

; Nep, There ’s FTephelococcugia ! that ’s the town 
Bird-bunt, whose airy battlements defy us. 

I ‘ [Turning to the Triballian. 

I But you ! Why, what a regular guy you are ! 

Look like a Bird yourself I Don’t cock your nose, 

I And wag your tail in that preposterous way ! 

I They ’R taike you for a sparrow. 

Her, Or a Woodcock, 

I Tri Drop it, old Cockalorums I Bah ! Yah ! Booh ! 

I Leave me alone, or I ’R upset the pair o’ you ! 

;Nep, Why did they send him with ns ? Hercules, 

I say, what shaR we do ? What ’s your idea ? 

Her, Do f Take that Peisthetairos by the throat— 

That throat whence fiow exuberant sopMstries 
Which are the cause of aU our tribulations — 

And throttle him I 

Nep, Hush ! Our “ tip ” you know is peace. 

Her, That makes no difference ; or if it does, 

^ It makes me loti^ to throttle him the more ! 
iPei, [very busy, affecting not to see them). Give me the Brummagem 
Spice, Where the Leeds Sauce ? 

Municipal pickle, too. Come, mend our fires ! 

Her, Mortal, we greet and haR you ! Three of us, 

Three deities 

Peis, [without looking up). But I’m engaged at present. 

Busy, you see, seasoning our next big dish. 

Her, [aside). To dish us, I suppose. [Aloud,) What’s in the dish ? 
Birds seemingly. 

Peis, [without looking up). Some very weak-shanked creatures, 
Opposed to the popular democratic Birds, 

Rendered themselves obnoxious. 

Her, go you dish them I 

Just like disloyal democratic ways. 

Peis, [looking up). Oh ! bless me, Hercules, I ’m so glad to see you ? 
What is your business ? 

Her, (freaking out and flourishing Ms Club wildly). 

To puR you down, 

And bring your precious cloud-buRt noisy nest 
Of clamorous, birds at once about your ears^ 

You puffed I®, . prolix, property-menacing ; : : 

DlSTNIPEGRATORln ■«, « . o 


Bris {hystericcdly). Go it I thestylel ^ 

Just like our old club-wielder ! 

Prometheus (flourishing his umbrellci). Hear I Hear I Hear ! 

. Fire, foe away, and I ’R take notes — and print ’em! ' < . 
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Xe})* {icrbiging his hands distractedly). Oh I dear, dear, dear, dear, 
this will never do ! 

Tnh, {delightfully), Hurroo! Tohoicks ! Bird-leader, here he 
“larks”! 

Chorus of Birds {rushing to the rescue). 

Cau-cau-cus / Cau-cau-cau-cau-cau-cau-cau-cus ! 
****** 

"We think that these specimen passages will make the public 
anxious for the performance of this masterpiece of the modem poli- 
tical Aristophanes. 

THE SPEAKER. 

{A Eandboolc to Beady-umde Oratory , ) 

Past YII.— Bajr and Bench. 

At a first glance it would be imagined that “ the Oentlemen of the 
Long Eobe ” scarcely require a guide to declamation. It is one of 
the duties of an Advocate to defend, in eloquent terms, the interests 
of his Clients. Certainly, rhetoric is not greatly appreciated in those 
Courts in which Equity is said nartieularly to prevail over Law, hut 
at the Old Bailey, or in any other place where a common or special 
jury congregates, a silvery tonme is of the last importance. But a 
Barrister may he safely left to himself to speak when called upon in 
Court, If he fails in his first attempt, there will he no necessity to 
try to teach him to do better iu the future, as the chances ^e enor- 
mously agaiust his ever having a second chance. Solicitors are 
chary of repeating unsuccessful experiments. So it may be taken 
that any attempt to assist a Barrister in becoming proficient in foren- 
sic oratory woiild be absolutely futile. -If a man after undergoing 
the extremely severe examination now required by the Council of Leg^ 
Education before he can he called to the Bar, cannot speak in Court, 
he had better for ever hold his peace, as, in point of fact, no doubt 
he wHl. But although this Handbook cannot teach a Counsel what 
to say in the Eoyal Courts, it may, at any rate, contain a fe:w short 
speeches, warranted to prove admirable in their results if addressed 
to a certain sort of Solicitor. Below, then, are given — 

Ealf-a’dozen Speeches to he addressed hy Counsel as occasion requires. 

“My dear fellow^ as you say, it is a most comfortable Club! 
What! you would hke to belong to it! I am on the Committee. 
Pray let me put you up ? ” 

“I say, my boy, what are you doing on Thursday? If not 
better engaged, will you and Madame come and dine with us ? ” 

“Look here, old man. My wife wants Mrs. Timothy and her 
charming daughters to share her carriage with her at the Eton and 
Harrow Match. W e might j oin them later.” 

“ This is the best glass of Port I have ever tasted ! What I still 
twenty dozen left in your cellar ! Well, all I can say is that I hope 
you will give me plenty of opportunities on future occasions of 
tasting it ! ” 

“ I confess, my dear friend, that I cannot see any reason why the 
Profession should be divided into two branches. But until they are 
amalgamated', I suppose, to the best of our ability, we must share the 
work between us.” 

“ By the way, old fellow, I think your people know that I have 
changed my address at Lincoln^ s Inn. Eh ? ” 

It will be obvious to any stuff-gownsman that the above speeches, 
if made judiciously — one of the four first always being used and pre- 
ceding either of the two last— will not fail to do good. They must 
of course be addressed to the proper people— to the “Hearts” not 
the “Heads” of the Profession. That good, although lasting, will 
be— brief. 

Turning from the'Bar to the Bench, the raison d^etre'oi this Hand- 
book, so far as the forensic Profession is concerned, becomes more 
discernible. Their Lordships seldom deliver orations in private life, 
or, if they do, those orations are imperfectly reported in the news- 
papers. The Judges are “understood to have thought” this or 
** bdieved to have agreed upon ” that ; but at this nomt certainty 
ends, and doubt commences. To say the least, such vague para- 
g’apl^ are far from satisfactory. To coihe to a modem instance. 
Hothing could have been more shadowy lhan some of the sayings 
ascribed to Lord CJoiheidge after his recent visit to America. Under 
these circumstances,, it will he as well to conclude this part by giving 
two specimen speeches'-rone that might have been delivered by a 
Jute of the modem ^chobl,* and one by a Judge who rejects old- 
f asmoued traditions. ^ It mu^ be remembered that however distaste- 
M some of the sentments of tiieir lArdsbips might appear to the 
Bar, all of the judicial remarks would he received, according to 
precedent, with the utmost deference. ^ . 

Utterly super jluom Speech hya Judge^cf ihe Modern School:-^ 
dentlemen of the Bar ! {jAU the Barriers ^ Court mmediately 
rise to their feet, and listen inUntlj/in an dttkude of ihe most respect^ 
ful attention,) As I feel rather disinclined this morning to continue 
the work of the Court in my customary hap^-hazard manner, I pro- 


pose suspending the business which has brought us here together, 
while I make some remarks of a general character. I tmst tms will 
suit the convenience of Counsel, 

Leader of the Bar {bowing). On behalf of myself and my learned 
friends, representing between us the interests of one hundred and 
fifty-seven Clients, I beg to inform your Lordship that your Lord- 
ship’s suggestion meets with our entire approval. 

Judge, I am glad to hear it. But before I say anything more, I 
must complain very bitterly of the Hew Law Courts in which you 
are now standing. Although hy virtue of my ofilce I am a staunch 
supporter of the Constitution, I still claim to he a Member of the 
Great EepnbHc of Taste. Some of the Bar may have heard this 
declaration from the Bench before ? 

Leader of the Bar {bowing). I am informed hy some of mj learned 
friends that your Lordship is quite correct in your supposition. 

Judge, I thought so. Hot only are these Courts hideous, hut the 
accommodation on the Bench is so scanty that I have been unable to 
fibad room for the bevy of Ladies who usually honoured us with their 
presence on any occasion when the proceedings were of more than 
ordinary interest. Having abused the Law Courts, I will now tom 
my attention to what we mm call procedure. ^ I have been very 
much struck with American Listitutions. It will he remembered 
that one of our Lordships (to quote from the formula iu use on the 
9th of Hovember) has recently been touring through the United 
States, accompanied hy a picked forensic company, and has been 
received with considerable enthusiasm. Some of the Gentlemen of 
tile Bar may remember the circumstance ? 

Leader of the Bar {bowing). It is within the recollection of many 
of my learned friends that his Lordship was received with a 
cordiality only equalled hy that afforded to Jumbo the Elephant and 
Irvino the Comedian. 

Judge, Exactly. Well, it is the intention of my brothers and 
myself gradually to revolutionise the Bar. We propose to sweep 
away all old forms. We consider that, although a Barrister has to 
undergo a special training and to pass a special examination, there 
I is no reason why he should enjoy any particular privileges over the 
members of the junior branch of the Brofession. 

Leader of the Bar {bowing). On behalf of mysalf and my learned 
friends, acting on heh^ of those who have instructed ns, we heg to 
thank your Lordship for this observation. However, we think it 
right to say, on our own behalf, that we are merely carrying out our 
instructions. 

Judge, Just so. We propose following the lead of the Benchers of 
the Lms of Court who, navmg no S 3 rmpathy with the members of the 
Junior Bar, have done their utmost of late years to svramp the Pro- 
fession with what I may call Converted Solicitors. It must be 
remembered that when my brothers and myself were called to the 
Bar, a Barrister was not required to know anything about law ; and 
to this day some of our number are still rather deficient in this 
branch of forensic study, so that the fact of finding SoHeitors pos- 
sessing a smattering of the science, has filled us with feelings of 
respect, not to say awe. So— to put it hriefiy— we have determiued 
to do our best to despoil the body from which we have sprung. By 
revoking the privileges gained hy Barristers at the cost of years of 
stody and hundreds of pounds, we hope before long to enable Solici- 
tors to fin a far prouder position than that they now so ably occupy. 
I trust this announcement will afford satisfaction to the Bar. 

Leader of the Bar {bowing). Any observation of your Lor^hto 
must of necessity he received with satisfaction by my learned friends 
and myself— even the scheme your Lordship has just heeu good 
enough to sketch out, which seems to have for its maiu object our 
immediate ruiu I 

Judge, Just so. And now, as I have had my say, I thinkVe will 
resume the business of the Court. 

\_Ths business of the Court is resumed, 

jSo much for Speoimeu Ho. 1, How for Specimen Ho. 2. , 

Utterly superfluous Speech of ^ Judge who respects old^^fashioned 
Traditions,— k Judge who respects old-fasMoued traditions, never 
makes an utterly superfluous speech ! 

Cupid to Order. 

In a suit for ihe Restitution' of. Conjugal Efehts .(when is this 
absurd portion of the Law to . be' abolished ?), the President orders 
“ an attachment.” . This is Love to order with a vengeance. If the 
order is not complied with, then the President goes a step further, 
and “orders an attachment to issue,” But what if there he no 
issue ? The Law utterly fails. There ’s a cynicism about the asso- 
ciation of wreckage with marriage iu the. Divorce and Admitalty 
Divisions being under the "same President. 

In England there are Masonio Dinners, and Charitable Society 
Dinners of all sorts : “ Hothiug can be done without a dinner,”— 
which is exactly what the starving poor say. 






















THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 

BnUr Jfr. Clmterjield Grandison Potts. ‘‘How D ’te do, my deae Mrs. Pettieer? I 'ye come to congratulate you on your 

PERFORMANCE OF THE LaDT OF PyONS, AT MrS. TOMKYNS’S. IT WAS SIMPLY PERFECT J ” 

distinguished Zadij A^rmieur. “Oh, far from perfect, I fear! To be perfect, alas! the part of Pavlwe requires that 
ONE should be YOTim AND LOVELY, YOU KNOW 1 ” 

Mr. C. &. Potts {loho piques Umself on his old-fashioned courtesy). “My dear Lady, you are A Livim Proof to tee contrary 


^^TEMPOEA MUTANTXJE/^ 

** Sir Charles Lilke, "who ias been tTie guest of the Queen, left "Windsor 
Castle yesterday morning upon the conclusion of his visit to the Palace, and 
returned to London.”— 5)^?% Paper, November 29. 

Scene — The Interior of Her Majesty s Boudoir for the transaction of 
Public Business. Desh eoverei with 7iumoerIess Official Docu- 
ments, Despatch-Boxes, §*c. Present — The Q,ueen and Sir 

Charles Hilke. 

Mer Majesty. It gives me tLe greatest satisfaction, Sir Charles, 
to repeat to jon in person my very hearty thanks for the many visits 
yon nave paid to the dwellings of the Poor in London. 

Sir Charles {iomng). I can assure yon, Madam, that had not 
yonr Majesty made the suggestion, my own sense of duty would 
have caused me to undertake the task. ' 

Her Majesty [smiling]. Ton know it is a tradition in our family 
to do our best for the sick and destitute. My children are never so 
happy as when they are assisting to estahlisb. Homes or Hospitals. 
And now, before you conclude a visit which I trust has been a very 
pleasant one to both of us — (Sir Charles loy)s ^)— let me see if I 
clearly understand what you have said. -It is your opinion that 
legislation directed to ameliorate the condition of the Pooi^-(Sir 
Charles and murmurs beneath his breath, “ The Pro- 

the safest mode of protecting our present Constii- 
tiifeioir; that, in fact, kindness — charity and real interest—shown to 
b^^srs and those* who are forced 4p live witfi cfiMnals— if not, 
to crizoinals thsanselves—is ® best, if nOtthe only, method 
in the bud. "fianot this -Sie sense of what 
yon have said to me ? - ^ 

Sir Charles {m a depreeoi^ng Madam ; although 

I scarcely msteed to- use the vwey expressions' your Majesty 

liasei:ucioT]^ly!adbpte ‘ ' — . 

Her Maje^ tc I 1^ Charles, you were 


fond of plain-speaking. I have a very good memory, and fancy that 
no one could ever accuse you of not having the courage of your 
opinions. [Handing Sir Charles a copy of a popular periodical.) Ton 
win see that you have not been forgotten this week by Mr. Punch. 
Let me tell you, Sir Charles, that there are not very many of my 
subjects who can boast of having figured as the hero of an entirely 
complimentary Cartoon. But I thmk, as usual, Mr. Punch has 
shown wise discrimination— you deserve the distinction, I suppose 
you are very conversant with his pages ? * 

Sir Charles. ,I know every line Mr. Punch has written by heart, 
Madam. I see that your Majesty has been studying Volume Sixty- 
two. [Boohing through the leaves of a booh lying on the table.) Lear 
me, how time fiies ; this was actually puhlisned eleven years ago I 
[^Suddenly starting and regarding Cartoon for March ZOth, 1872, 
intently. 

Her Majesty [smiling). I can guess the picture that has attracted 
your atteution. It was produced just after a sil^ thoughtless hoy 
had pointed an empty pistol at my carriage, and Mr. Punch, with his 
customary ingenuity, had turned the incident to account. There was 
a certain young enthusiast in those days who, full of good intentions, 
had hot quite attained to years of discretion. This young enthusiast, 
in his zeal for reform, and hatred of shams, attacked good and bad 
together, without' showing much discrimination. Mr. Punch 
pictured this young enthusiast aiming a blow at the Throne itself, 
andexcusiug his conduct on the score “that there was nothing m 
it ! ” Ah ! that picture appeared eleven years ago, and I feel certain 
that that young enthusiast must have taken the lesson to heart. 
Yes, I am told by his colleagues, that he is one of the hardest 
working Ministers of the Crown— able, straightforward, loyal — asmuch 
a friend to his Sovereign as to her People ! [Smiling.) Are you still 
looking at that Cartoon, whjch seems so strange to us nowadays ? 

Sir CJidrles {Jboudng' to the ground, with the Volume in his hand). 
^ No,', Madam, when I came to that Cartoon, I thought it time to torn 
I m&i a new maf ! ]_8cene closes in upon a very pleasant picture. 
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HAMLET, PRINCE OF BIRMINGHAM. 

“ JEnter Hamlet and (Us)CEETAiir Piaxbes.*’ 

Pmi Plater (H-Ei-Nsr-ir). “I HOPE, SIR, WE SHALL REFORM TSIS INDIFFERENT WELL!” 
Hamlet (Ch-mb-rl-n)— “ 0 JRSFOSM IT ALTOGETHER ! ! ” 

Act HI., Sc. 2 {adapted). 
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THE MORE-AXD- 
^ORELY SERIES. 

The latest additions liave 
been The Prince^ by Ma- 
CHiATELLi (“ a gentleman 
of Scotch extraction,” says 
Mrs. Ramsbotham), ^ and 
PaeorHs M&says, Delight- 
ful reading in the clearest 
type. Professor Morlet— 
Henry, not Jorn, the 
former being the Professor, 
and the latter the Prac- 
tiser,~in his preface to 
the Essays shows, that in 
respect to the character of 
the representative of the 
** wisest and the meanest 
of mankind,” he is in no 
way biassed towards one 
side of Bacon. Read 
Bacox^s Essay on Judica- 
ture, and then study Ms 
conduct of the ease, Regina 
y. Essex, when he held the 
brief for the Crown. “A 
great deal of gammon 
about tMs Bacon,” as the 
subtle old Josephus ob- 
served. It is supposed 
that Bacon enjoyed a pipe 
with Raleigh, and intro- 
duced Pig-tail. There is 
a hotel stOl called after 
Mm in Great Queen Street, 
the Great Queen being of 
course, Our Precious Betsy, 
Here ’s the health of the 
More-and-Morely Series 
taken generally, and “may 
they live long and brosher.” 


* * The Spider^s w eb” at 
THE Olympic.— Likely to 
remain longer in the Audi- 
torium than on the Stage, 
although the latter does 
contain “ the flies.” 


Egyptian Hews.— The 
English “ Evacuation 
Day* has been postponed. 
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THE EAEL OF HOSSLYH. 

** 0 blame me not because my verse is rare ! ” 

Sonnet, Ho. IX, 


A BAR AHD A 
CROTCHET. 

There is no doubt that 
tMs is a musical age ; hut 
tni reading the following 
Advertisement in the Daily 
TeUgrajgh, we had no idea 
that the Royal CoUege of 
Music had so successfully 
popularised the Art. We 
have often heard of a 
Singing Chambermaid, but 
never before of a Musical 
Barmaid: — 

YOUNG LADY Wanted, 
i as Baimaid and Pianist. 
A comfortable home guaran- 
teed.— Send terms, age, and 
photo. Address, &c. 

A young Lady who can 
touch the piano and handle 
the beer-engine with equal 
facility, must be indeed a 
paragon. One who can fly 
from Meyerbeer to bitter 
beer without a pang, and 
can he equally at home with 
Mendelssohn and nuld 
ale, must be a real treasure. 
It opens quite a new field 
for female labour ; and 
girls who can combine 


Handel and ham-sand- 
wiches, Bishop and brandy, 
Dibdin and Dublin Stout, 
Beethoven and bitters, 
Mozart and Moselle, 
Cherubini and cordials, 
Oeeenbach and *011ands, 
Strauss and sherry, Sul- 
livan and SiUery , and Clay 
and Curaqoa, wiR never he 
in want of employment. 


Ssvmo by Fran- 
cois Copp6e, at the Od§on, 
IS a biff success. Of course, 
it will he “transferred** 
to London, Friends at a 
distance please CoppSe. 


PRESUMING!^ 


It is presumed by the English Law “ that a man is innocent until 
he has been proved to be gmlty.** Quite so ; and now let us see how 
it works. 

Se is Accused . — ^There is only a single Witness against Mm. He 
can declare Ms respectability, and point to the recoras of a Mtherto 
blameless life. Quite supemuous, as already observed, “it is pre- 
sumed by English Law that a man is innocent until he has been 
; proved to be guilty.*’ In spite of tMs, he is taken into custody, 
and marched of to the Station House. 

Se is Brought up before a Magistrate . — ^Ashe is presumably inno- 
cent, he is placed in the criminal’s dock. He is told that, as Ms 
gtdlt is not to he thought possible until proved as plain as the sun at 
mid-day, “ he had better not say anything, as it wiR be taken down 
and us^ gainst him.” FinaRy, he is remanded for a week. 

Ba^ is Refused . — ^As the greatest care must he taken that a blame- 


and looking through the bars of the |^1, he can console Mmself with 
the thought that it is presumed by the English Law “ that a man is 
[ mno<^t until he has been proved to be gmlty ! ” 
i , Me is Re-exammed. He again appears in the dock. He is again 


earned ba<^ in a prison-van to the gaol — consoling himself with the 
i thcragfettiiat “ xnral he has been proved guilty,” &c., &c. 


Me Awaits his Trial in Gao?.— Although it is contrary to the j 
liberty of the subject to incarcerate an innocent man, he undergoes 
as much imprisonment as a convicted tMef or a condemned assassin. 
Moreover, he has the services of the Chaplain, whose m i ni strations 

eomi^Sing to a presumably* innocent man. If the Warder and the 
Governor regard him with distrust, he yet feels that they must know 
that “ in the eye of the English Law a maUj” &c,, <fec. 

Me Takes his Tna?.— Ete, as the most interested person in the 
Court, has least to do with the proceedings. His own account is 
inadnussihle. He cannot “ speak through^* his Counsel, for that 
person at most can merely hint at Ms innocence. He thus learns 
practically that although “the English Law presumes t^t a man is 
innocent until he has been proved to be guilty,” British Justice 
will never allow the accused to personally testify to the fact. 

The Verdict of the Jury . — After months of acute anxiety, passed 
by the accused behind prison-bars, twelve “ good men and teue ” at 
length are coUeoted together to declare that he is “ Hot Guilty.* i 
Jumce is gratified, tinder the circumstances, then, it was quite 
right ‘ ‘ to presume that until a man has been proved to be,” &c., &o. ' 

The Verdict of People remember that the liberated one 

has been several times before a Magistrate, often in a gaol, and once 
in the dock at the Old Bailey. So, although quite agreeing that in 
the eyes of our English Law a man is deemed— and should be deemed— 
to be guiltless until his sin is brought home to hm, that—^of course 
theoretically— he has left the Court without a stain upon his charac- 
ter— that, in fact, the charge made against Mm was false, and the 
prosecution he had to undergo was superfiuous, yet— yet— yet can’t 
help presuming that “ there must have been something %n it ! ” 
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UNJUST BATES ! 

Me. Punch’s indignant protest against 
the iniquities of unjust Rates has produced 
an amount of interest and gratitude among 
the poor victims of the abominahle system, 
that has pleased but not surprised him. 

Another poor puzzled Ratepayer, vdth a 
Tvife and small family, who opens his shop 
at 8 A.M. and closes it at 10 p.m., and finds 
himself, mth all his care and self-denial, 
gradually getting poorer and poorer, while 
his Rates are becoming higher and higher, 
sends us a statement showing that for the 
same house he now inhabits, whereas he 
used some years ago to pay a year for 
Rates, he now pays £30, to enable mm to do 
which he and Hs poor little f amdly have to 
make such sacrifices as reduce his living to 
the mere necessaries of life. A few years 
ago the street in which he lives was widened. 
It was not of the slightest benefit to his 
trade, but rather the contrary, as people 
hesitate to cross a wide streeh but his 
Landlord immediately raised bis Rent £30 a 
year, and his Rates were, of coimse, raised 
m proportion ; in addition to which he had 
to pay an increased Rate for the cost of 
improving his Landlord’s property. 

Another victim, who carried on business 
in one of the principal City thoroughfares, 
was paying the enormous rental of £800 a- 
year, his gross profits being £1,500. .The 
street was improved, as it is called, [and 
his rent increased to £1000. So that out 
of the £1,500, the annual profits of his life 
of toil and anxiety, his grasping Landlord, 
who literally does nothing but watch for an 
opportunity of getting a little more, takes 
two-thirds for his share, and the poor strug- 
gling Tradesman has the remaining one-third 
left for his share, out of which he has to pay 
an enormous sum for Rates, which sum was 
increased by nearly £40 a-year by the im- 
provement which had already cost him £200 
a-year, which his Landlord had received 
without the expenditure of a single shilling ! 

If these be but examples of what is going 
on around us, who can sufficiently admire 
the astonishing amount of patience with ' 
which this crying iniqui^ is borne ? 

With a view of probing this important j 
matter still further, Mr, Punch has re- 
quested one of the youthful members of that j 
portion of his staff who dedicate their lives j 
to his statistical department, to analyse | 
and digest the whole of the statistics that : 
were forwarded in waggon-loads to the 
Home Office last spring by the various ! 
local Authorities of the Metropolis for the i 
information of Sir Wuxiam Haecouet. 
This has accordingly been done, with 
results that, 3Ir, Punch confesses with a 
blush, have even staggered his well-con- 
ditioned mind. They are, of course, far too 
voluminous for the short space that he can 
spare from the other multitudinous calls 
upon him, but they will possibly be shortly 
published in six volumes folio, as light read- 
ing for the Christmas holidays. 

But just to prove what an El Dorado to 
wealthy men is the City of London, to which 
favoured spot Mr, Punch wiQ for the present 
confine himself, what a perfect Paradise to 
grasping Landlords, what a haven of bliss 
to those who toil not, and who spin not, and 
who pity not, he vdll call attention to this 
one astounding fact, that, whereas, only 
some fifteen years ago, the annual rent paid 
for the houses occupying the one square 
mile of the City of London amounted to 
about one million eight hundred thousand 
pounds, the annual rent ncm paid for the 
houses occupying the same one square mile, 
has increased to the enormous sum of four 



“OUR BOYS.” 

Pater , “ Knowledge, my Boy, is better than Wealth ” 

Filim , “Ye-es. But, po’my word, d’you know. Sir, I think I preeer the Inferior 
Article ! ” 

Tnilli oTifi ! It is perhaps almost needless to say that this astounding statement was at first 
received with, to use the very mildest phrase Mr, Punch? s ample vocabulary suggests to him, a 
scornful smile of incredulity, but on the quietly repeated assurance by his girted statistician 
that it was as ‘‘ right as mnepence,” he at once yielded the point, and hereby presents it to 
an astonished world as perhaps the most remarkable revelation of modem times. 

The aYiTYna.l rent paid for the buildings on a single square mile of land is four millions 
sterling! consequently, at twenty-five years’ purchase the fee sinmle, as the simple Lawyers 
call it, of this single square male of land would amount to just one hundred, millions sterling I 

How THE PooE Live.”— The 16th of this month will be jnst fortyjrears since Tom 
Hood’s immortal *'^Song of the Bhirt^^ appeared in Mr, PuneVs pages. The “ Bitter Cry” 
is as loud and as heartrending now as then. Mr, Punch is generally first in the field for the 
public benefit, and, when necessary, he is first in the slums, as he was this yearlwithlhis 
Real Haunim House,” which appeared in page 50 of the number dated August 4th. 
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T HE MODERN ARS AMANDI. 

[Bij Fimchiiis Naso.) 

CANTO m. 

“ The Men.** All-comprehensive term, most wide 
Of jreneralisations, in the tide 












Of female prattle ever bobbing up, 

Like mimic icebergs in a claret cup, 

Or in Egomet’s smart social “pars.” 

The Men ! A galaxy of twin-orbed stars 
Gleams round ^eat ruxCHrus as he nibs his pen 
To sparkle to the Sparklers on “ the Men.” 

The subject, to the softer sex ’s view, 

Is zenith, nadir, and horizon too. 

These be the Greeks, to be or crushed or charmed, 
’Gainst whom our Amazons would fain be armed. 
Odd iish, the modern males, of greed not great 
For Matrimony’s old and simple bait : 

A sigh and a soft hand, a dimply smile, 

A sleeve-worn heart, a nal’vely obvious whe, 

A lip-curve tremulous, or a tearful look, 

T\rill scarce avail to lure them near the hook. 

So Lalages and Bonnibels might win, 

But souls susceptible to chic and “tin ” 

Not so are taken. When soft Ovid sang 
^Esthetic argot and athletic slang 
Were strange to female hps. Men had not heard 
That Atalanta “ romped in like a bird ; ” 

We are not told that^‘ burning SiLPPHO’s ” talk 


we are not tola tnat * burning OiLPPHO’s ” talk 
Was crammed with idioms ht for Che3nie Walk ; 

No plunger yet had taught the bard’s Corinna 
To “ put the pot on ” or to “ spot a winnah.” 

Nor yet had any green and giSish reader 

Learned barrack slang and club-room ohafE from “ Weeper.” 

Well, tcmmra mvtantxir. Now, as then, 

The female problem ’s how to “ fetch ” the men. 

The fisherman who, armed with net or rod, 

Laid the same bait for gudgeon as for cod, 

Might miss his finny s^il. What would you catch. 

Arch Anglers ? Would you make the Season’s match 
Or take a social “ Lion ” by the mane ? 

Well then, remember Hhis—AU mm are vain. 

The mightiest often most so. Here ’s firm ground 
Amidst the quicksands, shifting and unsound, 

Of the male nature. Clajbcb, your corn-flower eyes, 

Without much wisdom may bewitch the wise, 
worshipping their wisdom— in sweet show. 

(The gentune cult might be too hard, you know)— 

Not as Nell does it ; Nell ’s so prompt to gush, 

The readiest vanity, constrained to blush 
By overt adulation, may fight shy ; 

But oh, ihe' adoring lift of a soft eye 
Suffus^ with ^ent homage I be sure, 

Looked simple Desd&nona on the Moor ; 

.And every uLeyer or heroic fellow 
w BOti. or. less of an OtMh 
AO [s a soldier-star, ' 


He takes yen down to dinner. As you hook ^ 

Tour arm in his that rapt adoring look 

Comes to your finer orbs which one may mark 

In Mary Ar-istee sauntering in the Park 

With her six foot of scarlet. Or suppose 

The brightest light that ever sudden rose 

On Science’s horizon asks your hand 

For the first dance, . With smile most sagely bland 

He ’ll sidewise bend his massive brow which store 

Of Tyndall “ twisters ” and Darwinian lore 

Freights to top-heaviness, to catch the shy 

Low query from your lips. How lights bis eye 

With smile complacent when your Ups let fall 

In polysyllables them Uttle all 

Of TYmes-learnt terminology. You lift 

Arch eyes. “ Those hunters of the river-drift, — 

Pray have you seen their bones ? ” — a shudder small — 

“ And do they reallg topsy-turvy all 

Chronology completely, and upset 

Mosaic mj^h ? Sounds wicked ; yes, — and yet 

I should so like to know. They cramp us girls ” — 

A sigh— “ iu crude conventions.” Science twirls 
A dubious moustache. He “ fears to bore,” 

“ But if you realli/ care.” “ Oh ! you adore 
All— aU that sort of thing. Bathybius, now 
What does it mean, exactly ? ” 

Solemn brow 

Of Science, tangled m<m of modish Amt 
Cover alike conceit. ’Tis girldom’s part 
To move that master-passion in its lair 
’Neath the bald pate or the full flowing hair. 

Ask Eros else. The urchin-god will smile, 

And sing a bantering ballad, in this style : 

JEis version of the text seers are so sweet on, 

The old Mataiotes Mataioteton J 

Cupid’s Carol. 

We, I and Venus, sway all things between us, 

Buie both the hearts and the heads of humanity. 

Some, though, have neither. How hold them in tether ? 
With thine invisible bridle, oh Vanity ! 

Hearts ? Though no few men, and some among women, 
Bear valves of leather in bosoms of granite, I 

Know how to tickle the cold, hard, or fickle ; 

All win respond to thy feather-tonch, Vanity ! 

Heads ? There is many a vacuous zany 
Lacks enough brain e’en to suffer insanity ; 

Yet me will follow. A cranium boUow 
Forms fitting home for thy vapours, 0 Vanity ! 

Ask you the motive of ofieriugs votive, 

From Coldness to me. Cynic’s gush, Pride’s urbanity ? 

Why Churl and Stupid alike cringe to Cupid, 

Fawn upon Venus ? ’Tis Vanity, Vanity 1 
Pity ’s akin to love, the proverb says : 

Less closely than the well-gorged greed of praise. 
Known by that name ? Nay, Sirens, not at all, 

“ Yearning for sympathy ” the wise it call, 

And yon are wise. The cynic club-trained youth, 
Who mocks at sentiment and yawns at trutn, 

Is a shy fish, and little apt to rise 
To tremulous lips or soft appealing eyes. 

Yon will not witch him with a pretty pose, 

Twitterings by moonlight, twaddlings o’er a rose ; 

No Romeo he, his coldly critic sneer 
Appraises passion like an auctioneer. 

And yet beneath that morgue — ^preserved perchance 
Like fish in ice, — for all his sceptic glance, 

And keen self-conscious wariness of mien, 

Vamty lives and thrives, as quick and green 
As in the soldier’s or the savanfs soul ; 

He’s bound, by devious ways, to the same goal. 

Nay, tell it not in Clubdom’s Gath, Ids heart — 

If he ’E permit one so to name that part— 

Hangs obvious on Ms sleete in such plain sort 
As makes it quarry clear for Cupid’s sport. 

Vain of Ms khowingness^ the verdant sage, 


Is catight by chic and coolness, ana the veiled 
Suggestion ef the fire that never failed 
To soften save when flaunted. ‘ ‘ Sylvia ? Oh ! 
A jolly girl ; no nonsense, don’t you baow, ’ 
And understands a fellow,” — synon^ 

For the warm gusher’s “ sympathy ” vdih Mm.; : , 
And this deep fount of “ sympathy” oncetapp^; 
The wariest' bird.is. ^fely lured and trapped*. - . 
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THE MODERN ARS AMANDI, 

{By Puncliius j^aso.) 

CAXTO IT.— The Men (continued). 
Trapped ? And is Love a net ? Is all its art 
To play tlie vigilant bird-snarer’s part, 










And vagrant fancies, like shy fin ekes, catch ? 

Humph ! ‘Would yon win a mate or “ make a match ” ? 
So queries Winiered of the watchet eyes : 

So connter-gneries Punchius the Wise. 

Gusher and Cynic are alike but geese ; 

One cackles, t’other hisses. Babblers, cease 
Apportioning your praise to this or that ! 

Although the one is sharp, the other fiat, 

They both are simply out of tune with truth ; 

The wise man will be neither, knowing both. 

But means ,to ends must be adapted stul ; 

Many will practise with elaborate skilly 

The Art of Love, who ne’er may know its nature, 

Since Passion’s lore and Cupid’s nomenclature 
Are learned alike by Cynic and by Clown, 

Timon or CiTMON. Timon takes the Town 
With icy insolence of drawling speech, 

Slow as the circulation of a leeohj 

Yet of so callous confidence that it 

Passes with dullards less self-poised for Wit. 

Would Psyche win him with a passion pure ? 

Bather he ’d rise to arch Timantha’s lure, 

Timantha false as Cressid and as cold 
As Beoky Sharp, but so serenely bold. 

So valiantly responsive, eye and hand, 

So swift to see, so prompt to understand, 

The veiled or half-avowed, that “ a smart run ” 

With her is more than rapture, — ’tis ‘‘ good fun,” 
Society’s best beatitude, all unknown 
To the soft bosom or the straitened zone. 

And Cymon ? Cymon is a Curate mild, 

Or cricket-loving muscular big child. 

Bull-throated, sheepish-smiling, he can smite 
The spheric leather almost out of sight, 

Plex the ash scull to semblance of a bow, 

Or hurl the hammer seventy feet or so. 

Him would you witch with babblings about books, 
Parade of crewel-work or crochet-hooks ? 

Ho, with the chances Henley Beach or Lord’s 
To Mayfair Galatea free affords, 

‘When she would tickle Titans, ^e, of late, 

Athletic honours, in a Cookham eight, 

Contests with mere male muscle, adding grace 
That wins the eye to strength that wins the race. 

Ah I me, the snowy flannel oiaotured close 
With azure, fair flushed cheeks that shame the rose. 

The close-mopp’d curls crowned' with the jaunty straw; 
The comic clench of the soft-rounded jaw, 

Stern set in strenuous effort, the alert 
Tense muscle, prompt for steady spin or spurt ! 

Whom, what might they not win r Cymon at least 
His blue unspecmative eyes will feast 
On such a picture, feel his fancy warm 
At this divme development of ‘^form.” 

CxMON whom Bunch hath seen on Thames’s tide, 

In all a Benedick’s unbounded pride. 

Of fresh possession stroking ’^smartly down 
Past Ciiefden’s golden woods, hare-armed and brown, 
With glance triumphant o’er his shoulder cast, 

And laughing query, Do I pull too fast ? ” 


Sure of a confident negative from lips 
Through which sweet breath in equal pulses slips 
Unfluttered and unstrained. Clear, bright, and strong 
Her laugh bewitched him, whom the Sirens’ song 
Had left untouched. Where laughter wins its way 
Why waste the sweetness of Ligea’s lay ? 

Yet where you ’d softly snare, shock not nor frighten 
A more sophisticated modern Titan, 

Self-conscious, self-admiriiag, proud to pose 
The Providence of pic-nics, one who rows, 

Pot-hunting prowess in his every stroke ; 

Him too close emulation may proyoke, 

Hot prepossess. Him follow and not lead ! 

The hands that fumble, and the Lips that plead 
WiU with the subtlest throes of flattery thrill 
His soul, and mould young Anak to your will. 

Hear Cupid’s confidences once again ! 

Did Love’s selected Laureate choose, the strain 
That uttered his reveahngs iDaight display 
The touch Asmodean. Hay, turn not away 
Pawn-eyed Lucile or fiery-orbed Paustine I 
He sings rirgimhus puerisqite. Spleen 
Sardonic might an Ai-s A7na7idi sha;^e 
That garlands should not deck, nor fancy drape 
In garb Arcadian only. Cupid knows 
More than in genial stanzas fitly flows 
When girlhood is the audience. He could tell 
How Mammon and worse spirits counter-spell 
His purer inspirations ; how the heart 
Is made a Moloch altar, or a mart 
Por sordid merchandise. Hot for to-day 
The sterner strain, this song shall not betray 
Paustine or fright Lucile. ^ He holds the myrtle, 

And not the nettle ; sharp his dartlets hurtle ; 

But if some sting, the sly satiric touch 
The softest bosom shall not scathe o’ermuch. 


Amandus, pride of the swift-flowing river, 

Callous as Pan held his triumphant way on, 

Untouched by any dartlet from my quiver, 

Holding girl-hearts, like gathered reeds, to play on 
Pleasant impromptu pipings, fleeting lays. 

Brief pseans of self-praise. 

A comely churl, a shallow-soul’d Adonis, 

A river-haunting, self-possessed Haroissus, 

Cackling in slang of ‘‘ form,” and pots,” and “{ponies,” 
Deeming girls born to comfort, flatter, kiss us, 

And fond of varying shandy-gaff, pipes, spurting, 

With non-committal flirting. 

Amanda— ah, Amanda ! Such bright twists 


Could stroke untired from Maidenhead to Cookham, 

That swelling breast "bear with so little trouble 
Passion or pulling double ? 

A cool coquette, with glance as warm and sunny 
As Marlow Beach in August midday. Enowiug 
Amandus quite aufo7id, soul, muscle, money : ^ 

He deemed that he was coaching her— in rowing, 

But, unaware and all unwilling, taught her 
The art of cynic-slaughter. 

An easy art ! Eh ? Hone of mine f Why, verily, 

I had not 77iuch to do with this cool couple. 

Yet I, dans cette galere, oft chuckled merrily 
To watch wit make cold metal hot and supple. 

Alternate blast and douche dart points wdlL temper, 

Or hearts — eade7n semper ! 

Hers was no Pan-pipe for the passing playing 
Of any cynic-satyr draped in flannel, 

But, siren-strained, the churl to bonds betraying. 

Though Phoebus might have deemed it poor and scrannel. 
It does not need the flutings of a god 
To_witch a comely clod. 

So every sort of man, the sage, the sad, 

The thraU of muscle or of maudlin fad, 

Hath his unarmoured place, Tliink not to trap 
In Girton meshes, like a soft she sap, 

The hero of the cinder-path ; nor hope 
With Bater-pM^r or Tibullian trope 
To snare the unconscious slave of lesser slang, 

T'^ose ears upon Burlesque’s stale twaddlings hang, 

And hold Anacreon’s raptures rot and trash, 

Compared with variants of the verb “ to Mash.” 


. TOL« Lzxry. 
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PUTTING IT PLEASANTLY. 

Sir Pompey's Architect {producing a Plan), Thebs^ Sir Pompet ! I flatter 
MYSELF I HAVE MADE THAT DRAWING PLAIN TO EVEN THE MEANEST CAPACITY ! ” 


THE SPEAKEE. 

[A handbook to Peady-made Oratory) 

Part Till.— How to Propose the Health of an Important Public Official. 

“ Times ehaii^e, and we with them,’^ and its Latin egnivalent are particnlarly 
stale platitudes. Staleness, however, does not detract from their truth. All 
things alter, and are altered— even lists of toasts. Twenty or thir^ years ago, 
Literature, Science, and the Drama were scarcely recognised. Ifowadays an 
Actor is invariably received with the utmost cordiality when he rises to return 
thanks for the great heartiness ” which has accompanied the drinking of his 
health. But we are not likely to stop here. Of late there has been displayed, 
in the most inBuential guarters, a great disposition to “take up” another 
character, whose Stage, fitted with a trap-door used more frequently in the 
morning than in the evening, is yet thoroughly associated with the most sensa- 
tional performances. No doubt Ms turn wfil soon arrive for this special form 
of distmction. So, under these circumstances, it may be as well to prepare the 
Public for the occurrence.^ 

To carry out the iutention of making tMs Handbook as complete as possible, 
the report of the first occasion on wMch the toast will he proposed is now pro- 
phetically given. As the subject is decidedly dramatic, it is dealt with in a 
dramatic form 

Scene — A Banqmting-JSall jUled wUh miscellaneous Guests, The Chairman 
has proposed “ the hyal toasts^^^ and is about to suggest one of another cha- 
racter^ when a simpering middle-aged Smnster claims permission to address 
a few words to the assembled throng, Ser request is granted^ and she rises 
Jauntily y announcing herself as — 

^ Mhs Tfiocy Gruesome. You must really forgive me for claiming your atten- 
timt for a litUe while — ^I promise that it shall he only for a little wmle. (“ Hear, 
hear I am rather surprised at the interruption. Eemember that I am a 
Lady ; as a Lady, I claim all the privileges of my sex. (Loud cheering) 
Having disced of a very unseemly outrage— (c/ieera)— I tMnk we can get on 


comfortably together. ^ Like other Ladies, I am ex- 
tremely nervous and timid. What else can you expect 
of a female who possesses neither the strength nor the 
boldness of a man? (Cheers) 1. and those like me, 
would he shocked at a prize-fight — it would he so 
brutal. (“ Keavy hear I ”) And if we were asked to he 
present at a Spanish “ distraction,” in wMch a bull had 
to be killed, and blinded horses to be gored to death, we 
should simply faint. ( Cheers) Oh, yes, I pride myself 
upon the attributes of my sex— mercy, kindness, refine- 
ment. (Loud applause) But poor woman must have her 
pleasures, and one of the most agreeable to her is that 
wMch is associated with a Court of Justice. (“ JTear, 
hear ! ”) I consider a good trial the most charming thing 
itt the world— I do, indeed. When a good trial takes 
place at the Central Criminal Court, notMng is more 
delightful than to secure a nice comfortable seat on the 
Bench, where you can hear and see everybody. I am sure 
the Judges and the Aldermen are the most charming of 
people ; and are never so pleased as when I, or one like 
me, is perched up beside them. 

A Judge (interrupting). Pardon me, Madam ; hut it is 
my opinion, and the opinion of many of my colleagues, 
that a woman listening to the painful details of a heart- 
rending case of felony, is a scandal to the civilisation of 
the nineteenth centnry. 

Miss Trixy Gruesome (giggling). Ch, you are too hard 
upon ns 1 (Laughter) I only wish you were as hard 
upon the prisoners brought before you! (Beneioed 
laughter) Why, you scarcely ever put on your little 
cap, although it ^s most becoming ! ( Continued laughter) 
But to he serious. I repeat that there is nothing more 
delightful than to assist at a really good trial, especially 
if you are personally comfortable. Think of the entrance 
of the prisoner. You put up your opera-glasses, and scan 
Ms face. Is he pale f If so, how interesting I Does he 
tremble ? If he does— how perfectly sweet ! (Applause.) 
Then the evidence. Perhaps a child is examined, and 
cries, not liking, of course, to denounce its own father I 
What could be more charming than tMs! Then the 
Counsel spar at one another, and it ^s such fun ! (Cheers) 
Or they are cross-examined, and isn’t it a joke ? (Re~ 
newed applause) And then perhaps comes lunch. 
(Laughter) Yes, it is a pleasure when you have just a 
nice nttle pile of fresMy-cut sandwiches, and, say, half -a- 
pint of sherry. (Cheers) Still, I do think that the 
Sheriffs might supply us with something better. (“ With 
a pint / ”) They are nasty disagreeable old things there ! 
(Roars of laughter) 

A Sheriff '(smiling), I beg pardon for interrupting, 
hut it is no part of our duty to provide a meal for our 
fair friends. 

Miss Trixy Gruesome (playfully). Oh, you naughty 
man ! I do not believe you a bit. (Laughter.) Then 

after lunch (A Voice: And the sherry,^) Yes— 

and the sherry — (roars of laughter) — after lunch and the 
sherry, what can he more impressive than the eloquence of 
the Counsel ? Their voices are so grave, and they often 
say such beautiful things ! And wMle you listen to 
them you can watch the face of the accused through an 
opera-glass while it changes its expression. (“ Eeaty 
hearr) Then when the Judge sums up, the excite- 
ment reaches its height. Is it to be G-uilty or Not Guilty? 
What is to be the fate of the interesting stranger in the 
dock ? Then, when the Jury retire to consider their ver- 
dict, you have time to look round the Gallery to see if you 
can discover the wife of the interesting stranger in^ the 
dock. (A laugh) You grow more and more excited, 
until at last fhe twelve good men and true return and 
I deliver their verdict. It is Guilty, and you^ can guess 
the rest! (Prolonged cheering) Well, for this pleasant 
day I thank the Judge and the Bar and the Jury. Hut 
. there is another who. deserves my heartiest recognition. 
He is not present, hut Ms subtle iofiLuence pervades the 
Court. He hovers about the Prisoner, in the spirit, all 
day long. It is the knowledge that he is waiting ready, 

^ aye ready, to do Ms duty at a moment’s notice that gives 
' the scene such a flavour of excitement and romance. 

^ (Cheers) What would the trial he without Mm?— flat 
^ and stale and unprofitable. (Renewed applause,) Yes, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, tMs excelleiit official is the com- 
■ mencement and the finish, the Alpha and Omega of all 
, the proceedings. He stands near the Judge, walks whis- 
i pering to the Jury, and, as he gets close to the Prisoner’s 
) side, turns Mm as pale as the wMtest marble. And shall 
i we forget tMs silent, tMs ghostly friend ? TMs spirit that 
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increases our pleasures and intensi- 
fies our excitement ? Shall we forget 
him when his obituary notice is a 
column in length in the London 
paper ? l^o ! — a thousand times no I 
Ladies and Grentlemen, then, with 
all my heart, I give you— ^ Ae Com- 
mon Hangyyian! {Scene closes in 
upon the reception of the toast,) 
What the hard-working public 
official would say in reply is a matter 
of uncertainty. And as, fortunately, 
his utterances, although frequently 
given at great length in some quar- 
ters, are interesting only to a tithe 
of the Public, it is unnecessary to 
pursue the matter further. 


THE SACEIPICE OE THE 
JUDGES. 

{A moving Stcry of the Courts.) 

It was a day of deep anxiety. The 
Judge and his two children sat in the 
darkened room, nervously awaiting 
the result of the Meeting of the Coun- 
cil. The apartment was filled with 

S ide-books, guns, fishing-rods, and 
sts of Members of the Yachting 
Clubs. 

“Pather, what shall we do if 
they make any alteration ? asked 
Herbert. 

“ I do not know, my boy ! ” an- 
swered his Lordship, gloomily. ‘‘1 
have given you a comfortable ap- 
pointment, and I think it is scarcely 
fair to alter the conditions under 
which you accepted it.^' 

“Hay,’* replied his son, gently, 
“ as I had to undergo an examination 
before I could be called to the Bar, 
I know a great deal more law than 
you who were not blessed with a 
similar discipline.” 

. “ True — very true ! ” murmured 
his parent. 

“And, therefore, as I do know 
more law than you,” continued Her- 
bert, in a less gentle tone than be- 
fore, as he was not pleased to be in- 
terrupted, “ I am of opinion that any 
alteration that the Judges may; make 
will not give me a cause of action.” 

“Very likely,” said the Judge, 
sorrowfully, “ I admit, my son, that 
this trouble has unhinged me. I feel 
so prostrate, that the youngest of So- 
licitors might almost knock me down 
with a Statutory Mortgage deed ! ” 
And then the old man was fairly 
overcome, and wept like a child. 

“My own dearest father!” said 
Alice, throwing her arms about his 
Lordship’s neck, “I cannot bear to 
see you thus. Can I not console 
you r May it not be that any altera- 
tion their Lordships may make may 
be for the benefit of that Public you 
have served so long and so worthily ? 

“ Benefit of the Public I ” cried the 
veteran Lawyer, wildly. “What 
benefit can it be to anyone to deprive 
me of my little pleasures ? Does it 
hurt anyone when I breathe the 
balmy breeze on the Mediterranean, 
or dnnk in the sweet scent of the 
heather on the Highland moor P Ho, 
it is cruel, cruel, cruel ! ” 

“Yes; and what am I to do?” 
exclaimed Herbert, with nearly 
equal excitement. “ How am I to 
undergo my tiresome wear^g work 
of doing nothing in particular S 




' 




VACATION JUDGES. 

They haven’t quite settled it, but they are actually going- to take Thirteen Days gee 
THE Long Yacation I ! The Bar will Strike. 


Then there was a pause, as a powdered footman, brought in, on a salver, a telegrm, and, falling | 
gracefully on one knee, presented the missive to his Lordship. Then the servitor retired. 

“ It comes from the Council of Judges,” whispered the old Judge, trembhng with emotion. “ I 
was not able to attend their Meeting, as you know they proposed to consider at it the poor four 
or five months we take for our little autumn hoUday,” i a x 

Then the old man put ou his spectacles, and opened the telegram. He glanced at it, stared 
wildly at it, and, uttering a fearful shriek, sank to the ground in a swoon. 

JSe had read that the iLong Vacation was to he curtailed hy Thirteen full days . 


I hy Thirteen full days . 


“ The Birds ” oe Aristophanes. — It appears that the Aristophanic Burlesque to which Critics 
when seeing modem burlesque, bave so ofteu and so learnedly referred, bears so strong a resemblance 
to pantomime, that the comic “ Wsiness,” as one writer in the Standard candidly remarked, would 
be “ set down as padding, were it not the work of Aristophanes.” He was also astonished tp find 
itt The Birds Greek puns. Hot content with their Author’s lines, the two Cantabs who i^yed 
and “ introduced to quote the same authority, “quips and quirks, much 

as Mr. Toole does in English”— ttiat is, these two amateurs were simply ol yayyoi (the gaggers). The 
language of the talking birds, by the way, must be a classic example oi eTea^T€p6€vra, 
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LETTERS TO SOME PEOPLE 

Ahotti OikcT Pco^iU's Bitsiacss, atul a little about their own. First, to^ 
J/r. JFtlson Barrett, of the Princess's, about Lords and Commons'' 
at the Faif iiiarJcet, ivitJi a feio incidental Tcrnarhs on ^^Claudian” 

My deah Baebxtt, ^ ^ ^ i xx 

I AST so delighted Tvith the notion of the pamphlet-letter 
written to yon hr Mr. Godwin, F.S.A., and profusely illustrated by 
that eminent Artist, that at this moment I cannot for the life of me 
write to anybody else but you. It doesn’t matter whom I have to 
answer, or what I hare to write about, I am compelled, by an irre- 
sistible impulse, to write to you, my dear Bahrett, and tell all 
about it, — ^whatever it is. I 'know that, according to the first Epistle 
of Godwin to the Representatiye oi Ciaudia?ii you and Mr. Wills 
and Mr. Hekman, your Scenic Artists Mast Hann — ^beg pardon, 
I mean Hr. Walter Hann— and Mr. Stafford Hall, also your 
Costumiers, Hadame Auguste, Mr. Barthe, and the Lady whose 
name is suggestive of the Fisheries’ Exhibition— Miss Smelt— are all 
so deeply ‘'interested in the Early Ages of Christianity” (Bless 
’em I)— that it will be difficult to dis- 

t tract your attention from this absorbing 
subject. You, my dear Barrett, must 
be so taken up — excuse the Bow Street 
expression— with the sublimities of 
your all-engrossing Art (have yon yet 
decided on any new picture-posters of 
yourself as Viaudian wherewith to 
murally decorate the Metropolis F) as 
to be unable to afford the time to 
make yourself acquainted with what 
is going on outside the Princess’s 
Theatre^ You will therefore thank me 

Mr. an^^Mrs. Bancroft, who, you ; 
may he aware, are the Managers of 
the Haymarket Theatre,^ not very far 
from where yours is situated, have 
recently produced a piece by Mr. Pinero 
(who is an Actor as well as an Author) 
entitled Lor^s and Commons* As it m 

with Christianity, ea3y or late,* yon 
would not, just now, be much inte- 
Mrs.Bexnard-Bier appropriately rested in it. It is beautifully put on 
draped. the Stage, the last Act being one of 

the best “ interiors” I have ever seen, 
and I remember a good many. But there is no Earthquake. 

ixi-- xT. . • . 1 1 * t> 


candle being extinguished, -but excuse me for .quoting tMs Semitic 
precedent to you who are so deeply “ interested in the Early Ages of 

But to rSurn to the Haymarket. Those of the dramatis personcB 
who represent the members of a Haughty Aristocratic Family talk as 
no Ar istocrats out of the London Lournal&voT talked, at least, I 
hope not,— though I admit I have associated with so few aughty 
families as not to be a thoroughly competent authority. The hero 
of this piece, Lord Cari/l, married, when he was very young, an 
illegitimate daughter of some old Earl, and when he discovered 

her illegitimacy, which it seems 
he did a few days after the wed- 
ding, he left her, and they never 
met again for fourteen years, not, 
^ 

brought them together in Caryl 
Court, Haymarket, .when the hus- 
\ band did not recognise his long-lost 

r ^ Mrs. Devenish, — a name 

which, my dear Barrett, your 
V knowledge of Dorsetshire will teU 

• you is invariably associated with 

Beer, and curiously enough it is 
1 .KiV/*'-- , associated at the Haymarket with 

Bernard-Beere. The Deve- 
_ p>' 'V; nish Beer at Weymouth is far more 
U Y 'I ' Y _ satisfactory than the Mrs. Beere’s 

vk ''' ' Devenish at the Haymarket, who 

VIL \ behaves in a most objectionable 

m (■% \ manner, and styles herself in a 

H \ '1 vague sort of way “A Child of 

W People”; so that, as she comes 

to turn the ’Anghty Aristocrats 
out of Caryl Court, this appellation 
is suggestive of her being Becky 
Captain Tom Hawtree (Bip Yan Isaacs the Sheriff’s dan^ter, 
winkle Junior). “How did you the Woman in Possession. How- 
know ’twas Hawtree?’^ “’Cos ever, oldXa^^y Artful (admirably 


II 


, ly Artful (admirably 

I heard played by Mrs, Stirling), is 

suddenly taken ill, can’t be 
moved, and has to be carried up again to her own bed-room and 


into his confidence at a Dress Rehearsal, the result might have been 
slightly Merent. The Author has not protested, and so I presume 
he is satisfied. If this hypothesis be correct, Mr, Pinero is very 
easily pleased. 

Lords and Commons is a piece written by an Actor for certain 
Actors, not by a Dramatist for any Actors. It is as full of “ charac- 
ters as a German Reed Entertainment used to be, when each per- 
former used to plaj two or three parts which were termed 
“ inxistrations,” It is badly constructed, as the audience, not being 
let into the secret at the commencement, are hostile to the Author. 








vs 


Mrs, B, B. Flopping Deveiiish like Sarah B., eh? 

^ ■audieaiee should never be left in the dark, except, of course, 
&r m l^rthquake or some terrific effect of that sort, or for a 
■ c€ .Si^ecoey.'when they may for once and away be in the his- 

j torwm pomtim of the Hebrew Law*giver on the occasion of the 
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I as Miss Maplebeckf does her best to make things pleasant and natural 
all round, and succeeds, I am bound to say, as only Mrs. Bancroft 
the Immitable can. Unfortunately, Miss Maplebeck is no more 
essential to the piece than are Mr. Chadd and Mr. Tredger, the 
pantomime tradesmen, who will, of course, be furnished with there 
legitimate business at 
Christmas-time, and will 
tumble oyer Mr. Brook- 
field, wonderfully and 
fearfully made up as old < 

Lord Percy Lewiscourt, ^ 

afterwards Clown, when- '£ 

ever he lies down on the jp 

threshold, and be picked 
up by Mr. Alfred W j 
Bishop as Mr. Smee. the 
Butler, afterwards Pan- ^ /r 
taloon. The Chorus of 
Tradesmen to see the old. * 
family out and the new 


family in, is unworthy of 
Mr. riNERo’s head as a ij|||||^ 

Dramatist, but does 
credit to his heart as an 
Actor with sympathies /Ji ' 
for such of his fellow- 
artists as are doomed to 
“utility” and small 
parts with “lines.” 

Mr. Elliot, as the “We are a ’Aughty Family, we are!” 
Doctor, who comes in for 

about Eve minutes’ with a little entertainment on his own account, 
is simply perfect. He is another example of the “ Illustration.’’ 
What a pity that he hasn’t a song I There ’s plenty of time for it, 
and Sir George Parnacott, M.D,, “ with a song ” would look well ia 
the bills. 

I should not have suggested this, my dear Barrett, but that there 
is a song in the piece— ^an incidental song, composed by Mr. Buca- 
Lossi,” it is announced in the programme,— which is sung “with- 
out,” of which the words were to me as inaudible as were the, I Ve 
no doubt, charming lyrics of which I could not. hear one word ia 
Claudian ; and the purpose, except for an old stagy hackneyed effect, 



“ We are a ’Aughty Family, we are I ” 
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not immediately eyident. if instead of this, the Doctor, Mr. 

Elliot, when he has that too brief scene with Mr. Banceoet, were 
permitted to say something about the Countess’ s lungs, then to mention 
throat, and so lead up to yoice, the7i Mr. Pineeo, to whom nothing 
of this sort could possibly be a difficulty, could giye him a few Hnes 
to lead up to his song— a piano-accompaniment could be easily intro- 
duced (Btjcaxossi “heard without ”)— and this would be, we yenture 
to say, the hit of the piece. Then, subsequently, the Doctor unseen, 
at the “ Prompt side,” could sing the refrain of his song, in the last 
Act, in place of the “incidental song” now sung by nobody knows 
and nobody cares who. On Boxiug Night, when Mr. Elliot enters 
as the Doctor, there will arise from the whole house one great cry of 
“Song, song!” and, if nothing has been proyided, he will then and 
there haye to giye them “ Codlins^^—m the chorus of which 
Mr. Ban-ceopt can join, and he can anticipate the rhymes in the good 
old fashion, where the singer hesitates at the end of each verse. But, 
my dear Baeeett, I need not recall this “business” to a man of 
your immense practical experience. 

If Mr. Pineeo wrote 3Irs, Devenish for Mrs.^ Beebe, he is^ of 
course gratided ; il he didn’t, then he can imagine the part being 
better played. As it is, I confess I was utterly astonished at Zord 

Carylh sudden ten- 
derness for the se- 

V' J \ V . i I r , P u 1 c hr al - y 0 i e e d, 
} A'' ^ SoppingT) enforce- 

‘A * ment - of - conj ugal 


dear Bae^tt, to be doing nothing but clutching at her drapery, 
and grinning horribly. If this were a first night’s nervousness, i 
sincerely pity her,^ and hope that the next time I witness this 
performance she mil have got oyer it, and be able to ^ye me some 
idea of what the part should be beyond an hysterical imitation of 




S \' ' -rights ^rt of^er- 

of the People” be- 
comes in the hands 
- of Mrs. Beenaed 

Banceoet insist 
upon his name, 
“ Jeevoise,’^ being 

cah him “Jebvis” 
axe perfectly riAt, 
and the quondam 

The Early Christmas Caryl out in the Cold ; or, One swell and man- 
of the Stage Waits, about -town cannot 

haye forgotten the 

S pronunciation of his own name. You wouldn’t have a 
on called a Tea-tray^ at your classical establishment, would 
you, my dear Baebett ? 

And now, having posted you up (fancy my “posting you up,” as 
if you hadn’t been posted up enoum all over the town for the last 
year!) in what’s going on at the Haymarket, Imajtake leave to 
congratulate you on the result of your first representation of Claudian. 
The prologue is one of the brightest things I ’ye seen for some time ; 
the remainder of the play about the dullest. But you, mj dear Bab- 
BETT, or your dear Hebmab the Plottist, must have proyided at least 
one of the Critics with a hook of the words at tha^'udieious Dress 
Eehearsal, or with extracts, as next day I saw the “Holy Clement’s ” 
cuss in full in the 2)«^7y Telegraph, How did the Holy Clement’s 
words get mrhatim into that journal ? I met with it elsewhere also. 
Mind you, you’re quite right; all Critics ought to have the book 
beforehand, so as to judge of its literary merits ; but no Critics of any 
position should go to a Dress Rehearsal. The Eminent Hand who does 
the Theatrical Notices for the Times was for deifying you and your 
talented assistants; he was for writing up over the door of the 
Princess’s, “ Enter boldly, for here, too, there axe Hods,” — ^whichl see 
you now quote among your numerous adyertisements,— only, now I 
come to consider it, I fancy that he must have meant this as a suitable 
inscription for the entrance to the Gallery. But he should have 
inserted “ by payment or with an order ” after “ Enter boldly,” or 
else the visitor would be chucked out in about two twos, whatever 
might be his admiration for the classics. The Eminent Times Hand 
should be aware W now that you can’t “ enter boldly ” eyen into ^e 
Gallery of the House, not among “the Gods,” but the Reporting 
Angels, without a pass. I must try and hear Claudian again, unless 
I can get a book of it, so as to judge of Mr. Wnxs’s dialogue. 
But as to Mr* HmivTAN’s plot, though the Eminent Hand above- 
mentioned would place its compiler in the “ foremost rank of drama- 
tists,” it seemed to 'me to he, with the exception of the strikingly 
dramatie prologu^ a jumble of such ancient materials as The Wan-- 
dering Jey^ The Last Days of Fompeii, The Flying Dutchman, and 
Chables Dicosens’s JSauntea Man, or the Ghosfs Bargain^ and as 
monotonous and uninteresting as a Panorama of the Essex Marshes 
in the time of JiiLrcrs C,3ISAB, except for a dash of old transpontine 
melodramatic colonr, when the Telrarch (looking rather like a shabby 
lEViNa) amused me a little. I think that if Sb.e part of the Blind 
Girl could have been flayed by Miss Maby Anbeeson (for example), 
I should have liked it better. Miss Eastlake seemed to me, my 


pictures for your posters, my dear Babeett,— Miss Eastlake, as 
Ahnida, crooning “ Master !^ Master ! ” and Mr. Geoege Baebett 
as the Old Servant in The Silver Kim, with his “ Missy! Missy ! ” 
As for your Earthquake, my dear Baebett, it is simply “ no great 
shakes.” Tours, Nibbs, 

THE EAIRTLAND REVIEW. 

The Fairies haven’t done their work, and dueen Titania grieves — 
Her faithful subjects buried are beneath the Christmas Leaves ! 

A thousand festive fai^ pens once more their course pursue, 

To note the Christmas Harvest for the Fairyland Beview, 

There ’s Alice Webee’s pretty tale, The Old Souse in the Square, 
Which M. E. Edwaeds illustrates with gracefulness and care : 
Gedoi’s Household Stories yon wiR find a fund of fairy lore. 

With coloured cuts by Wehsteet which you’R gladly linger o’er. 
And School Girls, every girl at school undoubtecdy will please, 

With tales of girls of, every clime — French, Grecian, Japanese. 
While Kingston’s, whose Adventures in India compels 
Each hoy to listen eagerly to everything he tells ! 

The Marvels of the Polar World, its snow and ice and cold. 

And aH its charms and horrors, are by Robeet Rotttiedgie told. 

All children will be pleased enough, we venture to assume, 

With Feances Peabjd’s bright story of the Ashledon School-room, 
But Every Bogfs, it is a book that eyery youth enjoys — "" 

E. Routledge is par excelle7icejih.e editor for boys ! 

The Minstrels is a merry book, and so is Panto^imne, 

With countless pretty pictures and bright melodious rhyme. 

Two Little Friends, Young Coaster's too, likewise The Old Farm Gate, 
With Little Birds and Siiowflahes are, by youngsters, thought first- 
rate. 

In lively Lazinella and other Drawing-room PlaySj 

Wf A Tion<>k+. Ti "Rt.a •K rmxATJ’n Tmt+t f1-iA Tmo'vfiiaef. twotoa! 
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Of Yaebley, and of Babkek too, and Mrs. 'Ma.ckajbjte&s, 

Poultry Keeping is a handy book, its pages will reveal 
Some valuable wrinkles by the author, Saatdel Beale ; 

He tells you from experience— his facts you can’t gainsay — 

Both how to keep your cocks and hens, and how to make ’em pay ! 
With Kingston’s Powder Monhey how delighted boys will be, 

With Stables’ Wild Adventures, and with AlDAAIS’ Shore and Sea, 
They ’ll pore o’er Tblatee’s Washington, and Liefde’s Beggars, too, 
And likewise read his Brave Besolve, with close attention, through. 
Let’s gaze on Letts’s Dia7'ies, let ’s cordially own. 

They ’re better now than ever, for he ne’er lets well alone ! 

In True Tales for 7ny Grandsons, Sir SajSOJEL Babee writes, 

And Hennessey well illustrates some thrilling scenes and sights I 
But Andeesen’s brave Stories for the Household, there ’s no doubt, 
Each youngster who can read and rave will read and rave about. 
Mss IdAYo’s Thoughts and Stories girls undoubtedly wiR choose. 
And Mrs. Baeeee’s Coward, boys wiR eagerly peruse ; 

WhRe Fbith’s smart tale of Unac, they’]! devour it with zest, 

And Tempest-tossed they ’R find to be of striking interest. 

A truce to aR this studying ; we ’d f am sing Tra-la-la ! 

And find out what is “ on the Cards,” and do the Card-i-da ! 

The treasures HiLBESHEniEB sends we cannot half disclose, 

In calendars, and fioral wreaths, and brave portfoRos ; 
in etchings of the Isis, and in photos of the Lakes, 

Yariety is wonderful in aR he undertakes ! 

And Nathan sends us snowy scenes, and robin-redbreasts too, 

Wi^ babies and with butterflies in pink, in white, and blue ; 

With studies by the summer sea, and views upon the Thames ; 

And Waixis sends with Meissnee some rare artistic gems. 

WMe Lues has figure subjects fit for albums and for books, 

With wondrous coloured photographs— in fact, olgets de luxe ! 

Now if perchance you ’re captious, we are very sure that you 


And those palateable palettes are ever sure to please ; 
With diaries and calendars, compact and picturesque. 
Designed to suit the mantelpiece, the pocket, or the desk. 


The fairy spirit weary and the fairy bram perplext, 

So further revelations are— “ continued in our next ! ” 
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THE ANGLO-INDIAN MUTINY. 

Loyal quand meme I A motto noble, needful, 

For banded Britons all our wide world oyer. 

'Who to its claim so dutifully heedful 
As tke old Island’s true, devoted lover ? 

Whether he roves in wild and lonely ranges 
Far from her drum-heat and her church-bells’ chimes, 
Or smiles, at ease, beside the flowing G-anges, 

O’er the fierce f ulminations of the Times, 

He feels calm warder 

And champion just of English law and order. 

But Mutiny I A word of evil-sounding, 

ISTeeding indeed supreme just^cation, 

There where the dusky milliohs swarm, sun’ounding 
The seat of him who represents our nation, 

Its sceptre symbolising to the hordes 
Of subtle aliens. Foolish as disloyal 
Self-wounding insults, wild and whirling words I 
Unworthy of a race self-deemed so royal, 

This vocal fury, 

Fit but to shake tlie rafters of Old Drury ! 

You the best judges ? Shouters, no, not wholly ; 

Race pride and prejudice j and heat sectarian 
Perturb your poise. The sight is melancholy. 

Will racial hatred ne’er seem antiq^uarian r 
WiU Bogies ten times banished still return 


Against the hotly-elasBified “ dashed niggers ’’ ? 
Prepc^rous schism 
Perpetuate be iu guise of Patriotism ? 

At le®!^ s^-interest ought to be astute, 

' Ttte Indian Elephant obeys ins driver. 

But ifls riders squabble, the sage brute 
Of wisdom {taught by folly) ifiay be hiver. 


hfot wholly disinclined to throw and trample 
Mahout and howdah-load he still may he ; 

And it they quarrel, ’tis a had example 
That he will hardly he the last to see. 

Oentlemen, shame! 

Keep courage, peace, cool heads, loyal quand meme ! 


THE LATEST CRAZE. 

{Letters from a Young Gentleman of Fashion who Adopted the Stage as 
a Profession,”) 

28, Shrimp Street, Shellford, Sunday Evening, 
Mt DE.in Duchess, 

I AM so much obliged for your letter. The game was just a 

“ leeth ” hut there, I know you wanted to try the Parcels Post. 

I sent most of it as a present to the Company. What a week I ’ve 
had ! Dinner to-night at Lady Awebeebt^s has been my; first glimpse 
of “ orderly comfort.” The excellent Miss Postee, my indefati^hle 
Manageress, transformed again, like Cinderella at the Prince’s Ball, 
and wreathed in smiles, as if she never could lose her temper. I’ve 
really no time to send you my “ reflections,” as you so^ kindly ask 
me. The twenty-four hours are f uBy occupied with learning by heart, 
rehearsing, thinking of one’s clothes, eating, and sleeping. The 
notice-board at our Theatre is more like a Kaleidoscope than any- 
thing else— it changes about every day, and I am “ cast” for this, 
that, and the other, like a conjuring trick. I don’t think that the 
Stage as a profession is quite up to what I had imagined it to he, — 
but then, of course, I ’m working my way up, and nope to emerge 
somewhere satisfactorily. 

I was very nervous the first night, hnt I was quite determined to 


me Jiiuri, necessary to me piece, ana so ne skippea over mem, ana 
went on with a speech of his that ought to come afterwards,— hut 
I thought I would confess all the same. I ’m afraid I rather inter- 
rupted his solicitations for pardon and expressions of sorrow for his 
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i ill-spent life, by beginning my confession in tbe middle of it. The 
andienee didn’t seem averse to a duet, altbongb Mr. Deewent'WAtee 
was much bnffed after tbe performance. 

When I got back to onr little dressing-room, tired and hot with my 
exertions, I found Messrs. Garrick and Derwentwater evidently 
upset. ITow I was guite satisfied with my first night’s work before 
an impartial audience ; many a shrill whistle and other signs of 
eneour^ement had I received from the Gallery. I had done my 
best. However, Mr. Derwehtwater didn’t like me at all as the 
Coachman, or the General ; he thought my rendering of the Earl 
cruel ” ; the Arab Guide (who only has to say two words in Arabic 
and then gets stabbed), and Sea Captain (who only dances a q.uad- 
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then very kindly entered into a lot of advice, which, he told'me, people wonid be gJ 
was for my own good, “It will be better for yourself,” he kept Rives me; but I tx 
saying; and as far as I could make out, it would be “better for gives me to the a] 
myself ” if I never turned my face to the audience, kept well at the tor her aU day an 
back of the Stage with him in front of me, and left out half my lines, cloth^, I oughm t 
1^'ow, 3^, Garrick (who had been very busy making a free use of dear Duchess, I ye : 
my vaseline all this time to get my wig-paste off his face) gave it as supposed to ,be alv 
his opinion that I ’d no business on the Stage at all. His idea seemed enter tarn awyooay, 
to be that no one with any private resources, however small, ought to paid-at-^ drudges 
be on the Stage, and that the Profession should be entirely filled by seem to be t^mg a 
men mth wives and large families to support on their salaries, I suppose I shall : 
quite irrespective as to whether they had any natural ability or not. I confess ^ it is S( 
I Education and love of the ^t he called very bad names. “ You HI reverentially, as 
never do any good,” said he. “ "V^y, look at me ! I ’ve been twenty- your evenmgs. As 
I three ye^s in the Profession, and that ’a the only way to make an haste, 

Actor, Sir. I ’ve been married this twelve years.” = 

How, I wonder if I shall have got on as weE as Mr. Garrick in , 
twenty-three years’ time 1 I can’t nelp thinking, although it is most “ How the Pool 
kind of these Gentlemen to take so much interest in me, that being enabled to live bett( 
able to afford a few ordin^ comforts mu^ be a help if one wants to tionalism on the sul 
study Art. If one is obliged to work so hard with a hammer and How the Journalis 
nails, and be most of the day in one’s shirt-sleeves, like the Stage If Ike answer is “ I 
Manager, one canH devo^ so much time to guiet study, or pay 
sujffcient attention to refining one’s mind and style of acting ; perhaps 
I ’m wrong, though. “ My Uncle the 1 

Mr. Garrick and Mr. Derwentwater went on talking at me (for my fashioned, and alwx 
good) tin they were TJlstered-up again ready for the street. They both Banana on his head 


agreed I ’d better ‘ * chuck it up,” and I said ‘ * thank you ; ” but I shan’t 
chuck it up, and I settled in my mind to do just the same next night 
as I had done that. I don’t learn lines to have them cut out. 

Miss Poster said that as my friends were coming on Wednesday, 
she would give me parts that stood well out in the plays that night, 
and not so many of ^em. I was to be Hohert Y^ollioU and Sir hei- 
cester ^Deadlock, The following night I was to be Bernardo^ Guild- 
enstein, the Second Actor, and Osrw, in Mamlet, and a villain in 
Kathleen Mavourneen ; Saturday, the British Consul in Demerara, 
in British Born ; and Miss Poster hoped I wouldn’t mind blacking 
my face to play a nigger in Bred, I thought my week seemed 
pretty well cut out, but perhaps I was lucky not to be east for any of 
the manual work. 

Miss Poster tells me I am a great anxiety to her, and that some 
people would be glad to pay a premium for the opportunities she 
gives me ; but I think as long as I am able to fuMI the parts she 
gives me to the apparent satisfaction of the^ audience, and work 
for her all day and most of the night, besides paying for my 
clothes, I oughtn’t to give much premium ! But you know, my 
dear Duchess, I’ve no business to tell you all this, because we’re 
supposed to ,be always bright and gay and jolly, and^ ready to 
entertain anybody^ instead of being overworked, underpaid, or not- 
paid-at-aU drudges ! Perhaps I am not very well to-day, for I don’t 
seem to be taking a very lively view of my profession. 

I suppose I shall find out where the Art comes in, but at present, i 
I confess it is seldom mentioned, and if it is, certainly not 
“reverentially,” as I used to hear of it from the superior persons at 
your evenings. As to making up, it ’s more knack than art. In 
haste, Tours, Hiruo be B * * * . 

“ How THE Poor Live.” — It is to be hoped that the Poor will be 
enabled to live better, but there is so much tall writing and sensa- 
tionalism on the subject, that the sensible Public is beginning to ask 
How the Journalists and the Publishers and Pamphleteers liver 
If the answer is “ By the Poor,” it is not so pleasant. 

“ My Uncle the Admiral,” said Mrs. Bamsbotham, “ is veiy old- 
fashioned, and always goes to sleep every day after dinner with Ms 
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-MUSIC HATH CHARMS.’^ 

* ‘ Why, cerUnly I ” But we 
are inclined to think that if 
one resides in the same house 
with a muchly-spanked grand 
piano the charms disappear 
and the savage breast asserts 
itself. Other people, however, 
do not always think so. Wit- 
ness the following advertise- 
ment which recently appeared 
in the Dai!^ Telegraph : — 

A n African Lady is det^irous 
to BESIDE and BOARD 
with a Widow Lady, with free use 
of piano and drawing-room, and 
within easy access to London 
Bridge orTictoria Station. Terms 
for self and child £7 per month 
inclusive. 

Seven pounds a month 
scarcely seems what one would 
call extravagant remunera- 
tion, and free use of piano ; 
and drawing-room,” appears 
to require defining more ac- 
curately. If the African Lady 
desired to warhle “ Listen to 
the Mocking BircV^ Before i 
breakfast, or her child wished 
to dance a breakdown in the 
drawing-room and sing 
me in my Little Bed^^ before 
retiring to rest, the other occu- 
pants of the house might pos- 
sibly obj ect. We are very glad 
to see there is no allusion to 
bones, banjo, or tambourine. 


A Jew d’Esprit. 

Look here,” said Mr. he 
Monthobency (ne Isaacs), “I 
want an example of someone 
who changed his name for 
money.” 

Then Rahbi Ben Solomon, 
after thinking for a few se- 
conds, raised his venerable 
head, and replied, ‘ ‘ It would be 
done, my son, by anyone of the 
name of ‘ Cohen ^ who changed 
his name for * Coyne.’ ” 


SIGURD THE SOCIALIST! 


PUNCH’S FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 166. 



HEEBERT HERKOMEE, R.A. 

The Artistic Mr. Barlow teaching the Young Idea how to Draw. 


[Mr. William Morris ha-vung 
publicly advocated Socialism, and 
the division of capital among the 
labourers, declines an invitation 
to put his revolutionary theories 
into practice.] 

’Twas Morris that spoke out 
of Kelmscott, that’s hard 
by the Hammersmith Mall, 
“ A Socialist I, and the work- 
men the profits of things 
that you sell 

Should share, and employers 
of labour should act on a 
different plan, 

And give up their capital 
freely to help on the bold 
artisan.” 

Then uprose a pestilent 
stranger, and wrote to the 
Standard also, 

Said he, ‘^When yon make 
your waR-papers, my Mor- 
ris, I ’d much like to know 
If you share all the wonder- 
ful profits you make, my 
sesthetical hoy, 

With your brothers in Art and 
in labour— in short, with 
the men you employ ? ” 

Then Morris he dodged and 
he ducked, as in angular 
flight does the snipe, 

And said that he thought on 
the whole that the time for 
such deeds wasn’t ripe ; ^ 
Q,uoth he, “I’m a Socialist 
truBj but, on fi^tber re- 
jfiection, the fact is, 

The theory’s all we should 
hold, and I won’t put the 
plan into practice,” 


WESTMINSTER.—** Shut the 
Abbey, by all means, to our 
great men for the next hundred 
years,” observed Mr. Henry 
Irying, ‘*Why, I’ve got 
an Abbey all to myself,— in 
America.” 


DEAD LEAVES. 

We are true lovers of old books. We do love to bury ourselves 
amongst their leaves, in company with great ones of the past, now 
silent except in the quiet eloquence of type : and though our lot be 
cast amongst the ink-spiUers, affect the wisdom of others, as we wax 
older, far more than our own. It is pleasant to escape into the nooks 
and corners of the Past out of the Present’s fuR and noisy thorough- 
fares, where the burning questions of the day jostle in paragraphs 


Editor of a Society journal, who winks sagaciously, as” who 
would say that ^ he has his own ideas of what the Age likes 
best. He has, in fact, an am much as if life were well worth 
living; while the metaphysician, though with his literary teeth 
scarce cut, is a distinct warning that there are circumstances 
under which it is not. When he grows older, may he see the error 
of his ways, and edit a Society journal. Por the generation which 
would fain be thought clever for pretending to read him for an hour 
of a morning, makes amends by a deep ^ught of personal paxa- 



but if yon be wrong, and we right, might it not be said, as with the 
Clown, * Where are we then f ” You are well-inf( 


thank Heaven 1 are not. But what of that ? It is better to live in 
a fool’s paradise, than in a wise man’s purgatory. 

But our pen wanders from our purpose (being a pen essentially so 
prone), which was this. To wonder if the world and the ages ever 
really change at all, among those our excursions into old books. The 
corners which we love the best, perhaps, are the lesser and least 
remembered writings of great men. Among them, as is but natural, 
we find embedded strange bright pearls of thought and of expression 
— ^for such men never care to be niggardly, and can afford to throw 
their pearls away— which, lacking the brilliant settings of the men’s 
more famous gems, are apt to shrink quietly away into their modest 
shells, to reward only at times the search of a easu^ explorer. If he 
be of the modern advertising order, he can parade it for his own, and 
perhaps live long on the price of it. 

It is but a week or two since that we dug for Mr. Bunch, out of 
the Goldsmith mine, some strange passages that moved us to rub owe 
eyes, and ask in what century we were flying. Why, they are aU in 
those autumn-stained pages : — Critics and Metaphysicians, Sophists 
and Fashionables, burning questions and all ! Have not the Marquis 
of SauALLSBURT and the terrible Mr. Risingsun, Sir Grave Eyres, 
and my Lord Greyhairs, all suddenly discovered, within the last few 
weeks (though certainly with no view to votes— oh, dear no !)i what 
is the pressing national need of the hour ?— (ff course, a new one r 
We had been pondering with the rest of the world upon the novel 
problem of the poor’s housing, — ^with which ground-rents and empty 
palaces, and huge untenanted estates covering so insignificant a pro- 
portion of this enormous island, have of course nothing to do — Md 
again we say, oh, dear no !)— when in turning for relief to those 
old-world readings of ours, and tiying to forget for a time the 
miseries proper to our period, we read in the off-pages of one who is 
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ETIQUETTE. ' 

{to Exem{pta,Ty Young Person from his Parish, and formerly in his BihU-Class, noio in 
service in Belgrama), “Well, Jane, I told tour Mother, as I was going to London, I 
SHOULD CALL AND SEE HOW-TOtT WERE GETTING ON, AND I HOPE YOU ” 

fane, Oh dear me, Sir 1 Thanh you, Sir, I ’m very Only I — I beg parding, 

Sib, but my Wisitors is expected to go down the Airy, Sir ! ” ITahleau / 


now a past-master in tlie great world’s Masonic system, even the following words, and 
rubbed our eyes again : — 

“What a confession it is that we have almost all of ns been obliged to make! A clever and 
earnest-minded writer gets a commission from the Morning QhrmmU newspaper, and reports upon 
the state of our poor in London j he goes among labouring people and poor of all kinds — and brings 
back what ? A picture of human life so wonderful, so awfm, so piteous and pathetic, so^ exciting and 
terrible, that readers of romances own they never read anything like to it ; and that the griefs, struggles, 
strange adventures here deplete^ exceed anything that any of us could imagine. Yes; and these 
wonders and terrors have been lying by your door and mine ever since we had a door of our own. We 
had but to go a hundred yards off and see for ourselves, hut we never did .... Of the workmen we 
know nothmg, how pitilessly they are ground down, how they live and die, here close hy ns at the 
back of our houses, until some Poet like Hood wakes and sings that dreadful * Song^ of the Shirt ’ ; 
some prophet like Carlyle rises up and denounces woe, some olear-aghted energetic man like the 


writer of the Chronicle travels into the poor man’s 
country for us, and comes back with his tale of 
terror and wonder. Awful, awful poor man’s 
country I ” 

We rubbed our eyes, and wondered. Was 
this real? Were we not reading of the 
question of this day ? Was not tbe Chronicle 
I a misprint for a later sheet ? Was the clever 
and earnest-minded writer one Mr. Bitter 
Cry in the P. M, G. ? And the prophet, 
could he be, perchance, the Marquis of 
SauALLSBURT? JSTo. For we Were reading: of 
the question of another day, in lines wluch 
appeared many years a^ in these very 
pages— the pages of Mr, Punch ; and were 
I written by a great man with a very great 
heart, of which the lesser knew not. And 
I the name of that man was Thackeray. 

Alas ! is not the problem this— that the 
Poor we have always with us, Lord SquALLS- 
BURY is very seldom with us, hut, as a rule, 
rather against us,^ or we are against him. 
But, be that as it may, might not Lord 
SquALLSBURT himself, after stirring the 
question in political reviews, think of a 
new solution r We have heard, though we 
can ill believe it, that the great house of 
Canfield stands sometimes empty, with its 
miles of unembarrassed air about it. Mght 
not a detachment of these same Poor, in one 
of those seignorial absences, be “housed” 
there, with g:ood supervision, once, just by 
way of experiment ? Tbe idea sounds shock- 
ing. But, after all, why not? You have 
raised the ever-walking ghost again, my 
Lord. Might you not try that much to 
lay it ? Marius. 


A EEPLECTIYE ODE. 


So thus it ends, — a poet Peer ! — 

And as I drop my lyre and gaze 
On this my largest, latest blaze, 

I wonder what my work is here I 

Will this grave bench on which I sit 
Prove harder than my poet’s chair ? — 
This gaudy head-gear that I wear 
But fret me with a faulty fit ? 

Will too, when breaks tbe opening throng 
Of emsbing Commons’ ’gainst the bar, 
Some cynic sight me from afar, 

And shameless Siout, “ A song I a song ! ” 


And shall I, swept by force of years, 
Bprise and drown the Speaking Throne 
With matchless music, — ^till I ’m shown 
The door amidst derisive jeers ! 


Or shall I find no lyric vent, 

But leaving mute my muzzled Muse, 
Her sweetest, saddest measures fuse 
In mere Content or Non-Content ? 


But, there — trust that somehow good 
Will come of timely honour yet, 

And genius prove for coronet 
As good a mate as Norman blood. 

Por why should I not take my seat ? 

Not first am I to reach the void 
Where tinsel has great souls decoyed, 
And made their rounded lives complete. 

A Peerage ! If it be but vain 
To hand to son what earns the sire. 
Then have I thrumm’dno fruitful lyre, 
Nor much subserved another’s gain. 

Yet, though I know not everything, 

I somehow guess this news will fall 
At last as welcome news to all. 

And get to have a pleasant ring.* 

Thus runs my dream 1 So here am I, 
My coronet about to don, 

Half hoping, when I ’ve got it on, 

It win not sit too much awry ! 


* I think Irving will he pleased if I take it. 
But between the Cup, &c., &c. — ^A. T. 
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:i ^ these CHEERS! AND YIYE LA. COEPOEATIOIsr! 

• ' ^ ■ - :■ i The Corporation somehow have the knack of always 

way. Seeing with regret the somewhat strained relations 
at the present time between the two great lYestern 
Powers, England and France, in regard to China, they 
eagerly seize the first opportunity that offers to pour oil, 
as it were, upon the somewhat troubled waters, and they 
do it in their own peculiar, but eminently satisfactory way. 
Having resolved to place upon the pedestals at Hlack- 
friars "Bridge, statuary, in the highest style of Art, they 
have selected for the first subject, Francis the First, 
King of France 1 The statue was to have been tried yes- 
terday, but on what charge we are unable to say. Y^e 
hope it was acquitted and let off. But if condemned to 
remain, the inscription, it is said, will be in both lan- 
7^1 II gr^iages, and wfil run as follows : — 

flU W/ England and France ! France and England I root and 

im Wi branch, and may they continue and fiourish for ever ! ’’ 

m W [“-La France et FAngleterre, FA7igleterre et la 
France, racine et tranches, et qyHelles continuent etfieiir^ 
rissent d jamais / ] 

Earl Granville is said to be so much pleased at the 
brilliancy of the idea, which is reported to have origin- 
ated with the new Lord Mayor, that the Baronetcy that 
usuaEy follows upon distinguished services or Royal 
visits is considered to be abeady assured. 


It is said that if Air. Tennyson is made a Peer, he will 
be an ornament to the House of Lords. Will he ? Not 
in that hat and ‘‘ auld cloak” of his. ^ Here is a chance 
for a Testimonial from Genuine Admirers, Boots might 
be included,— latest Masher style, — and the sooner this is 
set on foot the better. 

‘‘ The Late Sunsets I ” exclaimed Mrs. Ramsbotblam. 
The sunsets have been very remarkable, but I haven’t 
noticed their being particularly late.” 

OLD FRIENDS.” Hotjeee.— If Mr. Aethto Peel’s 

Exuberant Rapture displayed by tee Joneses on reading in the Times appointment as Speaker be confirmed, the^ first Member 
THAT Smith, their Oldest and Dearest Friend, had at last been -^o says that “ the House is now turned into a Court of 



MADE A E.O.B. 


A. Peel,” will be fined or olocktowered. 



THE HEALTH EXHIBITION. 

Mr. Punch is delighted to hear that the arrangements for next 
year’s Show at South Kensington are progressing famously. Here 
are some of the items expected to prove most attractive to visitors ; — 

Everybody who passes the turnstiles will he entitled to have his or 
her pulse felt by the President of the Royal College of Physicians, 
at least once a day I 

A Medicine-anci-PilL-Tastmg Pavilion will be provided gratis; 
skilled Surgeons will also perform operations>t a greatly reduced fee. 

Dealers in cheap descriptions of wine will be allowed every facility 
for recommending their vintages, hy means of samples to he drunk on 
the premises, on condition that they also supply convenient mortuaries 
in the grounds. 

Among'the Exhibitors in the British Section will be : — 

Sir Wilfrid Xaw$07i, — Tbe Great Temperance Pick-me-up. 

The Dean of Fangor,— ’Beetroot Syrup, tbe Substitute for Tea, 

The London Water Comjpanies , — ^A few of the largest and most 
interesting animals to he found in ordinary drinking-water. 

The Licensed Victuallers^ Association , — The exact amount of hops 
in a gallon of beer (through a microscope). 

Dr. jKwfAarfZsow.— Specimen of a really Healthy Room, with no 
carpet, a great deal of ventilation, no dust, and no furniture to 
harbour any. 

There will be a Great International Health Competition, under the 
highest medical supervision. The healthiest person will receive a 
pnzeof £600, on condition that he attends daily m a special chamber, 
and consents to show his tongue to the visitors at least once in each 
; quarfer-of-an-hour. 

, Ho At^ndants will be permitted who are not in robust health. 
Certificates from their Parish Doctors will be required to this effect. 
flAnyAttodani catching a cold will catch it; a cough will lead to 
instant dismissal, 

. Doctors who disagree with each other will be allowed to go into a 
special chamber, and fight out their differences. Admission to this 
apartment will.be feh.. , 

,^..^Mfitary) Hogors ! Here '^.be 


ing at all. Easy Methods of connecting the cistern with the mam- 
drainage system, and wax models of the following : — Jerry-Builders 
who use bad mortar, Butchers who have been fined more than three 
times a month for selling “ unsound” meat, People who don’t con- 
sume their own smoke, Tobacconists, Writers in the Lancet, Medical 
Officers of Health, and the Man who .invented Zoedone. 

Each week a Conversazione will he held, under Distinguished 
Patronage, when Essays will be read, and Discussions take ^ace on 
various Sanitary Matters. For Distance^ a Distinguished. Person will 
state how he feels after running five miles ^d then eating a hearty 
supper ; and other Distinguished Persons will then state how they 
feel, and very Distinguished Doctors will then say why everybody 
feels as they do feel, and so on. Among the papers already promised 
are some on the following topics 

On the kinds of filters which are actually deadly, and those which 
are only extremely dangerous to life. 

Does boiling diluted sewage render it a safe drink for invalids ? 

Whether a course of temperance beverages, adiilterated sherry, or 
a leap from the Monument, is most likely to end in sudden death. 

The Twopenny Dinner, of Boup, Fish, Two Entries, Joint, and a 
Choice of Sweets or Cheese^ with Beer or^ Wine, all included, is 
expected to be one of the hits ” of the Exhibition. 

Pugilistic, Encounters will take place three times a day between 
individuals brought up respectively on— (a) Water and Beer ; (5) Beef 
and Lentils ; and between (c) Early Risers and Late Risers. 

Fountains of ApoUinaris Water will play in the grounds, but 
Yisitors will be expected to bring their own hrandy-fiasks. A|| 
stated intervals the leading London Doctors will give exhibitions 
their skiU ia Diagnosis, on selected patients from Infirmaries, to €ie 
music of a Special Band suppKed from the Hospital for Incurables. 

[K.B . — To prevent disappointment, Mr, Funch begs to say at once 
that at the close of the Exhibition no Baronetcies or honours of any 
sort will be given away to anybody connected with the arrangements, j 

Hotice to the Entire World.— O ifr Christmas Story cowmenc^ 
next week, it is entitled ? 

THE SECRET OE DE ADMAN’S TEBRACE. 

The Secret will not te let out even at L&ndwCg Libraries, 


no can Contrihutaoiis, whether MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, unless accompanied 
and teected Envelope or Cfover, Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders; 
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Dropt the wizard pencil, 'restinff 
That unchilled, untimg hand I 
Should some sorrowing Fay come 
questing 

From the Court of Fairyland, 

Come inquiring among mortals 
For another fit to pass 
Through those dim sequestered portals, 
Fit that realm to type and glass, 

Of its wealth to he possessor, 

Humour’s harvest, Fancy’s spoil. 
Where should she find right successor 
To unrivalled Hichabd Doyle ? 

Why must so fine necromancy 
Know the arresting touch of death ? 
"Why must world-delighting fancy 
Bide at last the icy breath ? 

So love asks with noble folly, 

Running o’er his mimic world, 
Creatures winsome, quaint, and lolly, 
Arabesquely blown and twirled 
From his pencil point profusely, 
Scattered like the flowers of Spring, 
Lightly, lavishly and loosely, 

When Doyle’s wit is on the wing. 

On the wing I ’Tis ever on it, 

All unlike the little bard 
Who excogitates a sonnet 
After labour long and hard. 


RICHARD DOYLE. (IN MEMORIAM.) 

He is no pedestrian plodder, *; 

Double-handed he deals out ; 

Whimsies wilder, brighter, odaer i 

Kever swarmed in Fancy’s rout. 

Dra.yto]!h’s old l^ymphidia neyer ^ 

Was more populous of whims 
Than the limbo opened ever 
When this wizard dreams and limns. ^ 

“ Wood-notes wild ” the analogues are 
Of his quaint and elfish crew. 1 

Who makes question i£ the rogues are 
Anatomically true ? ^ j. 

They ’re alive and love-inspiring, 

Which some fresco-frights are not ; ( 

Age with childhood comes admiring, 

Cold correctness counts great rot.” \ 

Living fun and fancy spoil us 
For the coldly critic strain ,* 

’Oainst them Academic Zoilus ^ 1 

Blows his counterblasts in vain. ^ 

Hot the imps of Elf -land merely 
Populate his pictured page ; I 

Who drew bow more keenly, queerly. 

At the f oUies of his age ? 3 

Winged vtith whim, and tipped with wild- 
ness, ^ 1 

Straight withal his arrows flew ; 

Satire sharp with genial mildness 3 

Mingled m the world he drew. 


Thackeea-y’s Colonel fits his pencil, 
But his sharper skill can shape, 

Sans long nose or tail prehensile, 

Cad, or snob, or human ape. 

Turning o’er his own past pages, 
Punchy with tearful smile, can 
trace 

That fine talent’s various stages, 
Caustic satire, gentle grace. 

Feats and freaks of Cockney funny-— 
Beowst, and Jones, and Robinson ; 
And, huge hive of Humour’s honey, 
Quaint quintessence of rich fun, 
Coming fresh as June-breeze briary 
With old memories of our youth— 
Thrice immortal Pips's Diary ! 
Masterpiece of Mirth and Truth ! 

Olden ties unknit too quickly 
Take new charm as we review 
Fancy’s wit-world thronged so thickly. 

MorSy who has so much to do, 

M^ht, one dreams, give longer tether 
Unto lives that Iceep so young. 

Heads of wood and hearts of leather 
Fre^ in his way are flung. 

Ho ! Me will not long be cheated 
Of the choicest of Es spoil. 

To the further shore has fleeted 
Fancy’s favourite— “ Dicey Doyle.” 


THE SENTRY OF THE CENTURY. 

**SlIPPEES POE SOLBIEES. 
— As one of the results of 
recent committee work on 
eqiupment, it has been de- 
cided, says the Army and 
Navy Gazette, that a pair of 
light canvas waterproof 
slippers will be carried by 
the soldier in his valise on 
active service, instead of a 
\ second pair of boots, which 
will be carried in the first 
line of transport. A small 
supply of spare boots will 
accompany each battalion, 
V to replace the few that may 
be prematurely worn out. 
It has been found that troops 
can keep the field, in a 
rough country, on one pair 
of boots for two months, and 
it is believed that the addi- 
tion of light canvas shoes, 
to put on when the boots 
have been removed, to ease 
^ _ the feet, will answer all 
^5? requirements.” — Globe. 


SOME SIGNS OE THE SEASON. 

How, do wealthy and caretuFmen and women seize hold of some 
habit das]^layed by their poorer relations, habits of winch they have 
said nothing during the year, as an excuse for never seeing or speak- 



Postmen-'whn dtavef .liagered-and loitered with your letters for 
eleven months, now not only deliver them at the appointed time, hut, 
in their kindly zeal, are anxious to open, read, and answer them for 

TOU. , , r • ^ 

Dyspeptics look forward lio thdr waking condition on the 26th with 
feelings of agony and apprehension. 

Horfolk poultiy-farmers drink- suce^s and long continuance to 
good old English customs'. ' 

Descriptive Writers 'arm thdmsdlves with llaps of London, and 


lusages m Wap^ing,” ‘ Mince Pies in ^italfields.” introduced, wEoh it is expected 

The lesser feminine lights o£*tii® Stage invest in five shillings’ wiE be dalled the Conger 


worth of illuminated cards, and sit anxiously down awaiting a crop 
of bangles, bracelets, diamond butterflies, boxes of bonbons, and 
ei^teen-button gloves. 

Railway Porters become suddeEy intelligent, and convinced that 
every traveller by every train desires a compartment to himself. 

Heroic sacriflcers of the truth avow openly that ^ey have ghosts 
in their families capable of putting all the annuals in the shade, and 
that they themselves have seen them. 

Tradesmen order in several reams of note-paper and a few gross of 
blue envelopes. 

Cabmen salute their fares with^^cheeryYemarks as to the season- 
ableness of the weather. 

Schoolmasters are praying that Classics, Modem Languages, 
Mathematics, History, and Greography could all be classed as extras. 

Fond lovers buy and give to eadi other the very last things in the 
world that each other wants. 

Fashionable preachers drink much strong tea, in the hope of 
eliciting some thing fresh from their brains. 

Men in possession are sure that everything can he settled comfort- 
ably, and thathobody wants to do any harm to anybody else. 

Pictures representing bright, crisp, exhilarating, frosty weather, 
are in large demand. 

Umbrellas, Waterproofs, and Respirators, to protect the human 
frame from rain, slum, mud, and fog, are in enormous request. 

Daring young Journalists, early in the morning, wildly wonder 
what effect on Society would an article, commencing This, the most 
loathsome season of the year ” have, and conclude not to wiite it, 
but to go to bed. 

Publicans arrange that the most generous and lavish of them 
regular customers mall win the goose in their Annual Club. 

Elderly people raise higEy successful blue devils for themselves by 
recalling the friends they have lost. 

Blue-Ribhonit'es swear off oh account of the season of the year. 

Anti-Blue-Ribbonites swear on harder and harder on account of 
the season of the year. 

' Starving street Arabs and ordinary paupers are all at once dis- 
covered to be hungry. 

Several nervous imaginative invalids become clironic imbeciles, 
through heiag waked- up at dead of night by the strains of the 

Mistletoe BoughP ’ « 

Hypodiondriacal subjects trast that they will he in their coffins 
before the Hew Year’s festivities set in. ' ' 

Mr. Punch comes out as usual and without the cynicism with , 
which it is now fashionable to regard-this Madly genial season, wishes 
all his Readers as Merry a Christmas— as they deserve. 

. ' ^ - .eeaixyI 

At? the ensuing Balls at ihe Mansion House a i^ew dance will be 
introduced, which it is expected wiR achieve great''^popularity. It 
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THE EXCEPTION THAT CONFIRMS THE RULE. 

Sir Peter (tvho is of a moralising turn of mind). “It is a smaULAE fact in 
Human Nature that the vert Vices we most object to in our Acquaint- 
ances ARE precisely THOSE WE HAVE OUESELVES 1 ” 

Mrs. Ponsonhy de TomhyTis. “Not always, dear Sir Peter ! For instance, 
IP there is one Vice I loathe above all others, it is Worldliness 1” 


Sra 1 

DIED DECEMBER 11, 1883. 

Voice of tlie golden past !' The Stage grows dark, 
The End has come, and slow the curtain falls. 

Mario is dead ! It cannot he, for hark ! 

TTia name is echoed in repeated calls. 

Long we have lost him, hut fond memory slips 
Back to the days his song so glorified ; 

TTis magic fame falls from a thousand lips~ 

Music grew dumb the day that Mario died ! 

Knight of the silver song ! Who can forget 
Your Almaviva for his beauty glows 

In recollection— ah ! the grand duet 
With glorious Grisi in The Huguenots / 

Ah J mio Fernando that was song suhHme, 
And Fawritcf s ecstasy complete, 

"When, with a passion that has conquered time. 
The tyrant sword fell at your noble feet ! 

King of the hearts of all ! With folded arms, 

As white-robed priest; by Leonora's ceU. 

You stand in fancy, whilst the myriad charms 
Come with love-music and your magic spell ! 

“ AngioV d'Amor' / " that was the song you sung 
In tragic torture of accented pain. 

Mario, my Master, would that we were young, 

To see enchanted women weep again I 

Man of the deathless voice ! How they will greet 
The lost companion who returns to them — 

Eubini and Giuglini, honey-sweet, 

WiU swell the chorus for your requiem. 

When the last portals to be passed by men 
Are fired with melody— amidst the glow 

Song’s immortality will triumph, then 
Grisi at last will meet her Mario ! 


Beware of the Mole, 

The Metropolitan Mole, which burrows through every 
part of LondoUj is likely to receive a check. Subter- 
ranean London is now so pierced, tunnelled, and honey- 
combed, that the respectable householder may wake up 
some fine morning and find he is in his own coal-cellar, 
with the chance of going further. The Mole, however, 
made a mistake when he turned his attention towards 
the Parks. The Metropolis has so few lungs remaining, 
that these must be jealously protected ; and London is 
thoroughly aroused to the necessity of making a vigorous 
stand against permitting the Mole to even look at the 
Parks. The war-cry is, “No Larks with the Parks ! ” 


UNIVEE8ITY INTELLIGENCE. 

{Kewest Style.) 

Oxford, December 23. 

The next examination for the Tooleian Provincial Company’s 
Travelog Fellowship will be held on the 13th of January next. 
Intending candidates are requested to send their photographs, list 
of parts, press notices, and other certificates, together vnth a stamped 
envelope, under cover, to “ The Eev. the Acting Manager, All Souls,” 
on or before the 1st prox. 

At a Convocation held yesterday it was decided to grant the 
pm yer of the Provost of Oriel, the Master of Pembroke, and the 
Warden of Wadham, that they might be allowed to renew their 
present engagement at an East End London Theatre, and continue 
them sneoessf ul impersonation of the Three Witches in Macbeth for 
a jstill further run of six nights. 

Two carpet and bolster exercises for the Degree of Doctor of Lofty 
Tumbling were performed on Tuesday afternoon at the Sheldonian 
Th^tre with some success in the presence of the Vice-Chancellor and 
a small but friendly assemblage. 

^ The subject sheeted for tbe forthcoming Newdigate Prize Poem 
m English Verse on 1885 is “ Augustus Harris.” 

Cambridge, December 23. 


posed “that half the travelling expenses iuoidental to the Vice- 
Chancellor’s recent unsnccessful appearance at Worthing as Romeo, 
he defrayed foom the University Chest.” Some opposition is 
expected. 

The Examination for the Chancellor’s Medals for Pantomime busi- 
ness will commence on Monday next. Attention is specially directed 
to the fact that the Examiners will, in adjudging the order of merit, 
attach much importance to the quality of the Viva Voce, and expect 
the answers delivered from the large pasteboard heads of the Candi- 
dates to be full, round, clear, and of a character to be distinctly 
audible at the back' of a crowded Boxing-Night Gallery. 

Mj. Wilson Barrett has been offered, and has accepted, tke 
Professorial Chair of Poses Plastigues, vacated by the Master of 
Peterhouse on account of chronic rheumatism. 


BARON HONOUR. 

One Side of It. 

“ A Peerage ” ? WeR, and wherefore should you frown 
If titled I elect my n^ihe shall live ? 

Thus is the Judge’s, Banker’s, handed down. 

Why not the Poet’s ? Cease, — ^nor flout the Crown, 

That offers the one honour Crowns can give P 

The Other. 


.The Examiners for the -Special Examination in Vampire and other 
haye issued tiie following Class List :^(&ass I. None, 
S* III. None. — Class IV. The Professor oi 


noon to-morrow, it will be pro- 


Thb passing echo of their ducal cheers 
Lends lustre to your life ! ’ Conceit sublime ! 

Go to !— nor marvel at our rising jeers, ^ , 

Since tbe great spirits you should count your peers 
Sit on the splendid benches of all time I 
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UOTES OF JOTEEROOATIOK • 

IUadinh tlie Tarions and conJSicting accounts of Mr, Henbt 
iRTiNe^s tot appearance in Boston, IJ.S., J!fr, Punch feels Mmself 
placed in the position of Heeobottjs. The historian heard eight 
or ten dijfferent descriptions of an occurrence that took place under 
his "window, and as none of them a^eed with his own observation, 
he asked himself how he could possibly write history. When Mr, 
Punch has nothing better to do than writing the history of Ievinq-^s 
American tour, he will want to know how he is to reconcile the 
following statements : — 

London Times^ December 12, 1883 : — 

Mr. Heney Irvino inade a very Successful appearance at Boston yester- 
day in Lems the Ble^enth before a large audience, which included the leading 
citizens. The chief Boston newspapers publish long criticisms upon the 
per&imauoe, describing the warm and enthutiastic reception of the great 
actor, and the profound imjnession made by Mm.’’ 


London Petily Telegraphy same date : — 

** Mr. Henry Irvino made his first appearance in Boston last night, in 
the character of Loxm the Bleventh. The theatre, which is the largest in 
America, was crowded, and the performance was altogether a magnificent 
success.” 

The London Standard^ same date : — 

Mr. Teving- has appeared in Boston as Louis the Pleventh, The audi- 
ence was of a high character and large, but the house was not full, _ The 
actor met with a kind reception, but ime audience only became enthusiastic 
after the Fourth Act, when Mr. Irvinu was recalled several times. The 
newspaper critics in JBoston deny that he has genius, but they praise Ms 
industry.” 

Critics may and do differ as to their opini<ms, bnt reporters ought 
not to differ as to their facts. Which is right ? But — after all — 
who cares ? 
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LETTERS TO SOME PEOPLE 

About Other People's Bnsbi^ss, (1) To S, B. Bancroft, Bsq, (2) To 
J. Z, Toole, Bsq. (3) To JK KeMal, Bsq. 

My Dear Bancroft, 

Yor are engaged in playing To7n Jei'voise, prononnced 
“ Jervis,” as you are probably aware by this time, and so wiU have 
been unable to visit the Princess’s (unless you can spare time to 
patronise a benefit, as I see you kindly did on the occasion of Miss 
Soldene’s 2Iatmee), to see the new play Claudian, with plot by 
Mr. Heriian, dialogue by Mr. Wills, and Acting by Mr. Wilson 
Earrext, so that Qlaudian may be described as a “Wills-an’ 
Baeeett” Drama. 

Well, my dear Bancroft, Ctaudian is not much in your line, 
and when I have told you that there is a dramatic ^ prologue 
capitally stage-managed, a beautiful scene, and a str^ing dhiomiient, 
and when I have added that after this the audience is doomed to dis- 
appointment, as there is nothing much to follow, that the scenery, 
though good, is not such as nowadays calls for extravagant lauda- 
tion, not being within measurable distance of the great Temple 
Scene in The Cup, at the Lyceum, that the plot is uninteresting, and 





If, my dear Bancroft, you happen to he writing to either E&inrt 
or Ellen, suggest this querjr — unless you’re thinking of doing 
MepMstopheles yourself— and if so, with Mrs. Beere as Marguerite^ 
eh! But this is to inquire, as Wills- an’ Barrett does, as Claudian, 
into other people’s business, which does not concern your old friend, 

ISTypTiQ 

To J, L. Toole, Esq. 

My dear Professor of Beserved Porce, 

Yott asked me on your return to town and settling down in 
London for Christmas— (most of us in London for Christmas have to 
“ settle to give you some account of The Rocket— jom friend 
Pinero’s new piece at the 
Graiety — where once you 
begged the audience to 

excuse your glove, ^ and . ij i' It 

executed your inimitable .ii iilli 

step, which I should have j! jljjllH 

thought was patented and il l '' 

duly protected had I not |i. 
seen it actually performed pii lU % r 

by a young lady dancer ' Tl v V' 

in Mr. ■Wms-AN’ Bah- ■ 

RETT^S Byzantine 

was not expressly stated ' ' ^ <y 

in the programmes, hut no :!ii JISd. . ■ '■ 

doubt yon have some pri- _ 

vate arrangement. I will 

teU you about The Rocket ..t, -m ^ i 4 . at, p . 

perhaps next week, but Pinero the Playful at the Gaiety , 

won’t detain you now or, “Rock-it, Terry, Bock-it !” 

[except to say that Terry 

is very funny in it], as I know yon are busy in getting^ up several 
classic dramas and arranging your lectures for the ensuing term at 
Oxford. Yours truly, Nibbs. 

To W. Kendal, Esq. 

My dear Kendal, 

I HAVE so much to tell you about Pygmalion and Galatea 
that I must leave the description till I have more time at disposal. 

Oh, you would enjoy 
I it, I ’m sure. Mr. Barnes 


Pinero the Playful at the Gaiety; 
or, “Bock-it, Terry, Bock-it !” 


Claudian the ‘W’ills-an’ Barrett Masher (A.D. 362) and his Mashed Yictiins ; 
or. Harlequin Beautiful for Ever and the Curse-ory Clement, 

that Mr. Barrett appears to have much more to do in the way of 
declamation and paying careful attention to himself in classic atti- 
tudes than in gennme acting, I have said all that can be said 
about piece, except that the dialogue may he, and possibly 
is admirable ; yet after hearing it twice, I could not undertake 
to swear whether it is written in the most classic prose, or the 
blaikest verse. All I ^ow, is that the Tetrarch, who is a sort of 
comic Irvino, is twice likened to a toad, that Mr, Wills-an’ 
Barreto’s “ heart goes out to ” the young person who is so blindly 
devoted to him; that, though thoroughly aware that “ when he comes 
amongst them their sunshine is obscured,” and that he brings sorrow 
on all to whom he shows kindness, he yet will persist in meddling 
in olker people’s aficairs, muddling them sadly, and actually stopping 
people, who are utter strangers to him, in the public thoroughfare, to 
inquire into their business, which he knows perfectly well is no sort 
of concern of his. In the last Act, the absurd aesthetic love-sick 
maiden, who has ohtamed Mr. Wilson Barreto’s permission to caB 
him ‘Master,” describes the Master’s great love in terms which, 
^mg too suggestive of beautiful scriptural imagery, rather jar upon 
the ear of a not over-fastidious spectator. 

did not Mr. Wilson Barreto let Poet Wills write the words 
of the mcid^tal ballads ? They were in his way, surely, more than 
m that of the Plottist Htrman ? Why have a Poet on the estah- 
■ lishment not use him, eh, my dear Bancroft ? I have 
no doubt that, in consequence of the gush and guggle of some of the 
out specially of the Eminent Hand on the Times, the 
Public wiB patromsetbis entertainment up to a certain point. But 
T do not think it is in for any extraordinary share of popularity, nor 
IS it my opinion that Mr. Henry Irving and Miss Ellen Terry 
need tremble for their position. It wiB want a bigger Earth- 
than that at the Princess’s to shake the footing that Henry 
and Ellen have got mth the Public. Of course, yon withjyour light 
or heavy comedy, as the case nmy he, are “out of it,” and can afiord 
'to 'mtoh the dam^les Of tragedians with a smile. 

Apropos of Henry and Ellen, when is the latter going to he 
Margmrtte, and the former MepMstopheles ? Don’t you think that 


does^o^pa]rt, you 

rather more of the Barnes 
Common than you or I 
// could wish,— but this time 

/ wi K r Creek to him,— I 

mean he’s a thorough 
^ 'J Greek, and there ’s not 

IW v4M even a touch of Putney 
3 about him. The effect is 

exoeBent when an Author 
how to rehearse his 
pieces, and can get 
intelligent Artists to act 
^ 7 upon bis hints. But of 
this, as Shaespeare says, 
Lyceum:.— “ Pygmalion and Galatea or, “Anon.” I mustn’t for- 
The Bounding Barnes and the “ Statue at get to teB you aB about the 
Large.’' Young Folks’ Ways, Missy 

Anderson, and the rest of 
the Company. You wBl be enchanted to hear that the House was 
crammed, and that I could only get a seat right up in the corner — 
or, rather, wrong up in the comer. AB theatres must be doing 
uncommonly weB, as yours wiB he the only one, I hear, where within 
a few' days.there_wiB even be A Scrap of “ Paper ” visible. 

' Your attached Nibbs, . 


TKe Plain EnglisB of It. 

Says Liddon, “ 0 Jowett, since that chair yonl’ye sat in, 
We ’ve never yet heard snob decided dog Latin! ” 

Says Jowett, “ Why, Liddon, that merely inf ers 
That I used their own language to meddling curs I ” 
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‘•EXCELSIOR” AT THE ROYAL COURTS. 

{A Foremic Tragedy in Three Parts,) 

Paet L— In the Coeeidoh! 

“ I WILL take to tke Law,” cried the Young Enthusiast, glowing 
with excitement. “ It is my ambition to scale the Woolsack itself I ” 
“ Stay !*” replied the Sage, with a shudder. “ You do not know 
what a trial lies before you.” 

“You mean hard reading — cramming — examinations,” 

The Old Man smiled derisiyely. 

“ You do not understand the situation,” he murmured, after a 
pause. “ Anyone with average ability and severe study can master 
enough law to be called. But I fear for your body— it have to 

endure the many severe tests awaiting it in the Law Courts.” 

“lam hardy. My muscles are of iron.” 

“ Yes, yes,” interrupted the Sage, “ But are you a member of the 
Alpine Club ? Have you ascended the loftiest peaks of the Hima- 
layas ? Can you climb ? Can you see in the dark ? ” 

The Young Enthusiast assured the Sage that he was most anxious 
to (Qualify, Then for years he^ ascended the loftiest peaks of the 
Himalayas, and for years dwelt in a prison in total darkness. 

The Sage, pleased at the lad’s earnestness, told him, on his return, 
that he might now pay his first visit to the Law Courts. 

Nothingloth, the would-be Judge hurried to the Strand, and plunged 
wildly into a corridor. It was as dark as Tartarus. He crawled 
along, now tumbling down a staircase, now ascending unexpected 
steps. Anon he^ passed a dimly-lighted room, in which shivering 
Jurymen were vainly attempting to read documents. ITow he came 
to a gloomy dungeon, barred and vaulted, in which he supposed, 
from the fragrance of cooked meats, that it was intended that 
luncheon should be discussed. Dazed, bruised, and disheartened, he 
returned once more, threading his way through the black passages, 
and travelling up and down the secret_stairs until he found himself 
again in the entranoe-haU. 

“And you are stiH anxious to go to the Bar ? ” asked the S^e. 
The reply was in the affirmative. Five years later the Young 
Enthusiast was called, and bought his wig and gown. 

Past II.— At the Bas ! ! 

“You intend to practise ? ” asked the Sage. 

“ I do,” replied the Q-entleman of the Long Kobe, who was nearing 
middle-age. ‘‘ I know what I shall have to do. I quite understand 
that I must read with a good Junior, perhaps even enter a Solicitor’s 

office to learn the details of practice ” 

“ Stop, stop ! ” iuterrupted the Sage. Once more you are merely 
concerning yourself with trifi.es, idle details, when you should be 

f 'ving the whole of your attention to the condition of your body. 

ou must prepare your frame to endure the trying heat of the 
Courts. A journey m the Soudan should be undertaken at once.” 

The forensic Telemachus accepted the advice of his Mentor, and 
spent many, many years in the Desert. 

At length he returned, and entered the Royal Courts once again. 
It was now his duty to seat himseK in a kind of pew, into which hot 
air the reverse of fresh was continually being pumped up with 
fearful force. He was almost baked. 

Still he persevered, and, surviving all his fellows, was made a J udge. 

Paht III.— On the Bench ! ! ! 

“ You have done right to ask for leave of absence for three years,” 
said the Sage. 

“ Yes,” replied the newly-elected le^al dignitary, “ I wish to rub 
up my Authorities. In my present position I shouldn’t be — 

“ Hay, nay,” interrupted the old man, placing his hand kindly on 
Ms LordsMp’s shoulder, ‘‘you can leave your law to take care of 
itself. It must be your duty now to visit the Horth Pole, You will 
never be able to keep on the Bench unless you can brave an Arctic 
winter- unless you have braved several Arctic winters.” 

^ The now elderly lawyer bowed acquiescence. His LordsMp imme- 
diately set sail for Greenland, and soon was the discoverer of the 
lowest temperature on the face of the earth. 

It was a wonderful sight to see the Enthusiast on his return braving 
the elements in Ms own Division. The bitterly cold air was forced by 
pumps from morning until night upon the devoted head of the pre- 
siding Judge, The gusts came rushing over the seats and desks of 
the Bar until diverted by the Jury-Box they found a safe and weU- 
curtained goal in Ms LordsMp’s own chair ! 

One day the Sa^ was blown on to the Bench by one of these 
withering blasts. He approached the Enthusiast, and spoke to Mm. 

“ You have done well. ' It was I who told you that the hardiness 
of your body was of far greater importance than the storing of your 
mmd, to succeed at the Bar and on the Bench. You have taken iny 
‘ advice in good part, and now I come to tell you that you are appointed 
[ Inrd. Chancellor of Engiatoi t Let me congratulate you ! ” 

I The held^out Ms hafid^ but there was no response. The En- 
j thusihst, in i^ite of ids traimug, had— to death ! 


NOT BEFOEE IT IS WANTED j 

OR, A PROMISIHa PROSPECTUS. 

The Royal and Impeeial Homeless and Wandeeino Yisitoes 
Hotel Company (Limeced). 

The Directors of tMs unique and magnificently conceived enter- 
prise. undertaken with a view to supplying that now long experi- 
enced Hational want, a suitable palatial residence for Princes and 
Potentates found wandering in search of a fitting domicile about 
the back streets of the Metropolis, have much pleasure in informing 
their intended august Patrons, that their perfeetly-apwinted estab- 
lishment will shortiy open under the direction of a w3l-knowa and 
experienced retired Central-European Monarch, whose distinguished 
services they have had the honour to secure. 

The following (extracted from the Company’s Abridged Prospectus) 
comprise a few of the leading features of the new establishment : — 

The building will stand on a convenient and nnposing site judici- 
ously selected in the immediate vicinity of the Metropolitan 
District Railway Station, St. James’s Park, and within easy 
access of the Aquarium, Westminster Bridge, the House of 
Detention, and the Foreign Office. 

There will be no lettered name or title on the facade of the new 
Hotel, wMch will, with the object of giving rise to a pleasing 
illusion, he specially designed by the arcMtect to resemble as 
far as possible that of a not far distant neighbouring and gener- 
ally unoccupied Royal Palace. 

A trained and certificated Diplomatist, who can speak several Euro- 
pean languages fluently, will be permanently attached to the 
staff of the establishment, and give Ms services gratis. 

A couple of effective Sentry Boxes wul also be placed at the principal 
entrance, and occupied permanently by two of the Compaq’s 
Private Soldiers, who, dressed in the correct uniform of Hee 
Majesty’s Foot Guards, will be efficiently drilled for their 
dufy. 

Gold Sticks in Waiting will attend in the Hall for the pur;Mse of 
receiving Royal and Imperial Yisitors. They will also, if desired 
to do so, precede them to their respective apartments, walking 
backwards np-stairs for a sm^ extra charge. 

The general scheme of the establishment wOl include several public 
Throne and Reading Rooms, a Privy Council Chamber, GMa 
Banquet Hall, and a series of excellent Billiard and Abdication 
Tables by the best makers. 

La order to meet the requirements of august ;^rsonages who desire 
to be surrounded at a reasonable cost with such State accessories as 
are proper to their dignity and position^ the subjoined Tariff of Prices 
has been carefully arranged by the Management, in the hope that it 
■will be found not incompatible with a charge on the most moderate 
civil list 

Tabief. 

Private Royal or Imperial Sitting-Room (per day) . • 5s. to 7s. ^d, 
(^Ditto, ditto, with throne, 2^. 6^?. extra.) 

Ditto Bed-Rnom (exclusive of light) 35. to 6^. 

State Lmperial ditto, with half-tester velvet canopy . %s. 
Double-bedded ditto (suitable for two Emperors) . . 145. 
Breakfast, consisting of Tea or Coffee, with cold Meat, 

broiled Ham, or Eggs . . . 2®. 6^?. 

Ditto, ditto, with full Military Band outside . . . Ss. 

Chop or Steak, with potatoes , Is. 

Ditto, ditto, with Salvos of Artillery at intervals . . la. 

State Dinner of Soup, or JEntries^ Joint, with 

Cheese and Celery . Sa. 6^?. 

Ditto, ditto, including Toast-Master and Musical 

G^race Sa. 

Ditto, ditto, in Drdform, at High Table (if singly) , la. extra. 
Gas Illumination on Exterior of Sitting-Room, accord- 
ing to device (per evening) •.«..« From 2a. to 10a, 6a. 

Cup of Tea . 4c?. 

Ditto, on Throne 0^?* 

Two Lancers to attend Cab or. Carriage to Theatre or 

Reception (for first hour) . la. 

For each succeeding hour 6c?, 

H.B.— Arrangements eonclnded for display of Fireworks in private 
sitthig-room, in commemoration of Accession or Coronation Days, 
according to quantity, and negotiations promptly entered into with 
Provincial Mayors and other distinguished individuals expressing 
their readiness to honour the Company's Royal and, Imperial 
Patrons by their notice. Parties also made up and personally con- 
ducted to visit State Apartments of Royal Palaces (when open to the 
Public), or to inspect and exijlain waxwork effiigies of Royal Family 
at Madame Tussadd’s ExMbition. . , n , . x 

Daily crowd (with cheers), on entering or leaving hotel, by contract. 

Strictest attention paid to the slightest International prejudices. 

An ultimatum always ready on the premises. 
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OVERDOING IT. 

“What? QOiNa already? And in Mackintoshes? Surely you are not going to Walk !*' 

“Oh, dear no I Lord Archibald is going to take us to a dear little Slum he 's found out near the Minories—suoh 

A FEARFUL PLAGE ! FOURTEEN POOR THINGS SLEEPING IN OnE BED, AND NO WlNDOW !— AND THE MACKINTOSHES ARE TO KEEP OUT 

Infection, you know, and hide one ’s Diamonds, and all that ! ’’ 


„ A THING OF BEAUTY. 

A THING* of beauty ! Sophist bold and cool, 

Dreain, you witn such, preposterous laudation 
Of Mdeojis crime, to blind and to befool 
Once more a sore-distrangbt wrong-beaded nation ? 

It is so easy, needs so little art, 

Only Sk f ajce of brass ^tnd lips unfaltering. 

Thus ERpS'^s champions play their patriot part, 

Grlosing o!er murder and with treason paltering. 

Most noDle, oh, most noble ! Worth all hire 
A myriad dupes may moffer. Seems their guerdon 
"Eot taint with bipod ? .JDpes, conscience never tire 
Of patent sophistry’s perpetual burden ? 

A thing of beauty ! . Sycorax’s son . . 

Rose-wreathed and lily-garlanded I Delightful ! 

Sweet innocent, so full of gentle fun, 

Not savage, neyer mnrderops, scarcely spiteful! 
Scowling— he sometimes scowls—in pretty play, , 
Miming— when maim he mnst-rwith purest motive, 
Slaying — ^for sometimes he’s constrained to slay — 

In spqrtfulness, or as an offering votive 
At Patriotic’s altar. Taint of crime 
He knows not any more than touch of passion, 

A gentle ghoul of patience puite sublime, 

Blameless as beautiful, and quite the fashion 1 
Cipwn him mth wreath Arcadian, set the crook, 

Within Ms clutch. G-reat Heaven ! it sounds sardonic 1 
In memory of tiie past ’tis hard to brook 


Of y<rar ghoul’s holocaimt of blameless lives, 
:K<»e-'WTeaths Mde not the awfnl retrospection, 
(kbwn {JS^s&e^ji'with MHeSy if you Hke, 

And hail the ruthless monstea; as a brother. 


Gold for good words ! That bargain you may strike, 
And truly, “ one good. turn deserves another.” 

But think not chiU efEronterv will deceive 
True hearts or History. Casuist cold and sinister, 
Spite of all word-adornments you may weave. 

Your god’s a Monster, you its worthy Minister ! 


NIGHTCAPS AND DREAMS. 

Dear Misthee Poonch, 

A! a’m hale and hearty, mon, thoo I ’ll see ma Eighty^first 

J ear, coom next Easther. A’ a’m oop for t’ Cattle Shoo wi’ loong 
OHN, Misther Nicklebx’s Godsoon. We alUs ca’s he Yoong John, 
thoo he ha’ yoong Johns o’ his oon na’. I see a docthor chap ha’ been 
a-writin’ to .t’ papers aboot ‘ ‘night-caps and dreams.” Let ’nn tak’ t’ 
reeght soort o’ neeght-cap, and he ’ll ha’ nowt but pleasant dreams. 
Soom owdbroon branny and hot watther, andnae t’ much o’ t’ watther, 
ha’ been ma’ neeght-ca;^ fur t’ last saxty year, and a’ t’ docthors in t’ 
world weant better it, I teU ’ee. Ypnr obedient Servant, 

Tavistock Hotel, Covent Garden. John Browdie. 

SIX YEARS IN A HOUSE-BOAT. 

“ See ears in a House-Boat ” ? Rather six eyes and six hands, or 
sixty eyes and sixty hands, in a House-Boat, judging from the 
amount seen and chronicled for the benefit of lovers of the Thames. 
If you doubt what we say, go to the Old Bond Street Galleries, and 
judge for yourselves. There in the depth of winter you may take 
the cheapest possible trip up the Thames, and linger as long as you 
Hke amid its choicest scenery. Why, by the way, does the accom- 
pHshed Artist call himself Eeeley Halswelle. when he avowedly 
spent such a long time in a boat without a Keel r TMs is probably 
his little joke. No matter. “ Halswelle that ends weU ; ” and very 
few Thames trips have ended so well as the one that everyone can 
now enjoy at their leisure in Bond Street. 
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THE SECRET OF DEADMAN’S: [TERRACE. 

{A Sanitary Ckristmis Story,) 





Cbdapteb I. 

^ y five UEoleSil 41 shall never 

fl I know what made me do it, hnt 

m ^ ^ determined to get rid of them. 

Ilm '^Tes ; there were five of themi 

A /t\ \ taken respectively, 

y\ / / ^ // J hntwithont much success, to the 

Army, the Navy, the Church, 
^ Medical Pro- 

u fession, and were, Heaven Hess 

iL r [^i_f them ! so much alike, that, but 

^or the outward garb of their 
^ if/ respective caUing, I could 
MJ scarcely have distiaguished one 

other. 

ij ^ recall them now, as they 

^ stand before me in a row, — ^five 

’ hearty, good-temper- 

^ singularly confiding old 

jn# bachelors as you could wim to 

see. They had never done me 
any wrong. True,-yon the occa- 
jF ^r^A sion of my christening they had, 
^ between&em,s:ivenmeaplated 

-g ~ fork, knife, and spoon of an 

inferior quality; but, as years 

had rolled on, I had forgotten,— indeed, I had almost forgiven this, 
What was it then ? Impulse ? Perhaps. Or was it that they 
stood remotely between me and the enjoyment of £6 13^. per a nn u m ? 
Again — perhaps ? But who can tell ? Enough that something 
seemed to say to me, “Before the first of January next your 
Uncles must disappear.” 

* Christmas was near at hand, and I quickly decided on my course. 
I had recently been reading in a penny illustrated paper an admirablj 
written life of one of the elder Borgias. It fascinated me on this 
gloomy December evening, and I resolved on action. Scarcely con- 
scious of what I did, I walked to the nearest Chemist, and asked 
mechanically for a pound-and-a-half of the best arsenic. 

There was a faint adimmer in the shop, and the proprietor eyed 
me curiously. ^ Then he got out a large pair of scales. 

“You require this for rats, I presume?” he asked, smiling hy 
mere force of habit, as he shoveBea about the deadly drug. 

I started for an instant, hut I soon coILeoted myself. 

“ Yes— for rats,” Xrdoined* quietly; “ I have five coming to dine 
with me on Chrmtmas Day,i” ',.r , - 

I was thinking of my Uncles, and spoke absently,— but my inter- 


sms 


rogator paused. Something I^iad said had evidently interested hirn. 
He stole softly round the coimter, and led me to the door. 

We were standing 

in the thickening fog ^ 

now, and he had 

taken me kindly hy Vj 

the hand. 

“There he land 
mts ^^^d family 

a ^eet husky voice, 

“ and yon donMess 

would get rid of ^ 

them. But you are 
young, ah I too, too 

yoxmg^ for a Coro- y * 

ner’s iag.uest; and ||l 

arsenic is but poor 
stufi nowadays. 

Take the advice of r— I 
an old man who, in 

his time, has^ not ^ 

1^6613. ixuf 

with the working 

of the local Burial 

ULub, Try something surer.” 

“ But wnat ? ” I gasped, my bright little Christmas fancy seeming 
to fade, as I spoke, in the stifling winter gloom. 

He laughed bitterly, “ You ask «?Aai,” he echoed, “when the 
water company, the milkman, the tinned provision merchant, and. 
deadliest of all, the modem builder, conspire to defraud the poor old 
toiling but honest dispenser of simple poisons of his hard-earned 
pittance ? Ha! ha! ha! you are indeed young ! ” Then the door closed, 
—but not till three hoarsely-whispered words had reached my ear. 

The words were these “ Try J)eadman’$ Terraee.^^ 

Chaptee II. 

I lost no time. At nine o’clock the next morning I had seen the 
Agent. At ten I had taken No. 13, Deadman’s Terrace, on a three 
years’ agreement. My furniture went in the same afternoon, and 
by the evening’s country post 1 despatched the five letters of invita- 
tion to my five Uncles. 

Was I mad? No. Was J sanguine? Yes. For eversrfching 
promised success. I noticed that there was straw kid down the 
road as far as the eye could reach either way,— that there was a 
hatchment, too, on every other house. My spirits rose. 






A PRACTICAL VIEW. 

First PansUon&i' [to receivtly^ammUed 3£inister). Verka gled to fall in wi’ ye, Sir, an* mak’ yer acquaintance ! I Hinna 

BEEN AT THE KiRH SYNE YE GAM, AS I WIS IN RoSS-SHIRE.’* 

Parson* “ Well, I am very pleased to meet you. You may have heard whether my Serm ’* 

Parishioner, “ Oh, a* the Fowk are greatly taken wi’ yer Menners an* Appearance, yer attention to the Puir Bodies 
0* THE Parish, yer visitin* the Sick, an’ ^wha cares for Preachin’ I ” 


OBnt let me recall the situation. First, the house— my house, the the heU, then another, Quicklyfollowed by three more. My Uncles were 
oae I had taken. It comes back to me now as in the first moment I here at last! In a few minutes the whole five of them had arrived, 
entered it. I can almost feel the icy chill that struck into my very “ ‘Well, Jack, my boy,” they all said, in turn, in their honest, 
marrow :from the dripping dampness of the walls ; the staggering cheery manner as I showed them to their respective rooms, you 
faintness with'whieh I mounted to the drawing-room floor, overcome seem to have a rare snug berth of a house here. I mean to enjoy 

by the appalling odour that pervaded myself, for I never felt so well in my life ! ^ 

> eveiy nook and comer of the premises. As I shut them into their various mephitic hut cosily furnished 

, My Solicitor was with me at the time, cells, with their cans of hot water to dress for dioner, I smiled 

^ I can see him, in that far past dis- quietly. Then taking a dose of fever mixture myself, as a mere 

^ tinctly, reeling backwards in a fit, precaution, I awaited them on the drawing-room mg. They came 

and home away delirious, never to down at length, and I saw at a glance that the advice oi my good kind 

‘ recover, to the nearest hospital. ^ old friend, the criminal chemist, had been sound. As they entered 

Other pleasing recoEections flit the room, I noticed the marvellous effect that even this short stay 
through my brain. There is tiie care- under roof had already produced on them. Their hale look wi “ 
taker, paUid, hut supported against gone. On the announcement of dinner they staggered rather tha 
^ the death-dealing miasma of the base- walked to the door. I had taken the arm of my imlitary Uncle, 

ment by gin and habit. I can hear her * ‘ You are not well ? ” I said, carelessly. 

voice as sne'gives me grim details of my “1^'othing, my hoy,” was his prompt, soldierlike reply j “buttl 

own and the surrounding property. 

^ ‘ ‘ Where all this here terrace stands, 

they do say, Sir, was a fever-swamp 
' as had aU the ruhhage of the neigh- 
hourhood throwed into it for years, 
and there wasn’t a house of the whole 
^ seventy-two of ’em that use’n’t to 

have three funerals a quarter when 
they first started. Some says there ’s something wrong with the 
’ouses stiB, but, bless you, I don’t believe it ; for they was, the whole 
lot of ’em,^ run up in three months— nice green wood put into ’em, 
too, —and it can’t oe drains,— as, for matter o’ that, none of them, to 

my certain knowledge ’as got any at all.” , # 

mwas Hew Tear’s Eye, and I was moved by the generous spirit of room seems whirling, and— hang it I— I ’ye not felt tiiis sort of se: 
Ife.liow. Irem-ranber givihg the good soul hali-a-erown, and goingto sation iumy head since I was Mown up in tile magazine at Fuzzypore 
; .Mf atu%tinasibate oMeasant^ feverish, hut hopeful excitement. The Xt was clear that Deadman^s Terrace had legun its worh ! 
l^ur was near. I haa not long to wait. Presently came aloud ring at ' [To he continued,) 


ralked to the door. I had taken the arm oi my military U ncie. ! 

“ You are not well ? ” I said, carelessly. 

“ nothing, my hoy,” was his prompt, soldierlike reply j “but the 





room seems whirling, and— hang it I— I ?ye not felt this sort of sen- 
sation inmy head since I was Mown up in tile magazine at Fuzzypore.” 
It was clear that BeadmarHs Terrace had legun its work ! 

' [To he continued,) 
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A TOYBY LOT. 

Truths Exhibition of 
Cbristmas Toys for the 
Children in the various 
London Hospitals and 
Workhouses is open on the 
19th and 20th. How de- 
Ughted Old Caleb Plummer 
would have been to have 
assisted in turning out 
some of these, and to have 
sung with the Peri, adapted 
to the peri-od, “Toy! Toy! 
my task is done ! ” Only 
Dollies with wooden heads 
and sawdust hearts could 
refuse to assist this^ excel- 
lent Christmas Christian’s 
work which brings j oy to so 
many a “ little one in.” 

We trust that there will 
not be one such uncanny 
puppet among them as 
would have leased that 
old grim-guffinjTACKLETOK. 
Of course, being started by 
Truth, it is no secret that 
the show was originated 
by Mr. Labouchebe, M.P., 
and this distich might be 
placed over the entrance — 

“ The work is Labby’s 
~ To please the babbies.” ' 

And “ Truth to teH,” Mr, 
Punch wishes it the great- 
est possible success. 

“ Lavvy,” says Mrs. 
Ramsbotbcak, “I like our 
menu, which means bill of 
fare, you know, to be in 
English; but there’s one 
exception: ‘Larks’ seems 
to me such a vulgur word, 
and so I always put them 
in as ‘ allumettes? ” 

Feom ajs- Lsttelligeitt 
COBEESPOJ rDEH-T. Sir, Is 
the Ban of Croatia in any 
way connected with the 
“ Curse of Eehama ? ” 


PUNCHES FANCY PORTRAITS.-No. 167. 



HOHMAH LOCKTER, P.E.S., 

Illuminating the Sun. 


AH ANSWER PLAIN 
AND SIMPLE. 

“Last week in your 
Fancy Portrait,” write 
several Artistic Correspon- 
dents, “you called Mr. 

He-rbeb t Hee- 
KOMEE, R.A. First, he 
; isn’t ‘ BtEEBEET ’ but ‘ Hu- 
BEET ’ ; and, secondly, he 
is not ‘R.A.’ but ‘ A.R.A.’ ” 
Gentlemen I Gentlemen ! 
wasn’t it a Fancy Portrait ? 
And if Mr. Heebeet (we 
like “ Heebeet ” better 
than “Htjbeet,” and so 
did the Printer) Heeeohee 
is not all our fancy painted 
him, why grumble ? If he 
doesn’t ‘ ‘ jckicy himself ” — 
rather— as R.A., well, we 
did, and we wish he may 
get it,— as no doubt he will. 
What ’s the good of a fancy 
portrait if it is to be a 
plain matter-of-fact resem- 
blance ? Why, it might as 
weR be like its original at 
once, and we all know from 
the sworn evidence of the 
Royal Academical Experts 
that the merit of mere like- 
ness does not give a portrait 
its artistic value. “ Go to ! 
Go to 1 Shaespeaee. 


FOE THE NEW C5ITY 
DIEECTOET. 

Accountant, — One who 
never accounts. 

Cotton Broker, — One 
who breaks. 

The Poet-Laureate to be 
a Peer. He should be 
something more than a 
Baron. His own wishes 
are expressed in one of 
his best-known poems, “ If 
you’re waking — call me 
Early,” 


ON THE NEW TJNDERGKOTJND. 

Give me a ticket, please, which win enable me to get out at the 
Reformers’ Oak in Hyde Park. 

Do we reaUy travel underneath the Serpentine ? How fortunate 
that I provided myself with a waterproof before starting. 

I suppose that it is because the line passes somewhere near Buck- 
ingham Palace that the explosion occurred last evening which 
knocked out aU my front teeth and spoilt a new pair of trousers. 

Is it true that all the omnibus conductors between Westminster, 
Charing Cross, and Regent Circus, have joined the Invincible Organi- 
sation, owing to being thrown out of employment by the competition 
of the new line ? 

As no ventilators of any kind whatever are allowed on this railway, 
perhaps the Company will provide suitable mortuaries at Edgeware 
Road and Westminster Stations for the reception of asphyxiated 
passengers. 

Did you say that the sound of Ministers, engaged in heated argu- 
ment, could be distinctly heard when the train comes to a standstill 
under Downing Street ? 

No, because since the cask of dynamite was discovered hidden in 
the funnel of an engine worked by a Fenian driver, all traflc has 
been suspended on the days when Cabinet Councils are held. 

pear me ! Who was it— Mr. Howaeb Yincent, I fancy— who 
said that London was the safest capital in Europe ? 

How pleasant, after aU, it is to know that all the little ragamuffins 
from^ Chapel Stieeti Edgeware Road, are now able to take tickets 
to Birdcage Walk Station, and play about the Mall all day, after 
assisting at the Trooping oi the Colours in the morning I 


Oh, Guard ! I am afraid I must really have taken the wrong 
train, as I have booked for Hammersmith, and yet here I am at 
midnight landed, in a dense fog, on a damp grass-plot, in the very 
middle of the Green Park! 


“ When Found,” &c.— The Times Reviewer, in his second notice 
of the Life of Lord Lytton, says of him in his early working days, 
when making £500 a-year and spending £3000, “ Almost an unknown 
man, and generally detested by the Critics, he had to meet the deficit 
by indefatigable toil.” We draw attention to the words which we 
have placed in italics for the infonnation of those who foRow without 
inquiry tbe opinions of self-constituted professional leaders of public 
taste. “ Pelham brought him into fame, though the manuscript had 
been rejected by the pubRsher’s reader.” An old^ story ; but on the 
o^er hand, to how many would-be Authors has rejection by the pub- 
lisher’s reader been a boon ? The Reader — ^the one soRtary reader 
whom these mute inglorious Thackerays and Dickenses, these nipped- 
in-the-bud nov^sts, have had— is a pubRc benefactor. We doubt 
if we should have heard of Mr. Anstey^ Guthbxe’s, or Gtjthm 
Anstey’s, Vice Versa, but for a very judicious and discriminating 
Reader. But that any Author, once started, should have to fight 
against the “ general detestation of critics,” says much for the suc- 
cessful Author, and much against the Critics. 


Mes. Ramsbotham teRs us her youngest Nephew has just become 
a Midshipman in the Royal Navy, and she has given him one of the 
best Aromatic Telescopes that could be bought for money. 
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{By Funchiiis N'aso.) 

GA]S"T(3 Y.— BpJess, 

Dress ! Splieric vord with cjrclic meaning fraught ! 
YThole imiTeTse of fancy, passion, thought, 



Closed in live letters I YCliut, of all that moves 
The female breast, from teas to tragic loves, 

Moves it so solely, with such conciuering stress. 

As to crowd out emotions born of Dress ? 

PmfCHnrs, his task the course of love to trace, 

Perchance should have apportioned the first place — 

Not the Pifth Canto— and his freshest fire, 

To the soul-searching subject of Attire ! 

Woman’s infirmity, alone supreme 
And self-su^oing, boundary of aU dream, 

Aind all desire, circuit beyond whose scope 
FHes fancy never, never nutters hope. 

Love seenis its mere dependent. Yet the tie 

’Twixt them is close and strong. To lure Love’s eye 

Yestureless Yenus vaunts a lesser charm 

Than she whom Form” and Fashion jointly arm 

For wider conquest, Y oung Yaijessa knows 

The power of Form ” as weU as she who rose 

Fair from the Paphian foam-wreaths, “ Form ” displayed 

Not less bewitohingly because arrayed 

Bv Fashion, not by Neptune. It were odd 

If deftest slnll of the old briny god, 

With snowy spray and sea-wra& only aided, 

Revealed so deftly, so discreetly shaded, 

As the joint wisdom and united skill 
Oi Modistes and Mammas, equipped at will 
With all that Mode and Mammon furnish forth, 

The wealth of Babylon, the wit of Worth, 

The typic fig-leaf aptly to adjust 
To varying exigence of zone and bnst. 

Tanessa, matron-coached, has an idea 
That she could ^ve long odds to Cytherea 
In roseate revealings, and romp in 
An easy winner. How to best begin. 

How most adroitly finish— problem this ** 

Young jockeys and coy ingenues may miss. 

Not AncfHm or Yajsessa. 

But a pout 

Wreathes with the shadow of a wistful doubt 
Those soft, uncalculatiag, free-arched lips, 

Not yet in love mth scorn or cynic g^uips. 

Well, willow- waisted Dbace, yonr dainty guise 
Is innocently aimed at manly eyes ! 

! You blush, bending the briar-spray down 
O’er the white forehead wmeh affects to frown. 

Why not f ’Tis seldom men sincerely scorn 
The Art whose aim is Nature to adorn 
In Nature^s highest shape; Though Satire gird 
With p^ or peheil at a ywoife absurd, 

Bafibe* would reel the funniest of shocfcs 
^otild Satire’s wife abjure the mode he mocks, 

And earn the dreaded name of Dowdy ! Clime 
Compels convention. Ours no golden prime 
Of life Arcadian. To the critic eye 
AU human vesture seems.-absurdity, . , 

Most comic of necessities. But men 

not ^ TEiJitoimc^KHS; . Attack them then 
Wot arms j£e JPlfSSE^faeEhiohis to 'ybuB^rese., 


But not abolish. Dress is the supreme 
Philistinism of onr sphere ; no dream 
Of rational revolution or revolt. 

No wit-winged flight of Ridicule’s''swift holt, 

Can move our soft assailants. Dullard man 
Abides the siege, hut fathoms not the plan. 

The witchery of fine folds and artful dyes 
He ’ll credit, clever Clelia, to your eyes ; 

The tasteful cincture of the trim-laced zone. 

Lithe Ltjcy, is a charm he ’ll deem your own ; 

The swell and sweep of drapery ordered well 
He ’ll blend with you, majestic Isabel ; 

The snowy gh*th of taper wrist and throat, 

The lace that flutters, and the plumes that fioat, 

0 dainty (xEA.ce, he ’ll think seraphic things, 
Inseparable from you as gowns and wings 
From the ideal angels of onr songs, 

“Form’s” fitting vesture to the soul belongs, 

In common apprehension. Who so keen 
As to appraise the spell of glow and sheen 
Apart fi-om silk-clad sorceress, siren trim. 

Whose every contour soft and slender limb 
Radiates robe- charmed brightness ? Cupid knows 
The witchery of tense glove and tastefulhose. 

Hear what the genial god confides to Punchy 
O’er “ Boy ” and bivalves, at a Fleet Street lunch I 

CXTPID. 

“ Beauty when unadorned adorned the most ” ! 

Oh, prettiest of Parnassian commonplaces ! 

The tn-forked Mount, for all its valiant boast 
Of free ideals and unfettered graces, 

Is as convention-bound — in most things — still, 

As Primrose HRl. 

Pygmalion to-day might compromise 
With vesture ere he vitalised his statue. 

Picture pure Galatea^ s gentle eyes 
Arch o’er a Mayfair fan-arch’ beamiim at you I 
No Cyprian studio yours for sculpture Phidian, 

Or song Ovidian ! 

Is'Art a grey Tithonus lagging slow 
After the dying footsteps of the Morning ? 

So twitterers teU us. But the roseate glow 
Of clouds, the pomp of fiowers make sweet “ adorning,’ 
Which scarcely mars the beauty of Aurora, 

The charm of Flora. 

Beauty in beauty robed, though less^divine 
Than in pure self-sufficingness, best fitteth 
Our less than Golden Age. The hyaline. 

O’er which storm-wrack or snow-cloud never flitteth, 
May canopy the rohe-unaided Charis 
The free-limbed Paris ; 

But could tbe charm-appraising shepherd-boy 
Judge at a modern Beauty-Show, he ’d grapple 
With the idea of “ Dress as a Decoy,” 

Aud, I will wager, not withhold the apple 
Because Za Mode arrays your Mayfair goddesses 
In ball-room bodices I 

So Cupid, sweetings, on the mighty theme. 

What subtler sense through his soft praise may gleam 
’Tis yours to measure. That the Paphian fire 
Is quickened and not quenched by deft attire 
He owneth. 

Yet be wise ; cross not the gods 
By inharmonious freaks with Taste at odds. 

A flamboyant j or a dowdy turn 

Of skirt or scarf, may dim the Hghts that burn 
In eyes late worshipping ; a tender twist 
Of tendril hair, a curve of slender wrist, 

Lace-girt or golden-circled, may avail 
To re-illumine fiames that faint or fail. 

Fitness, not fashion, is the conquering lure, 

Eros to win and suitors to secure.” 

But there ’s a subtler art— oh, study this! — 

’Tis blending both ia one fine synthesis ! 

Fitness on fashion moulds, and fashion bends 
To the behests of fitness to such ends 
As subhmate Ze Follet into ^arm, 

Making of Beauty’s bonds a keener arm, 

And half redeem us from the stem duresse 
Of that opprobrium of Iffie Humah-vBress! 


THE MODERN ARS AMANDI. 


Cbacker Doom. — T- o be pulled af Christmas* 


• CtombtttwM, wkether M§, Piinted Matte, or Drawiago. bo roturaed. an)... acoompMu 
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THE SPEAKER. 

(A JSandhook to Ready-made Oratory,) 

PaET IX. — ^LiTEHA-TUBE AjSTD JoUBNALISjir. 

In the days gone by, at the fag-end of a toast-list at a Parmer’s 
Dinner, “the Gentlemen of the Press” used to he giycn with a 
brevity attributable to the Chairman’s exhaustion. That exhaustion 
had been caused by numberless “ healths ” of far greater importance 
than the welfare of those claiming to be Members of the Fourth 
Estate. The acknowledgment was usually entrusted to a lad of 
eighteen or thereabouts, who addressed, in impassioned accents, an 
audience of wine-weary sleepers. But nowadays all this is changed, 
and “ The Press,” when it figures either in a proposal or a response, 
nearly invariably is provocative of the highest nights of elo(iuence. 
And untn recently, mis special recognition of Journalism was the 
only acknowledgment, from a toast-master’s pomt of view, that 
such a thing as Literature was in existence. Again nowadays this 
is changed, and “ the Pen ” is nearly as popular after dinner as “ the 
Sword.” 

However, when all is said and done, the toast is new, and conse- 
(luently it may be as weB to jot down a few suggestions calculated 
to assist the proposer of “ Literature” in acquitting himself credit- 
ably. Here follows then— 

Facts to be Bejmjembebed by the Chaiipiqns op tee Pen. 

1. That the Q,ueen has published Stray Leases from a Diary, 

2. That Lord Wolselet wrote The Soldier's TocheUlooh, 

3. That Lords Macaulay and Lytton both scribbled a httle. 

4. That the Earl of Beaconseield got £1,000 (more or less) for 
Endymion, 

5. That the Author of Locksley Kall^ and other Poe^ns^ is about 
to be made a Peer. 

6. And, lastly, above aU and before all, that Literature pays, now- 
adays, nearly as well as cheesemongering. 

This, of course, is taking a very material view of the subject. 
There is an alternative tone that can be adopted, the more especially 
that recently the tone in question has become very fashionable. The 
prevailing idea by those who accept this last view of the subject is 
that there is a hidden meaning in everything, which is either beneath 
or above comprehension. Thus there is something grandly sugges- 
tive about a gridiron. The fact that the homely article is used for 
cooking mutton-chops or beef-steaks is a mere uninteresting detail— 
it must be regarded as a peer to a sunset or a snow-covered moun- 
tain. Again, if a Theatrical Manager produces a successful play, and 
in consequence is able to announce on placards that “the StaUs are 
full,” and that there is “only standing-room in the Pit,” the mere 
commercial value of the venture must be ignored the while the enter- 
prising entrepreneur is lauded to the skies for his “ love of the beau- 
tiful,” and his “ deep earnest feeling for the welfare of Art.” To 
make this plainer, it \ml be as well to give an illustration, .^d, as 
the subject is very often connected with the Drama, a dramatic form 
is the most convenient in which that illustration can be presented. 
To work, then : — 

Scene— -/I Eatiquet, Time— When the sweets of the confectioner 
have given place to the sugar of the after-dinner orator. The 
tenth toast on the list has been proposed, honoured, and received 
a response, A young old man, xoith an effeminate air and a 
silk shirt-fro7xt, rises to introduce “iVb. 11” the garrulous 
revellers, PCe wears a pince-nez, and speaks with the soupcon of 
a lisp. PCe is received with considerable applause on being recog- 
nised as Mr. Eosetti Twaddle, the eminent Critic, 

Mr, Posetti Twaddle {deferentially). Tour Boyal Highness — 
{graciously) — my Lords and — {abruptly) — Gentlemen. I have under- 
taken a somewhat difficult task this eveni^. But I do not dread 
the responsibility, as every task must be dimoult if performed in an 
entirely earnest spirit. (“ JELear, hear I wish to be entirely and 
wholly in earnest, for I take it that the highest aims of the man of 
culture are as the half-forgotten whispering of the Autumn leaves, 
unless approached with all the rugged force of an equatorial whirl- 
pool. {Applause,) AU things that are wholly true must be of 
necessity completely lovable. {^^ Sear, hear!'') And as this 
is indeed the case, pens, ink, and paper, when the means of 
suggesting noble thoughts at once assume the exquisite grandeur of 
aU that is most true, and consequently most admirable, in Hature, 
which is another name for Art. iDoud cheers,) The soldier of the 
pen should be inspired by a subtle influence, and it is this subtle 
influence— so strange in its ramifications, so whoUy comforting in 
its suggestions— that I ask you to toast even as omr ancestors crushed 
cups in their armour to the fairest ladies of their knightly choice. 
(“ Hear, hear ! ”) For, indeed, this subtle influence is a beautiful 
mistress— pure as alUy, as grand as an earthquake. {Cheers,) It 
was this gentle mistress that inspired Hohee, Chaucer, or, to come 
to modern times, Master William Shakspeaee. (‘ ‘ Hear, hear ! ") 
And it is this subtle infiuenoe, this gentle, this beautiful mistress, 


who has inspired our dear friend Tompkins Brown, the lessee of the 
Theatre Hqyal Parthenon. {Prolonged cheering.) I am glad 
you agree with me, for I take this consent as a sign of your entirely 
permct intelligence. {Penewed applause,) It happened that I was 
^ the theatre of our respected friend— respected, because he is the 
mgh Priest of Art— only a few nights ago. I had been in 
bis private room, and had been discussing a poor play of my own. 

(‘ Ho, no I ") Yes, poor, because it contained but a few thousand i 
lines of mdifferent verse. (“ Ho, no / ”) You are completely kind I 
{Cheers), And when we had come to the only right, the only pos- 
sible conclusion, that mere Money was not to be weighed for an 
instant in the scales with Art — near, hear I ”) — and the considera- 
tion of the date for the production of my little fancy had been tem- 
porarily postponed, Tompkins Brown inyited me to “come in 
front” to see his latest contribution to the civilisation of the nine- 
teenth century. {Cheers.) I obeyed, and never sh^ 1 forget what 
I then saw. I was in fairyland. There were scores of beau- 
tiful figures draped in gold and silver tissue floating through 
an atmosphere of the most delicately tinted gems. But I did 
not look at the scene. My attention was riveted on the chief 
Actor, who, wearing a white tunic with red spots, and a peculiar 
head-dress (handed down to us from mediseval times) with three 
thin upright plumes, was gazing at the wholly beautiful beings 
revolving around him, with intense earnestness. The face of the 
chief Actor was an epic. {Cheers,) His soul shone through 
the white paint on his nose, the red triangular spots on Ms 
cheeks and forehead. {Cheex's.) His look of mingled wonder 
and admiration brought the tears to my eyes. (‘* Hear, hear ! ”) A 
smfie of marvellous simplicity spread over Ms prominent eyes, Ms 
I artificially-widened mouth, like the shadow of a summer-cloud 
sailing over^ a corn-field. There was an exquisite pathos in his 
wonder, an infinite tenderness in Ms admiration. {Cheers,) That 
smile recalled Swiss cataracts, Italian ruins, the glories of Rome, the 
broken marbles of ancient Greece. {Penewed applause,) I mur- 
mured, “ Enter boldly, for here, too, there are Gods ! ” {Frantic 
cheering,) I felt that I was watching a great Actor. {^^ Hear, 
hear!") Then he turned round, and, with admirable earnestness, 
knocked down the scoffing figure of his companion, an ancient Pan- 
taloon. (Cheers,) That blow was a revelation. In it I ticaeed a 
career wholly devoted to Art. {Penewed applause.) And what 
caused me to see so much? I will tell you. It was that subtle 
influence to wMch I have aUnded— that subtle influence wMch guides 
the pen of the wholly honest critic, wMch opens the eyes of culture, 
and is yet as nought to the yokel and the Philistine. TMs subtle 
influence is the life of literature, the soul of .eritieism. And tMs 
subtle infiuenoe is what I ask you to toast. It is the life-blood of 
the pen and the bone, tissues and nerves of the pencil. {^^ Hear, 
hear ! ") I give you, then, from the very bottom of my heart, and 
with entire confidence in its reception, the revelation of to-day and 
the great master of to-morrow. Li a word, I give you Crush ! 

lE7iormous enthusiasin, during which the speaker resumes his seat, 

**' 

So much for the proposal. As for the reply, it is useless to give it. 

If inspired by the proper] spirit, it would be wholly and enfeely— 
unintelligible. ^ jg*. 

Haig-zactly So!— In the very useless^spute' -between’- Mr. 
Cbcarles Haig, wine-merchant, and the Rev. Dawson Burns; ‘D.D., 
as to Liquor Trade and Christianity, it certainly seems to us that 
the wine-merchant has six-to-four the best of it in argument. 
Among other things, he said that the “ sobriety of the Jews was not 
due to their reliMous regulations nor to their exclusiveness ; ” and 
he stated that at Passover-time, publicans in the East-end of London 
‘‘ put up a Hebrew word in their windows signifying that they have 
on tap a particular puncheon of rum wMch has been passed by the 
Rabbi.” How tMs is a bit indefinite. Had the worthy Rabbi 
“ passed the puncheon ” as he would among convives have “passed 
the bottle,” or had he neglected it and passed over it, or passed by it^ 
or examined it and then, because it “ answered,” given it a pass ? 
The last, we suppose, is the correct version. We were not aware that 
there were Jew publicans ; but, being reminded of the ancient riddle 
wMoh might have had its origin in Palestine, it is evidently quite in. 
the fitness of things that the publicans should be one of the He-brews. 
The idea of anyone of the name of Burns going in for total absti- 


roarin’ boy” of that ilk were he still in the “land of cakes” and 
ale, while as to Mr. Haig, the sound of his name recalls the one 
ffiace where to drink water is an impossibility, and the absorption of 
Hollands a necessity. See Murray's Guide as to the Hague and the 
quality of the water in the Low Countries. When we went there 
we followed the guide-book’s advice, wMch was similar to Bailey 's, 
at Mrs, Todgers's--^^ Don't touch none of it;” and, as may be 
imagined, we had a very Murray time of it. Hoop! Mynheer 
Boompjes I 
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THE EAMILY GHOST. 

{A Christmas Carol. Am — The Mistletoe Bough.'') 

At tlie Old Manor House and ancestral Hall, 

"Where the ivy climbs oyer the gable-end wall, 

A Eookery lends the domain a charm, 

And the rats and the mice within-door swarm ; 
And, time out of mind, as the talk hath been, 

There ’s a spectral Thing to be heard and seen. 

0, the Family Grhost ! 

0, the Family Grhost ! 

A sound, as it were, of a rustling train. 

That sweeps into the chambers, and out again. 

And anon there appeareth an ancient Dame, 

Like a figure stept out of a picture-frame, 

In a stomacher, frill, and farthingale,^ 

And her eyes glimmer through an antique lace-veil. 
0, the Family Ohost ! 

0, the Family Ghost ! 

There ^s a room where the Ghost is given to keep 
So in that one apartment that none dare sleep. 

Ho man-servant, maid-servant, girl, or groom, 

"Will adventure a night in the Haunted Room. 
Should the Host any Stranger away there stow, 

The Ghost of the Family lets him know. 

0, the Family Ghost ! 

0, the.Family Ghost ! 

A something in sooth it may be to boast, 

That a fellow hath gotten a Family Ghost, 

For a Family Ghost to a Family Hame 
Is a sort of appurtenance much the same 
As a coat-of-arms, or a Family Tree ; 

Ho such Ghost but for persons of pedigree. 

0, the Family Gnost ! 

0, the Family Ghost ! 

In your stuccoed YiUas it scorns to dwell ; 

Stands only the hold of your high-born Swell. 

It disdains to appear— having too much pride — 

To the family circle at Christmastide, 

"Where, if ghost-stories then be butltrulyHold, 

It could, an it listed, a tale unfold. 

Ojf.the Family Ghost ! 

0,,the Family Ghost ! 


WHAT NEXT? 

Viscount Foozle (tenth transmitter of a foolish face) to Earl Boozle (fifteenth ditto). 
HEA.H THAT FOET FeLLAH— Me. WhATSHISNAME— IS GOINU TO BECOME Cm 
OP UsI** 


Theee is no truth in the report that, in view of his 
exalted lineage, Baron Tennyson will adopt as his new 
motto, ‘‘ Kind hearts are more than coronets, and simple 
faith than Herman blood.** These trifl.es are left for the 
consideration of Lady Claea Yeeb de Yeee. 


AN EXAMPLE AND A PUZZLE. 

Miss Maey Andeeson is an ornament, and a very beautiful orna- 
ment, to her Profession. An eminent Financialist (says Truth) asked 
her, through Mr. Mitchell, what her terms would be to come to his 
house, dine, and amuse his guests afterwards. To which she replied, 
that she was not on hire for dining or evening party purposes. We 
hear, also, that she did something better even Ihan tins, of which it 
is not our metier to speak more plainly. 

But what a contrast between the conduct of La helle Americaine 
and^ that of the French ai'tistes who honour us with their presence 
during the Season ! Of ^ course^ our English Actresses never do the 
drawing-room show business with dinner included, refreshments and 
supper thrown in. Fancy the snubbing that an invitation of this 
sort (sent through Mr. MrrcHELL, or any leading Librarian) would 
receive from Mrs. Kendal if requested to recite Galatea, for example, 
or from Mi^s Ellen TERHYif invited to come out as Beta (or Gamma, 
which was it ?) in ^e Cup I or from Miss Ellen Faeeen iS. asked 
fox La Botcionnaise in costeme, or from Miss EAte Yaughan if 
invited to do three of her inimitable dances after dessert ! What 
a Snob must the host be ! and what a host of Snobs at the party ! 
Yet it used to he done once upon a time, when, as “ the Profession** 
didn*t think quite so much of itself as it does now, it certainly was 
not thought so much of by ** Society.** 

Tempora muian^ur — ^but not to any very great extent. Lady 
Theodom or Mrs. Chahles Kean in their time would have 

^nt the same answer to the snobbish Financialist as Miss Mahy 
ANDiffisOK has done. But how about the Operatic Artistes who are 
wm Actors and Singers ? Why shoidd they take pay for an evening* s 
I drawing-room s^w and not be cons idered as doing anything deroga- 
I to artistio position ? "Why should an Entertainer, who is 

I m every on am equal footmg with the Actor or Operatic 


Singer, take his honorarium for amusing the company after dinner, 
or at an “at home,** without tojuring his position, socially and 
professionally, while the opportunity of making twenty guineas, by 
a recitation or a dramatic monologue in character, is denied to the 
Actor or Actress, without forfeiture of social or professional status ? 
Something wrong here, evidently, — ^but we were not “born to set it 
right.** 


A HEW" PART FOR A BART. 

The blithesome Bart, has in his time tried most things. But till 
reading the following advertisement in the Daily Telegraph, we were 
not aware that he had turned his attention to letting lodgings ; — 

A BAROHET and his Wife will he glad to meet with a Lady (who 
may desire a quiet, comfortable HOME in the Country) to reside with 
them. An invalid or elderly Lady would receive every kindness and atten- 
tion.— Address, &c. 

Here is an opportunity for elderly Ladies to have a real good time. 
Fancy the pleasure of being supported by the hart-ly arm to dinner, 
having tea handed by a real red bart-ly hand, and in listening to 
words of wisdom that fall from the bart-ly lips. This utilisation of 
title is a capital hint, and doubtless Dukes in diflculties, moneyless 
Marquises, and the impecunious aristocracy generally, might make a 
fortune by letting lodgings in this fashion. 


Me. Belt takes the £500, a slice instead of the whole hog for our 
Pyg-malion. Tisn*t much gain, but he is content to put up with a 
certain lawes. “ Non ultima laus est ** — ^is this the last of Lawes ? 


The Aldermen have named Mr. Cobeie Geant, Mr. In-coeei-gible 
Geant. 
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THE SECRET OF DEADMAN’S TERRACE. 

{Our Sanitary Christmas Story — Conchtded.) 





. -c 




Chapter III. 

HE dinner was oyer now, and my five 
Uncles were writhing witli great 
diMcnlty towards their five respec- 
tive rooms. 

Yes, —there was no donbt of it, 
the dinner had been a great snceess I 
Had I deserved my good fortune ? 
I think I had. 

I had determined, as far as it were 

disposal by the accommodating cmdition of the existing &w, that my 
little inaugural banquet should materially assist and supplement, by 
a few swift and deadly strokes,;the surer if slower work that was to 
be accomplished when it was over by my reeking walls and defective 
drainage. It was a modest resolve, and I was not destined to be 
disappointed. _ 




I had arranged the menu withTgreat care, and had selected my 
provisions with considerable tact. The fish, a fine fuU-sized cod, 
was one of the three hundred and 
7 seventy-five that only a few minutes 

after my purchase were seized by the 
" Authorities and ordered to be instantly 

destroyed as a nuisance dangerous alike 
to health and life in the 



immediate vicinity of the 
consignment. With my 
meat I was even more 
happy ! Through the 
spirit 
and 
energy 


i whose enterprise was 'great in supplying the neighbourhood with 
prime but disease I joints that were quite unlit for human food, I 

^It^wa?a^^*dry brand, noted for its richness in sulphuric acid, 
and for the large amount of metallic salts it held m suspension. 
That it was an excellent wine at nineteen shillings a dozen, I knew ; 
and had I required any further proof of its quality, it would have 
been furnished by the three waiters who assisted on the occasion, 
who, dividing a bottle and a half between them in the passage^were 
all buried, with an open verdict, on the following Tuesday. But I 
am digressing. Let me revert to the dinner. . . -i 

Like a true artist, I had not relied solely either on my principal ; 
dishes or even on my wine. I had contrived other and more dainty 
coqueteries de malaise to tempt my imsuspicions ^ests. The I reach 
beans were bright with arsenic, and I helped them lavishly. -Ik® 
custard pudding was made with milk direct from a farm 
its foot-and-mouth disease, and it went round twice. All this hlled 











PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Dboembee 29 , 1883 . 


me vfitli Quiet hope. But my chief piece de rhhtanoe was a dish of 
tinned rabbit. , ^ t ^ 

As a plate of this deadly entree was placed betore each oi my nve 
TTneles, and they began to pronounce it “ excellent,” my heart posi- 
tively beat with excitement. For a moment I was almost scien- 
tihcally interested, like one assisting at some pleasing and novel 
experiment. ^ ^ . , , . • 

For I recalled the celebrated luncheon of the poisoned tarts given 
by Benevenuto Maraffi, Fourth Duke of Milan, to Hildebrand 
THE Ninth and the Doge of Tenice, and remembered how, when the 
latter had taken seventeen in succession, he turned, much to the 
astonishment and amusement of the Venerable Pontiff, a pale orange 
colour. So I watched my Uncles narrowly. 

I had not long to wait. The cheap tinned poison of the American 
iirm soon showed itself more searching and potent than the price- 
less preparations of Tofana.^ 

Yes ; there was no mistaking it I One hy one 7nyfive Uncles turned 
slowly to a deep rich emerald green ! 

My first impulse was to jump on my chair ^d cheer ; hut they 
had risen to their feet, and were asking for a little water, and hy a 
great effort I restrained myself. There was a huge tankard on the 
sideboard, drawn fresh that very afternoon. It contained fifty-seven 
per cent, of organic matter, and was supplied through a freely-furred 
leaden pipe from a cistern I had carefully concealed from the Sani- 
tary Inspector. I could answer for the quality of that water. 

With a cheery “ You ’ll be all right, presently 1 ” I forced a good 
quart of it laughingly on each of them. As I suspected, it did not 
retesh them ; but its efiect was marvellous. 

At first they seemed stunned. Then the other foui* reeled blin^y 
in the direction of my Uncle the Doctor. He had only taken twice 
of the rabbit, and appeared to understand them. He broke silence. 

“I am afraid, my hoy,” he said, sobbing hysterically, “that you 
have treated us too—too handsomely.” 

The others nodded assent, and leaned against each other^for 
support. 

“We are not feeling very well,” he continued, “ and I think, on 
the whole, we would rather go to bed.” 

“The heat of the room?” I asked, in a playful ofiband^manner, 
as I rang for their five candles. 

“ The heat of the room ! that is all ! ” was the muffled and wheez- 
ing reply. 

I cut an involuntary caper, for I Imew the End was near at last. 

In another minute they loere creeping slowly and laboriously up 
the stairs^ to their respective rooms^ on all-fours I 

Chapter IY. 

It was eleven minutes to eleven. So far things had gone well 
beyond my wildest hopes. How did matters stand ? 

I had said to myself, “before the beginning of the new year ! ” 
True, there were but seventy-one minutes leH, yet I felt perfectly 
sanguine as to the result. The last state of debility had been reached 
with an ease that even at this grim hour pleased and interested me. 

But the time had cc«ne/or the house to do its worh ! As I thought 
of this, again my spirits rose, and I made my arrangements for the 
night. 

As a simple precaution gainst the stifling miasma of the premises, 
I had provided myself witih a complete diver’s costume. In this 1 
now arrayed myself. Fitting on ti^tly the glass-ejed helmet, that 
had a moveable india-rubber pipe communicating with the outer air, 
for purposes of ventilation, attached to it, 1 sat down in an easy 
ch^ before the flickering firej and waited the issue of events. 

How well I can recall that little interval of expectant repose I 

I remember smiling to myself inside my diver’s helmet. I was 
t lnnkin g of my five aged relatives upstairs, for, with a spontaneous 
Ghnstmastide irony, I had arranged the nomenclature of their 
five rooms according to the insanitary peculiarities they respectively 
possessed. 

The titles flitted fancifully through my brain. “ The Deadly 
Hoorn,” “ Tne Poisoned Dado Room,” 

The G-as Escape Room,” “ The Frozen Chill Room.” What a merry 
somd they; all had in this, the last night of the good old year ! 

So I smiled, for I was wondering which of the five would be the 
first to do its work. 

Yet, beyond the occasional upsetting of a wardrobe and a distant 


' at a glance, it was my Legal Uncle, in a state of temporary inter- 
mittent delirium. 

“ Ha ! my boy ! ” he said, stumbling towards the table, and mani- 
festing no sign of astonishment at my unusual costume. “We have 
had a rough time of it upstairs— a very rough time—but had— thank 
goodness— time to sign these. We have not forgotten you ! ” 

“ Thanks! ” I said, with some feeling, as I took the promising testa- 
mentary parcel from his shaking hand. “ Are they really bad ? ” 

The bells were ringing merrily on the midnight air. The sound 
seemed to soothe him. , , 

“ It ’s aU over ! ” he said, feebly shaking his head. And I have 
only about two minutes left myself. I ’ll tell you what it is, my 
boy ”— his voice sanli to a whisper now. “I’m afraid you\e got 
into rather an wihealthy house ! ” 

After the five funerals, the five wills were duly opened, with all 
formality, in my presence, by my new Solicitor. 

“Dear me!” he said, rubbing his eyeglasses. “Your Uncles 
appear to have left aU their property to an Advertising Company, 
who are to expend the whole of it in the Sanitary Improvement of 
Deadman’s Terrace.” 

I had been listening attentively. I slipped offl my chair. 

“And the annuity of £6 13s. ? ” I asked, anxiously, as he kindly 
helped me up from the floor. 

“ Has been thrown into Chancery hy a maternal Second Cousin,” 
he replied, gently. Then he led me to a cab. 

* ^ ^ m * * 

Years have sped now, and I often pass through the old neighbour- 
hood. Bright children issue from the doors, buxom housewives 
smile on the balconies, and vigorous and hearty fathers of large 
families return every evening from the City. Yet there is nothing 
to indicate a change— beyond a forest of ventilating shafts that now 




But they died away, V^y was there no movement? Half-past 
eleven struck, I grew anxious. 

I could not well leave the room,^ on account of the limited length 
of my p3j>tecting india-rubber pipe. To have taken offl my helmet 
now would have been to have nsked much. I hesitated. Yet the 
, bells were already beginning to ring in the Hew Year. I rose 
from my chafr, when, to my great relief, I noticed that a figure was 
standinff in the doorway. 

It had on a Military headgear, some Naval trappings, a dressing- 
[ gown, and bore, under its right arm, five duly executed wills. I saw. 


tower and twist along the whole line of the familiar stucco faqade, 
“ The healthiest block of houses iu all London,” say all the Agents. 
“ Strange, too ! ” they add, rubbing their heads, and recalling faintly 
certain msanitary rumours of vanished years. 

Yes ; “strange,” indeed— hut not to him who, like me, recalls, 
as he gazes up at Ho. 13, the weird explanatory light it could throw 
on The Secret of DeadmarHs Terrace, 


Punch, on Potations. 

The Hot-Water Cure is our latest of fads. 

To cut out all tipples from Champagne to Whiskey. 

Well stick, i£ you like, to the kettle, my lads, 

Whose wits are too bright, and whose souls are too frisky. 

But Funch has his own common-sense recipe, 

A road to right happiness simpler and shorter ; 

He ’d counsel you, cutting prigs’ fiddlededee. 

To keep in good spirits and out of hot water I 

“Is Hi^ghno Painful?” — ^Tinder this title some letters have 
appeared in the Fall Mall Gazette, It is a difflcult question to 
answer, as of course, it depends on what is hung. Some sky-highed 
Artists say hanging is very painful to them at the Eoyal Academy. 

We have just received our copy of our Annual Invaluable Guide, 
Philosopher and Friend, yclept Kellyh Fost- Office Directory, It is 
a charming pocket companion, and delightful handy book. 


December 29, 1883,] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIYAEL 


305 


THE MODERN ARS AMANDI. 

{By PicncJims Naso,) 

CAJSTTO YI.—Mamma. 

PujfCHiTJS sat pondering o’er Ms migiity tlieme, 
"WTien sTLddenl 5 ^ a keen electric gleam 



Seemed to transpierce his sanctum’s roseate skade, 

Audio! a Presence! gorgeously aiTayed 
In glistening satin of soft Tyrian sheen, 

“ Inyested with purpureal gleams,” its mien 
G-rayely majestic : anmle-shouldered, large, 

Of such fair swell as Cieopatea-’s barge 
Breasted the Cydnus with. Erect she stood, 

The British Matron ; in no genial mood, 

If aspect augured aught. Her greeting fair, 

The courteous Sage Ms most capacious chair 
EiUed with her portly amplitude. Thence she 
In round sonorous periods uttered free 
Maternal thoughts, and, as in eclogues old, 

By rushy brook or by close-wattled fold, 

Yirgilian Swains discourse, PmsTCKCUS, well suited 
To Mantuan grace with her interlocuted. 

1vrAnp y.-RyATvrrr,TAg . 

Punch, I presume ? 

PwcHius. 

Presumption is a word 
WHoh to connect with you 

M ATTn-RyAMTLTAS . 

Don’t be absurd ! 

What do you mean by Loye and laughter ” ? — I^ ^ 
duote from your Proem ’’—What ’s your aim, Sir ? Why, 
Loye is no laughing matter, — or, any rate, 

Marriag^e is not ! You as a comic zany rate 
The modern Cupid, make him talk that stuff 
Which men call “ satire.” Pooh ! We ’re gidte too tough 
For all that sort of thing to trouble much. 

A mother’s heart male mockery cannot touch. 

We ’ye far too much at stake. But Punch, you know, 

TMs Ars Amandi is not comme ilfaut,—^ 

JoH3sr just explained it,— and I really think 
As British Girldom’s pet, you ought to shrink 
From 

PUIS-CHIUS. 

Yeiling satire with a genial laugM 
And teaching wisdom ’neath the moak of chaff ? 

Matebeamilias. 

Oh, bother ! That ’s what Josns" calls “ Big Bow-Wow.” 

But — girls are quite sufficient trouble now. 

They do not want more “ wisdom,” I am sure, 

But more docility. If you cannot cure 

Their sentimental fads, at least don’t turn 

Their heads with— well, I ’ye really yet to learn 

What you quite mean — ^but aU tMs curious mixture 

Of rhymes, and gods, and things. There ’s one great fixture — 

Get married I How, your Cantos seem to sap 

Its firm foundation. 

PUNCBIUS. 

How? 

M A many AunTJAS . 

Well, dear Old Chap— 


You are a dear, when you are nice, you know — 

I really can’t tell how, you fog me so, 

I ’m not sure when you We serious. But indeed 
I must remonstrate. 

PuxOHiTrs. 

Madam, pray proceed ! 

{To le continued.) 

EGBERT'S CEISMAS STOET. 

[As append last Sanvnm',) 

I WAS a staying at swellish Surbiton and had been ingaged at 
Appy Ampton a waitin on won of my fayxit Companies, the liners. 
Ah them’s good fellers, them liners is, and nose a glass of ’47 Port 
as quick as any Company in Limdon, aye and injoys it two, and 
never refuses a second. 

Well, as I was returnin home, I had sitch a singler adwentur as 
mite be common enuff in new Amerikay or even in old Ireland, but 
in that nice quiet plaice it did seem just a leetle staggerin. 

Sornterin along quietly “by the margin of Tems’s fare waters,” 
as the Poet says, I took a seat, about harf way home, on a nice ard 
wooden form with not no hack to it, kindly purwidea by the lokM 
orthoritys for tired trawellers of wMch I was jest a little one, wen I 
was akorsted by a gentleman of not werry engagin aperienee too 
was so obligin as to inform me that he was quite down upon Ms 
luck, and was gettin jest a bit desprit, and wood I kindly assist 
Mm with the lone of five shillinx I 

In coTU'se I told hiTw as I hadn’t no five shillinx to spare, as I was 
only a pore Waiter, wen he sed as that story wouldn’t wash, as any- 
boddy who ’d bin akustomed to igh life could see at once by my wite 
choker as well as by my manners as I was a Parson ! and posserhly a 
Bmhiip ! Of course I was a good deal flatterd at his little natral 
mistake, and said that as far as ^d. would go he mite have it and 
welcom, wen he suddnly quite haltered Ms manner,^ and said, as 
money he wanted and money he must have, and putting Ms and m 
his pocket he pulled out a rewolwing Pistol, and sed I snoud have it 
for a pound. ^ . n . . 

I think I was never so fritened in all my life, and without stoppin 
for to think wot was best to be done, I acshaHy gave Mm all I had 
in my pocket, which was about 9s. 6a,, wMch he took with a cuss, 
and putting the awful lookin weppen into my hand, and sayin 
“ Full to the muzzel,” he ran along to the Park railings, jumped 
oyer, and was off like a shot ! 

I set there, on that axd seat, with that dedly weppen m my grasm 
for I should think quite a quarter of a our, wundring what on erth 
I should do with it. 

Suppose, I thort to myself, a Pleaceman was to^ cum and see me 
thus, armed to the teeth, how could I conwince Mm as I was only 
a umbel Waiter who had jest made a purchase, and not, wot I looked 
exactly like, a sangwinery Bugler or Highway M^ ! I da^d not 
put the cold fixe-arm in my pocket, for,jiear it mite be, as he had 
said, loaded to the muzzel, and mite go off of itself. I had sumtimes 
herd of these deadly weppens being loaded with slugs^ and the meer 
thort of such disgusting Reptiles a crawlin about in my pocket, 
gave me a fit of the shudders. , . 

Presently I herd carridge wheels a comin nearer m the distance, 
so in my hagony I rushed from my ard seat, ran along about 200 
yards, and tMowd it madly into the middle of the River, and then 
took to my eels, like a guilty thing, and never stout till I come to 
the Ferry, when my frite was so great and my hreth so short that I 
coudn’t call out “hover” lowd enuff for the Ferryman to hear me 
for a matter praps of 10^ minnets. and ewenshally retched home so 
much more ded than alive oh ! that my kind land lord insisted on 
my sendin out for harf a pint of brandy, wMch he mixed mth 
some skill, and of wMoh he most kindly partook of, share and share 

alike. • i « 

Of coarse I esily misled my land lord hy denoimsing the Sammqn, 
although, trewth to tell, it was remarkahel good, and so, after a 
supper of pork chops and stout, to bed, to bed, where I slept the 
sleep of the hinnocent Waiter and not of the gilty assas^ssm. 

I have for sum time left the shores of the sRwer Terns, unless 
indeed I may call it hy that fond name at Londun Bridge, witch 
mite be thort jest a leetle sorcauslic, so I may safely reweM the fac, 
that, if any OEe,inGludin the gaUiant Admiral of the Terns Cons^wa- 
tives, wants what I ’ye no dout is a bntifal snecimen of the hmtrest- 
ing article commonly called a lewolwer, all he has to do is to ^ to 
the place atween Long Ditton and Ampton where the ard sei^ is, 
and exady 200 steps nearer Surbeton he will cum te 3 grate Trees, 
ether Helms or Hoax, I don’t know witch, but I tbmks the former, 
and nex to them is a werry big Tree with a broken bow, md exaoly 
opersit that, just k across the River, let Mm todge .and dredge, and 
he ’s sure to find the Buxgler’s companion, and watever he may think 
my dew, I will leave hintirely to Ms Honner to send me, jtoBEET. 
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ONE MORE UNFORTUNATE! 

Mamma (a Widow q/ corwiderdble personal attractions), ** I want to tell you something, Tommy, You saw that Gentleman 

TALKING TO GRANDMAMMA IN THE OTHER ROOM. “WeLL, HE IS GOING TO BE YOUR NEW PaPA. MAMMA ’S GOING TO MaRRY HIM ! " 
Timmy {who recollects something oj the life his old Taya used to lead), “ D-d-does he know it yet, Mamma ? ” 


STRAI^GERS YET. 

{A Suggestion for the Season.) 

In many a dreary and desolate place has our Annual Guest in his 
travellings found him, 

In Tartar steppes, and in Lapland wilds, in fenny flats where tiie 
wild-fowl cluster ; 

In snow wastes where the frozen watch from the “Crow’s ISfest” 
gloomily gazes round him, 

And where on the edge of the Arctic’’pack the ice-bound wanderers 
mutely muster, 

But where and when and in what chill clime has he ever chanced on 
a scene so cheerless 

As this of the opulent City’s slums, from our pallid sun by the 
brick-bulks nidden ? ^ 

A scene to soften the cynic soul, to moisten eyes that are mostly 
tearless. 

And brinff the cry of a bitter shame to laughter-loving red lips 
unbidden. 

Good Cheer ? Old friend with the jovial front, you may take your 
shibboleth old and pleasant 

To warm-housed wealth and to humble ease, to labour brisk and to 
^ age lone-stranded ; 

To prince and pauper, to Cit and clown, to lolling lady and toiling 
pasant, 

But here are those it is strange to, strange as your bounty royal 
and open-handed. 

These !^ow you not, oh, snow-lock’d Sire! save perchance in 
pictures that tell them little, 

! E’en le^ than the show of the glittering shops, with their piled 
; ^g^fare and their gilt and greenery, 
t In which they Imve neither part nor lot, of which they may share 
no jot or tittle* 

t Greybeard, what think you of our London waste and 

I , , Its winter scenery ? 


Good cheer ? The dwellers in these dim courts are the Troglodytes 
of our Civilisatiou. 

Tell them of sunny Italian skies, of Lakeland’s verdure, of Cash- 
mere’s roses ! 

They ’E understand you as well as^hen you prattle of Tuletide jolH- 
flcation. 

Among them semi-starvation stalks, around them vice-curst 
poverty closes 

A cordon stem as ♦the lazar’s ban against the .'’coming of cbeer and 
gladness, 

Or if there ’s aught that shall waken mirth m their palsied souls, 
’tis the liquid devil 

That draws their lips with resistless lure, and wakes their spirits to 
dreadful madness ; 

And breaks as with hideous scoriae fire their hfe’s monotonous low 
dead level. 

A Slum Child, Father ! What do you think of this ohildiah shape ? 
On your rounds this morning 

You ’ll meet with many a lad and a lass, their well-known visitor 
gleef t^y greeting, 

What of ^ this one though, who knows you not I Is there anything, 
think you, of woeful w-arning 

In this poor, pallid and pitiful waif, your jolly old self with 
astonishment meet ing I 

Eh? Must be altered? why, verily yes. Punch holds that same 
opinion— precisely. 

“ Peace and goodwill ’’ has some meaning still, but here, Father 
Christmas, we seem to have missed it. 

How to expound it to outcasts like this were good work for the 
Season if set about wisely. 

Come, carol-invoked “ Merry Gentlemen ” aU I Mr, Punch starts 
that work I Gentles, will you assist it f 

Mr. Charley says that when he in future addresses an assembly, 

it will be in some place where “ the people most do conger-regate.’’ 
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LETTERS TO SOME PEOPLE 

About Other PeoxMs Business » To Augustus JEarris, Bsq, 

Mt dea:r Hajiris, 

Yof’ee very busy -with, your Pantomime, of course, and 
therefore can’t spare any time to go and see pieces, least of all Melo- 
dramas, of which, no doubt, you are tired. Of course you are. But 
why be a Manager and play yourself ? I know what you ’ll of course 
retort, “If you want a thing well done, JS'ibbs, do it vourseH.” 
Precisely : “ ^ thing ’’—but not seYeral things ; you can’t do ’em all, 
and even now, do you know, I am afraid that our dear Barrett 
will beat you hand over hand in sixteen-sheet posters and pictures 
on the walls of our artistically decorated Metropolis. You’re not 
easily vanquished in that line, but look to your laurels — count them, 
see they’re the right number, as I really think our dear BAREETT«has 
taken more than one leaf out of your laurel book. 



V I |T\\\ 


Adelphi. — ^F inal Tableau from “ In the Ranks ” and Among the Army 
Files ; or, Harlequin Gideon the Fleecer. 

However, be that as it may, you are busy night and day, trying on 
Big Heads, and showing the Harlequin how to do his jump through 
the shop-front and so forth, and you can’t go and see “ In the Ranks ” 
at the Adelphi, which is the most stirring Melodrama I ’ve witnessed 
for some considerable time. Why, even Claudiajs’ Herman might take 
a lesson from the construction of this Drama, and benefit by it. It is 
just the sort of thing I like, and, mind you, it is just the sort of 
thing the Public likes. Of course, you will be delighted to hear that 
the Adelphi was crowded. The audience was remarkably intelligent ; 
not the hypercritical, cynical, falsely-enthusiastic audience which 
comes out for one night only, and that “ the night,” but an ordi- 
nary any-night-you-Bke’s audience, settling down to the story from 
the moment it began, becoming so deeply interested in the movements 

. P •! _ T\„_ XT X Til. -MCZ 


The dialogue of In the Ranks is thoroughly good. There are no 
long maund.enng soliloquies, no sermonising, and just such bits 
of local colouring as you might expect from your old friends Pettitt- 
cum-SiMS. 

If you can get a spare moment, just go and see In the Ranks. I 
haven t time to mention the Actors : they ’re aU good, specially Mr. 

J OHN Ryder, who gets shot in the back for being out in Dingley Wood 
(near Dingley DeH, you know, where the Immortal Piekwickians i 
went out shootmg) when he ought to have been in bed, but he turns j 
up ag^ aU right in the last Act, and is hailed with cheers,— like ! 
the ship which came to the relief of the wreck in the Bay of Biscay, 
—by his friends the audience. Mr. (tardeit is capital, and so is Mrs, 
Leigh. Wishing you success with your Drury Lane Annual, 

I am your devoted Hebbs. 


FLUTTERINa A COLOMBIER. 

M a da m e (or Mademoiselle ?) Sarah Bernhardt has not been much 
before the public lately. To remedy this, “une aneienne actrice,” 
one MRe. Marie Codombier, wrote and published about her what 
Le Figaro calls “un abominable livre.” Its preface led to a duel 
between two gentlemen, and the book itself so idled Sarah, that, 
unable to suppress the publication or to repress her rage, she visited 
the ex-actress’s rooms, and proved herself a considerable ex-actress 
by exacting payment in full for what seems to have been a most 
scurrilous attack. 

The unhappy Dove-cottager, MRe. Colombeer, flew from room to 
room, pursued by the infuriated Sarah, who had commenced the 
interrtew by walking up to her, addressing her with “ quelques 
epithdtes depourvues d’amenite,” and following these up with a 
“ violent coup de cravaohe ” full in the face. Then chairs, tables, 
stools, and fauteuils were sent fl 3 rmg, visitors being present joined 
in the row, until the aneienne Actrice was thoroughly en retraite^'^ 
and had succeeded in retiring altogether, by the back-stairs, from 
the scene of so many striking situations. Then Sarah “§pnisee, 
mais vengee,” qnitted the house, leaving the cravaehe as a trifling 
memento of her visit for MUe. Colombeer. Thus ended the new 
dramatic adaptation of The Ladies' Battle, and in an hour after- 
wards Sarah was playing at the Porte St. Martin in the new Drama 
(apparently of the ofd Astleyan type), called Kana Saliih, in which 
two historical English characters, “Lord Wislet” and “Lord 
Edwards,” seem to have distinguished themselves greatly. | 

LITERJS HUMAmORES ! 

Fired by the remarkable success that has attended his latest 


let them, — cheered the unhappy hut excellent Mr. Warher in all Ms 
troubles, so that the more he was persecuted the more they cheered 
and applauded Mm, just to show that he still had some friends in front, 
and Mssed and hooted both the villains, but especially the darker- 
dye’d of the pair, in so savage a manner, that it seemed to me 
the Conductor of the Orchestra occupied a post of danger, as, if that 
mighty Pit had only been tried a little more, they ’d have risen in 
their thousands, swept away the occupants of tM Stalls, or carried 
them with them, and, overwhelming the Musicians, would have 
wreaked their vengeance on that thorouf h-paeed scoundrel (no words 
can be too strong for Ms heartless and unprincipled conduct), Mr. , 
Gideon Blake, — who, as represented by Mi. J. D. Beveridge, has i 
nigjbt after night to bow his grateful acknowledgments with a| 
stmling face fortMs public testimony^to Ms artistic merit. To he 
hissed heartily for two or three hundred nights must he worth some- 
thing when it has to he considered in a salary. 

The Scenery! Mind yon, you managed capitally in your last 
piece, and so did our 'Wilsoh B. in The Lights of London and The 
Silver King, but the effects, as a whole, were not a patch on the 
mechanical changes of In the Ranks at the AdelpM. They are 
wonderful in their succession and variety. My dear H arr i s, if your 
Pantomime arrangements are not at tMs late date all complete, you 
go in for something like tMs. Outdo it; as with fairies at work 
on a Drury Lane stage, it must be outdone, or it is not worth doing 
at aR. But very soon Pantomime must devise somethi 2 i|: new, as 
it will have been beaten out of the field by the mechanioal Stage 
arrangements for every new melodrama. But, dear me, when tMs 
letter appears, crowds wiR be already besieging your Box-Office, and 
Mm Cinderella wiR be just “ coming out.” 


foRowing : — 

The Emperor of Oermanx has often manifested symptoms of 
Rght-headedness. The Emperor of Oermahy wiR restore Alsace 
and Lorraine, and the head of Bismarcr in a hamper, to the Repub- 
Rc, and retnm the indemnity in a cheque, payable to bearer 
(addressed, under cover, to Yictor Hugo), and, without making 
further inquiries, deserve aR the profound thanks he can get from 
the civRisea world. 

The Emperor of CnmA is an infinitely bigger fool than he looks. 
The Emperor of China wRl give and bequeath Tonquin, Dublin, 
Bachnin, MongoRa, California, Sugar Candy, the two Tasmanias, 
and the Gulf of Brechin to France (in trust for Yictor Hugo), and 
defray the entire costs of the transaction as charged by Ms (Yictor 
Hugo’s) civiHsed SoRcitor. 

A MOST generous subscriber to TruiJds fund for the cMldren^ in 
Hospitals and Workhouses sent Mr. Labouchebe five thousand six- 
pences for distribution on Christmas Dajr. He simply signed himself 
“ A Freeistd.” May he never be “ A Friend in need ! ” Happening 
to mention tMs fact to a real Friend in need, he at once said, ^ If the 
same Gentleman wiR send me a similar amount, or double, I wiR 
invest it for the dear Rttle ones in— Turkish, until they’ve grown 
up.” We don’t think tMs generous offer wRl be jumped at ; but if it 
is, 85, Fleet Street, is the address. 

Seasonable Acting Charade. — {Kntered at Stationer^s Mall .) — 
What simple fiowers suggest the idea of a diary ? And the Respon- 
dent wiR answer in action thus : first he wRl, as if pondering^ utter, 
— “ Fy”;— then, as if he had suddenly Mt upon ^e solution, he 
wiR exclaim “ 0 ” — and lastly, he wiR name the diary “ Letts f 

Reductio [ad Absurdum. — The Qruestion whether Mr. Horton 
should or should not be appointed Examiner inThwlogy maybe 
stated by another rendering of “ To be or not to be “ Mori un 

or BToughtn't 'un ! ” 




ALL HAKDS TO TKE— 
CLOCK! 

"We read the following: para- 
graph in the Dmly liBWs the 
other morning, as we were 
taking onr breakfast : — 

** TMs morning' the new Clock at 
the Law Courts (opposite Temple 


Bar) will be formally' handed over 
to me Commissioners of the Office 
of Works and Public Buildings by 
Messrs. Gillett & Co., of Croy- 
don, who hare erected it. The 
Clock will be started at 11*30 by 
Messrs.BLooMPiELD AifD Street, 
the Architects to the Eoyal Courts 
of Justice.’^ 

We were particnlarly care- 
ful not to ** take a walk down 
Fleet Street ” that morning. 
We trust the Commissioners 
were strong enough to hold the 
Clock when it was “handed 
over,’’ and we are anxious to 
know where it got to after 
it was started by Messrs. 
Bloomeield Axn Steeet. Lid 
they start it with a flag, after 
the manner of the great Mac- 
Geoege of Epsom Lowns ? 
Lid they sing a merry little 
ditty— 

Liekory, diekoiy dock ! 

We \e started the Law Courts’ 
Clock! 

^Tis bound to go, say Guxett 
& Co. 

Liekory, diekory, dock ! 

We trust there were no se- 
rious accidents iu consequence 
of these horological sports, 

Babotmebotis Ettmoue.— 
It is said the great Bhen-eas 
THE First, Emperor of Show- 
men, is cominc: to London in 
the Spring with a White Ele- 
phant. Is it possible that it 
may turn out to he our old 
friend Jumbo whitewashed ? 
The great mind that conceived 
the sublime idea of “ Wash- 
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TRATELLUra MADE 

PUNCH’S FANCY ‘PORTRAITS —No. 168. EAST. 
















THE •AMERICAN EVENINa STAR. 

Miss Andeksoit, by Jove ! jaun:- 
-DioED Critics may brown at you, 

But you’re the Lovely Statue, 

Miss Anderson, by Jove I 


TRAYELLma MALE 
EAST. 

From: London to Nice an 
easy way of going, via Chat- 
ham and Lover line, which we 
see advertises arrangements 
with sleeping-cars and through 
Express from Calais, which is 
dehghtf ul travelling ; but the 
best of it all, specially at this 
season of the year, is the fact 
that the starting-hour from 
Victoria Station is 10 a.m. 
Rone of your getting up by 
gaslight shivery-shakery and 
anathematising everybody, 
L. C. and L, inclnded; no 
wretched going-to-he-hung 
sort of breakfast; no forget- 
ting everything at the last 
moment because you’re half 
asleep ; no up-alL-last-night 
kind of feeling ; and, in fact, 
misery generally ; also, no cer- 
tainty of indigestion and dis- 
comfort on board the steamer 
in the cold, damp, dark night, 
when the horrors of the situa- 
tion are trebled consequent 
upon travelling by an after- 
dinner train in the eveniug, 
but a quiet, comfortable break- 
fast at a reasonable hour, and 
a fair start with all yonr wits 
about you, a cigar and the"* 
morning papers to occupy you 
for au nour or so en route^ a 
fresh morning on the coast, 
perhaps calm, but most pro- 
bably sunny, and then arriving 
at Calais in the very nick of 
time for the excellentluncljeon 
that that first-rate buffet in- 
variably provides. “ Easy 
come, easy go,” sounds like 
the motto for this Christmas 
Service, which, takes place 
every Wednesday and Satur- 
day. Brayvo, L. C. and L. I 


“ My Aunt, Lady Goeger- 
ANT,” said Mrs. Kamsbotham, 
“ is a believer in ghosts. In- 
deed she is the most supposi- 
titious old lady I ever knew.’ 


A PLEA POR CHRISTMAS. 

The cynics have sneered at all Christmas tradition. 

And told us the time for festivity ’s fled, 

With pitiless pens they explain our position. 

In eager agreement that Christmas is dead. 

They say that a person of culture it sickens, 

To hear of the season in prose or in rhymes, 

That Christmas was simply invented by Dickens, 

And went out of fashion with tales hke The Chimes, 

They ’d banish all talk of the festival season, 

And rather remind us of duns and of hills, 

They hold that the Yuletide should offer no reason, 

For pleas^t oblivion of sorrows and ills. 

They write in fine seom of all social enjoyment, 

And vow that big dinners we ought to forsake, 
in i^ort every year many pens find employment, 

In proving that Christmas is quite a mistake. 

But is it ? Go ask of the children who measure 
I!he time till Ihe day when they ’re set free from school, 
They’ll t^ you be sure that they still can take pleasure, 
In aU the delights and amusements of Yule. 

Fdc- let the bright tree with presents he laden. 

For let the holly adorn all the house, 


While every small man and each miniature maiden, 

Will hang out a stocking for kind Santa Claus. 

And as for the old folks, why pile on the spKnter 
Of heechwood, and gather your friends one and all, 

Time was we wot well when this feast day of muter, 

Made rich an^oor mingle in cottage and hall. 

So bring in the "Tme log and fill up the flagon, 

Though storms roar without, we will feast on this night, 
And yonder the young ones shall play at snapdragon, 

Or blush ’neatn the mistletoe bemes so bright. 

Away then with sneers, be it ours to endeavour, 

To keep the dear season as folks did of old ; 

The fame of the Yuletide shall live on for ever, 

With warm hearts within, though the winter be cold. 
’Tis well in a wearisome world to remember. 

That holiday time may be ours now and then, 

And one day must come in each dreary December, 

Of peace upon earth and good will towards men ! 


TImy ’ll t^ you be sure that they still can take pleasure, That ’s a quaint-looking Christmas collection of verse and prose 

m all the delights and amusements of Yule. brought out by Mr. Augustus Moore, aud called Walnuts and 

let the bright tree with presents he laden. Wine, The contents are as attmctive as the originals in the title, 

F'ior ^^let the holly adorn all the house, and, thank goodness, far easier of digestion. 


no ease can Contiibutloni, whethos MS., Printed Matter, or Drawings, be returned, nnlots accompanied 
j ’ or Govec: Copies of MS. should be kept by the Senders. 
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Adapting : by the Gaul, 83 
Admir«i felon Ajrmy ” (The), 1£ 3 
After itie Open, 12 

Aida towards making Ohiisfcmas An- 
nuals, 121 
Aix and Fains, 31 
Afddtman’s Nightmare (The), 242 
Alfonso the Brave, 162 
All-Absotbing Subject (An), 166 
All at Sea, 1 

All-at-Sea Serpent (The), 194 
All Hands to the — Clock ! 310 
All for Her-k5mer, 267 
Alphonso Abroad, 141 
** And is this Fame ” ? 249 
Anglo-Indian Mutiny (The), 282 
Another Invitation to Amerikay, 237 
Another Little Holiday Cruise, 88, 1C5, 
112. &c. 

Answer Plain and Simple (An), 299 
Arrangements for this Day-Month, 82 
’Arry at the Royal Evening PSte, 38 
Art Going to the Wall, 249 
Articles de Paris, 193 
As Clear as (EdStend-on-) Mud, 190 
Athwart the Course, 6 
At the Gates ! 1£0 
Back Again I 195 
Back to London, 168 
Ballad of Bathing (A), 23 
Bar and a Crotchet (A), 274 
Baron Honour, 290 
Bathing Machine (The), 97 
Before the Curtain, 186 
Before tiie Fourteenth. 14 
Beginning in Smoke, 60 
Big BiH (A), 265 
Birds in Conclave (The), f>l 
“Birds” of Aristophanes (The), 279 
BismarcVs White Elephants, 214 
Blow for the Blow-holes (A), 1 
Bootberation, 26 
Box for Bobby (A). 343 
Bradshaw Jubilee (The), 36 
Breezy Ballad (A), 238 
Brighton Buster (A), 107 
Broker Broke of Bullion, Court Theatre, 
and the Faithful Ariel, 184 
Browne Study in New Bond Street (A), 
217 

Bumble in Wonderland, 62 
Burgle Song (The), 107 
By Parcels Post, 113 
Can't be Fairer than Fowler, 243 
Caught by the Tide 1 49 
Cetewayo, 54 

Change for a Sovereign, 149 

Charing Cross Carol (A), 83 

Charity not at Home, 82 

Cheap Outing (AX 218 

OhildeOhappie^s !ragrimage,72, 84, 96, &o. 


*< Chinamania,** 126 

Chip from the Premier’s Log (A), 142 

Christinas Leaves, 249 

City Misti y Solved (The), 180 

Comedy in the Courts (A 261 

Comic Complaint (A), 58 

Common Sense andLicenc3, 190 

Compensation. ItO 

Converted Miller (The), 118 

Converted Savages at St. J ames’s Hall, 25 

Corporation Waking Up (The), 63 

Counter Criticism, 218 

Critical Position (A), 265 

Critic (very) much Abroad (A), 206 

Cromer Cliffs. 110 

Crucial Questions, S3 

Cue for Cmleba (A), 131 

Cupid to Order, 269 

Cut and Come Again I 78 

“Day in the Country” (A), 112 

Dead Leaves, 286 

Devil’s Walk (The), 234 

Diary of an Athlete in the Dog-days, 34 

Disclaimer (A), 178 

“ Disintegration I ” 198 

Dismal Dilemma (A). 190 

Distant Belations, 216 

Dobbs ! 75 

Dog and his Days (A), 118 

Domestic Meteorology, 135 

Druiy Lane Temperance Play (The), 208 

Duplicity, 82 

Eastknd-on-Mud, 133 

Electoral Progression, 10 

EngUshman’s Castle (An), 209 

Epitaph (An), 106 

“Esq.," 95 

Essence of Parliament, 4, 16, 28, ®c. 
Examination Questions, 263 
Example and a Puzzle (An), 309 
“Excelsior” at the Royal Courts, 293 
“ Exits and Entrances,” 12 
Fairyland Review (The), 273, 281 
“ Faiiy Talcs of Science ” (The), 134 
“Falsely True," 205 
Family Ghost (The), 302 
Farewell Verse (A), 81 
Fashionable Intelligence, 114 
“ Finis Ebranciss,” 262 
“ Fireside ” at Venice (The), 229 
Food and Figures, 253 
Food Y. Gram, 240 
Footlight Cozmdenoes, 225 
For the First, 118 

Free-''and-ea8y)-dom at Drury Lane, 76 
Free Registiy Dodge (The), 47 
“ Friend— in Need” (The), 42 
From Our Private Box of Books, 122 
Gxntlk Citizen to the Burglar (The), 135 
Germany to France, 142 
Glass at the Globe (A), 160 


Good Little Pig gone Wrong (The), 18 
Green Old Age (A), 257 
Guy Fenian, 220 
“ Hamlet” Adapted, 255 
Handbook of Knowl^ge (A), 48 
Hard Row (A), 149 
“ Haydn’s Dictionary of Da^-es,” 194 
Health Exhibition (The), 288 
Heaven v. Pender, 62 
Here Flies a Post I 63 
Hiss Own Idea I 169 
Holiday Echoes, 153 
Hohday Haunts, 5 
Homicide and Vulpicide, 2S3 
House that Capital built (The), 268 
How it was done, 117 
How the King of Spain was Interviewed, 
134 

How to make the “A.P.” Happy, 72 
Hurrah, for the Princess 1 161 
“Iv!” 119 

Impressions of an “Impressionist,” 29 
Improvements in the Law Courts, 206 
“In ‘Native* Worth with Honour 
Crowned,” 265 
International Courtesy, 38 
International Cricket, 70 
In the Cbannel, 123 

In the Matter of , a Prisoner, 230 

In the Name of Justice— Dummy Britfs ! 
281 

In the Time of the Bestauration, 273 

Irvingites at St. James’s Ha'l, 23 

Isthmian (Hme (An), 64 

Jew d’Bvprit (A), 286 

Jordan in Jeopardy, 343 

Justice lu Uneasy Slippers, 57 

Justice— very much— in the Future, 36 

La Belle Amdricaine, 174 

Labor Omnia Vincit, S04 

Ladies of the Lakes (The), 39 

Latest Craze (The), 233, 245, 262, Ac. 

Latin “All Greek,” 209 

Laureate’s Log (A), 141 

Lay of the Law (A), 193 

Lay of the Iiord Chief Justice (ThcX 107 

Lays of a Lazy Minstrel, 2, 13, 94, Ac. 

Le Cholera Anglophobe, 101 

Left in Town, 98 

Le Gamin de Paris, 174 

Letters to Some People, 280, 292, 809 

Light Point of Law (AX 70 

“ Like a Crab, it can go Backwards,” 241 

literse Humaniores, 302 

Literary Light Refreshment, 62 

Litigation and Lo^ 157 

Look into Limbo (AX 14 

Lord Mare’s Day, 244 

Lords and the (Old) Ladies (TheX H 

Love among the Partridges, 109 

Lovtog Cup (The), 66 


Manners and Customs of the City of 
London, 66 

March of Intellect (The), 254 
March of the Salvationists (The), 2 ^7 
Mario! 290 

Matthew Arnold on “Nunobers,” 221 
Mems. of a Minute Philosopher, 155, 161, 
202 

Millionnalre on the Moors (The), W4 
Ministers at the Mansion House, 78 
Ministers in CouooiX 214 
Minstrel Boy on making a Start (TbeX i-73 
Modem Ars Amandi, 262, 264, 276, 6tc. 
More-and-Moiely Series (The), 274 
More Bootheratton, 185 
More from the Goldsmith Birthday-Book, 
221 

Mossoo’s Diary, 126 
Mossoo's Little Game, 114 
Mr, Gladstone’s Little Lunch, 147 
Mr. Punch and Turtle, 246 
Multum in Parvo, StS2 
Municipal Mud^e (TheX 178 
“ Music hath Charms,” 286 
Mutual Understanding (A), 30 
Mv Country Cousin, 15 
My Long Wakayshun, 168 
I Mystery, Murder, ana the Money Mar- 
ket, 94 

“Ne Sutor supra Crepidaxn,” 46 
“NetResu'ts,”210 
New Knight (A), 41 
New NephelococcugiaCThe), 268 
New Part for a Bart (Ax 302 
New Police Regulations, 150 
New Profession (A), 215 
New Readings of an OldNursery Rhyme, 
244 

Next Lord Mayor Interviewed (The), 16 
Nightcaps and D^^eams, 294 
I Nightmare of Fair Women (A), 261 
No Place like Home, 157 
Not Before it is Wanted, 293 
: Notes of Interrogation, 291 
i Nurse Gladstone, 90 
O I 121 

Old Plays for New Audiences, 58 ! 

I Old Postman’s Story (AnX 166 I 

Old Venetian Blind (TheX 208 1 

On a Recent Music-Hall TiiaX 46 ' 

* * Only One ” (The), 215 
On the New Underground, 299 
On the Skye-lark, 138 
Onwards I or, A Little Further StilX ^39 
Operatic Note, 13 
Orphde aux Enfera, 186 
“Our Own Correspondent” and the 
Sultan, 241 
Our Parcels, 345 
Our Parents, 137 
Our Wealthy Dramatists, 240 
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Out-Macceuvred, 146 
Over-Eating and ’Airy Match, 18 
Oxford Education (An), 141 
Parallel (A), 70 
Parliamentary Posers, 6 
Patents and Pennies, 166 
Patients at the Palace, 95 
Pheasant Butchers, 2S0 
Plain English, S6 
“ Play ’s the Thing " (The), 266 
Plea for Christmas (A), 310 
Plush andPriviKdje, ISO 
Politico-Pecuniary Barometer (The), 160 
Pot and Kettle, 182 
“ Presuming ! ” 274 
Price of Meat (The), 35 
Progress of Rationalism (The), 1S3 
Purely Teck-nical Matter (A), S7 
Quite Surprising, 49 
Rabelais Beformed, 179 
Rambiicg Rondeaux, 154, 166, 178 
Rampant Bibbonosity, 156 
Rank Nonsense ! 232 
Reading for the Million, 251 
Real “ Birkheck ” Institution (The), 2 
Real Haunted House (The), 50 
Recent Publication, 83 
Reflective Ode (A), 287 
Reg’lar Ruin, 141 
Reviewer Reviewed (A), 198 
Rhine and Reason, 68 
Richard Doyle. (In Memoriam), 289 
Ridicnlus Mus firom Monte Carlo, 45 
P^parian Rhyme (A), 225 
River Runes, 13 
Robertat Greenwich, 27 
Robert 's Crismas Story, 3C5 
Rod still in Pickle (The), 102 
** Royal Red Cross” (The), 118 
Sacrifice of the Judges (The) 279 
**Sanitas Sanitatum,” 169 
School-Board Victim (The), 262 
Science and Subsidies, 1E9 
Scrumptious Railway Car (A), 48 
Secret of Deadman’s Terrace (The), 297, 
803 

Sentry of the Century (The), 289 
“Services” (The), 94 
Shakspeare at Paddington, 202 
Shakspeaxian Remains, 180 
Shall Dobbs have a Statue ? 85 
Sientiffic Staggerers, 207 
Sigh from the Slums (A), 254 
Sigh of the Stockbroker (The), 209 
Sigurd the Socialist 1 286 
Silver Terns (The), 97 
Six Years ia a House-Boat. 294 
Smith Celebration (The), 249 
Social DiflSlcuIty in a Political Discussion, 
46 

Some Signs of the Season, 2S9 
Some Singular Disdosures, 166 
Something like a Circuit ! 98 
Something like a PeHah 1 158 
Something like a School I 265 
Song of a Sciolist at Southport, 164 
Song of King Conger (The), 261 
Song of Southwold (A). 120 
Song of the Snubbed One (The), 246 
Song on a Summer Beverage, 26 
Songs of the Streets, 11, 180. 165, &c. 

Sors Shakspeariana— Captain Webb, €0 
Speaker (The), 291, 205, 220, ito. 

Sporting Intelligence, 239 
StODsas to Salt, 82 
Startling Invention (A), 157 
Startling Surmise, 23 
Strange Occupation (A), 288 
Strange Omission, 267 
Strangers Yet, 806 
Subsidised Science, 162 
Sunday at the S^on, 34 . ' ' 

Sunday Morning at Hawarden (A), 181 
Sundays out of Session, 178 
Sun-Spottery,” 84 
; Survival of the Fittest, 161 
Sweet Home, 222 
Sympathy with a Statue, 110 
Tarphsto the Wires, 10 
“Tempora Mutaatur,” 270 
Teuton Bully (The), J3l 
Thames Nuisance (The), 11 
Thing of Beauty (A), 294 
Thoroughfare or No Thoroughfare? 288 
Three Cheers and Vive la Corporation I 

f 288 

« Title R6Ie« (The), 33 
f “ To be continued-- in Two Parts,” 61 
;Ton-klngJU9 - 
, Tour de Force (A), 98 
i Toydy Lot (A), 299 
^aveUh^ Made Easy, 810 
Tl^t^bfthe^Landiz^-atage, 213 
Tfcel to the IdeoTWight (Ah 203 

i’Twainofcda.166 ^ 

. HwtAKFT’AMPSTEAD, 117 
: University Intelligence, 290 
I Wurt Ea^s, 264 StS 

(AriX 154 


Veiled Compliment (A), 123 
“ Vive le Roil ” 77 
Voice flom a Cave (A), 225 
Vote for Virtue 1 46 
Wail of the Workman (The), 113 
Wardrobe of the Khedive (The), 22 
Wet Day at the Sea-side (A), 129 
What I Saw and Heard .at the Fisheries 
Exhibition, 221 

What shall we Do with Our Boys 179 
Whistling Bobby (The), 146 
Wimbledon Wail (A), 45 
Wops (The), 130 
Worship of Tinsel (The), 227 
Worth Preserving, 246 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

Alfonso the Brave, 163 
Anglo-Indian Mutiny (The), 283 
Athwart the Course, 7 
At the Gates 3 161 
“ Chinamania,” 127 
Crowning the O'Caliban, 595 
Out and Gome Again? 79 
Disintegration 1 ” 199 
“ Friend, in Need ” (The), 43 
Hamlet, Prince of Birmingham, 271 
Isthmian Game (An), 55 
Le Gamin de Paris, 175 
“Life on the Ocean Wave” (A), 139 
“ Loving Cup” (The), 67 
“ Mammon's Rents ” i 223 
Mischief 1! 19 

Mossoo’a “ Little Game,” 115 
Mutual Understanding (A), 31 
" Net Results,” 211 
Nurse Gladstone, 91 
” Orph^e aux Bnfers,” 187 
Respite (A), 2&5 
Rod StUl in Pickle (The), 103 
“ Seeing »s Believing,” 269 
Snubbed I 247 
Strangers, 807 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

AbbjS Franz Lizst, 215 
Actor’s Introduction to the Duke, 102 
After Visiting the Fisheries Exhibition, 22 
Alderman and the Conger (The), 24^ 
Amateur Reciter (The), 54 
Amenities of the Tennis-Lawn, 174 
Another Day with Prince Victor, 250 
Arranging Lady Midas’s Dinner-Party, 6 
’Any up to Eighteen-Carat, 110 
At the Shoddy ville Art Gallery, 135 
Aunt of Fifteen Nephews (The), 134 
Bathing-Machine Puzzle, 86 
Bilhngsgate Market Puzzle, 129 
Boating Party and Luminous Paint, 198 
Bold Buccleuch (The), 94 
Brigson Enjoys “ Driving’* Birds, 123 
Biovm and Distressed Frenchman, 229 
Buflalo Dance of St. Stephen’s Savages, 28 
Bull’s Review of his Crops, 111 
” Burning Scent,” 285 


’Bus-Driver Hailing Stout Lady, 168 
Butler and the Servants’ Party, 258 
Cabman’s Glove Number (A), 246 
Cardinal Howard, 130 
Cattle-Show Week, 265 
Cetewayo’s Return to London, 196 
Chamberlain after the Cobden Club, 15 
Changing Feet at Drill, 243 
Charwoman and Upper Class Juveniles, 
186 

Cheeky Passenger and Steamboat Cap- 
tain, 239 

Civic Dignitaries at Burnham Beeches, 
169 

Clapham Junction Platform Passage, 27 
Cockney Tourist and Bean Harvest, 179 
Collectmg Fares in a Rough Passage, 71 
Complimenting a Lady on Playing Pau- 
line, 270 , , ^ 

Cricket Match with all the Studds, 25 
Crossing-Sweeper and Coin, 249 
Cuckoo’s Effect on a Masher, 14 
Cyclists Grouse-Shooting, 196 
Discord in Black and White (A), 73 
Dweller in Slum and Parmer, 60 
Dutchman’s Shaving Days (The), 47 
Earl and Alderman Isaacs (The), 42 
Earl of Roslyn (The), 274 
Effect of too much Lawn-Tennis, 181 
Ellis Ashmead Bartlett, Esq., M.P., 82 
Ethel and Dorothy— Town and Country, 
284 

“ General ” Booth, 202 
General MundelJa’s Awkward Squad, 282 
Goodwood Sketches, .37 
Grand Old Man and Quickset Hedge, 52 
Hampstead Heath Bides, 45 
Hampstead Ride (The), 69 
Heiberb Herk5mer, R.A., 286 
Highland Lad and the Whiskey, 255 
Hips V. Braces, 1 69 
His Grace’s Flunkey, 78 
Holiday Resorts. 121 
Horticultural Cuttings, 84 
Hounds and Parcels Post, 170 
How to get over that Gate ? 237 
Insubordinate Volunteer and his Colonel, 
203 

Irish Attorney and Tipsy Clerk, 61 i 
J. E. Gorst, Q.C., 142 
J. Norman Lockyer, P.R.S., 299 
Joneses’ Joy at Smith’s elevation (The), 
2S8 

Just turned out from Alma Mater, 83 
Keeper’s Family and the Pheasants, 192 
King Pippin and Prime Minister, 171 
Ladies of the Lakes (The), 89 
I^wn Meet (The), 263 
Lawn-Tennis Lobs, 29 
Lawyer and Northern Farmer, 193 
Le Comte de Paris, 154 
Lord Bamdore’s Bloodless Battue, 145 
Lord Chief Justice Coleridge, 107 
Lord Coleridge and the American Bar. 231 
Lord Randolph Churchill, Sir Stafford, 
and Scotch University Voter, 217 


Major Preudergasb’s Hair, 282 
Mamma and Child on a Rainy Day, 906 
Mamma taking a Drop too much, 126 
Manchester Ship Canal Bill, 76 
Marquis Tseng (The), 166 » 

Mary Anderson, 310: 

Master Godfrey’s Mild Havanna, 51 
M. Ferdinand de Lesseps, 70 

, Mistress writing Mary’s Letter, 146 
Money Market, 256 

. Mother-in-law detects Inebriate, 207 
Mr. Chaplin’s Butcher’s Song, 26 

, Mr. Charles Santley, 23 

Mrs deTomkyns loathes Worldliness, 290 
Mis. de Tomkyns’s Books, 210 
Mr. Sharp-eye-ra, 118 
Muscular Curate and Wheelbarrow, 183 

. M. Waddington, 68 
New Hova-ture (The), 99 
New Lord Mayor (The), 238 
Odd Couples in Ball-room, 38 
Odd-Job Man (The), 59 
Oiling the Tortoise, 62 
Old Ladies on board a Steamer, 131 
Origin of Gloves (The), 172 
Our Agreeable Birthday Book, 9 
Our Fishing Industries, 49, 108 
“ Our Mr. Errington, M.P.,” 10 
Outrage upon Brown’s Beaid, 114 
Overcrowded Railway Carriage, 167 
Paintul Meeting at a Dressmaker’s, 167 
Papa’s Opinion on Celia’s Lovers, 74 
Parliamentary House-Boat (The), £6 
Parliamentary Pairing Season, 64 
Playing “ Rugby ” or “ Association ” ? 18*3 
Poet Fellah made Peer. 302 
Possible Future of Wellington Statue, 3 
Post-Office “ Carrier” (The), 63 
Pot and Kettle, 182 
Preferring Wealth to Knowledge, 275 
Prince Albert Victor at Cambridge, 219 
Punch presenting Tennyson’s Coronet, 29 1 
Puzzle to Find Name of Station, 197 
Questionable Compliment to an Author, 
95 

Rabbits Two Inches too Short, 117 
Railway Porter collecting in Church, 191 
Railway Travellers’ Mothers-in-law, 119 
Random Shota by Dumb-Orambo, 65 
Ready Fire-Escape (A), 263 
Rector’s Visit to Jane (The), 2S7 
Re-paying a Sovereign, 266 
Result of Trading without Capital, 261 
Right Hon. Joseph Chamberlain, 190 
Right Pig by^be Ear (The), 267 m 
Right Rev. J. F. Mackarness, D.D., T78 
Right Time at Waterloo (The), 77 
Rough-hewn Men and Effeminate 
Women, 18 

Salvationists and the Villas, 87 
Scotch Parishioner and New Minister, 298 
Sea-side Lady’s Hat (A), 68 
‘ Sea-side Splitters, It 3 
Sea-side Study (A), 89 
Sir C. W. Siemens, D.O.L., F.B.S., 46 
Sir Frederi^ Augustus^Abel^Bart., 251 

Sir Moees Honteflore, 227 
Sir Pompey and his Architect, 278 
Sir Pompey Bedell’s Family Portrait, 222 
Sir Samuel Smiles, 34 
Sketch of Ben Nevis, 201 
Sport Sketches, 118 
Startling “ Bags” on the Moors, 168 
Steamboats at London Bridge, 21 
Striking him as a Liar, 33 
Suggestions for Frescoes, 96 
Swell and Poor Beggar, 122 
Taken for a J ew, 194 
Tall and Short Lady Bathers, 162 
Thompson’s Highland Costume, 147 
Tight Waistband and Shoes. 218 
Toby’s Partmg— Au Revoir 1 100 
Tombstone - Cutter’s Recommendation 
(A), 106 

Too Lazy for Athletics, 241 
Tourist and his Guides (The) 109 
Tourist and Shady Britisher at Boulogne, 
13 

Tropes for Trippers, 180 
Two Country Doctors, 155 
Two Umbrellas and Colour-Blindness, 226 
Vacation Judges, 279 
Village Veteran’s Last Tooth, 11 
Violinist's Pity for Deaf Gentleman, 66 
Viqueens of Whitby (The), 360 
Visiting the Slums in Mackintoshes, 294 
Wanting to Look like a Gentleman, 264 
Westminster Academy Pictures, 4, 16, 40 
What the Alderman’s Portrait would 
Cost, 90 

Widow and her Mourning (A), 214 
Widow’s Second Husband, 306 
Wife’s Acepunt of the Play (AX 2 
Wimbledon Whjms, 17 
Yankee and Sir Gtorgius’s Flunkey, 48 
Yankee Fisherman’s Sport (A), l43 
Young Actor and Admiring Ladies, 80 
Young Man invited to Supper (A), 36 
Young Spoonbill Proposing, 230 
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